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PROLOGUE 


“I have hardly felt so profoundly your presence in spirit as I did 
today . . . though I could not see you in the flesh I felt you were 
by my side . , . yesterday the enemy shelled us again, heavily and 
rapidly . . . tearing our houses, burning some, and wounding a 
number of persons. . . 

From within beleaguered Atlanta, a Confederate supply offi- 
cer penned these words to his wife, expressing a loneliness and 
longing which has spanned time and space in humanity’s dreary 
epic of strife. 

Nearly a century ago an American city learned the meaning 
of total war, and yet found it difficult to comprehend. 

Atlanta, Georgia, was young, barely thirty years old. It had 
become “Gate City” of the South, hub of railroads, factories, 
foundries, stores, arsenals, government offices, and, inevitably, 
hospitals for the mounting human wreckage of war. Its popula- 
tion of a few dozen when it was named “Marthasville” and ten 
thousand at the time of Fort Sumter had been swollen to nearly 
twenty thousand. 

President Jefferson Davis asserted of Atlanta: “Its fall would 
open the way for the Federal Army to the Gulf on the one hand, 
and to Charleston on the other, and close up those rich granaries 
from which Lee’s armies are supplied. It would give then con- 
trol of our network of railways and thus paralyze our efforts.’’ 

Like Carthage or Troy of an earlier generation, Warsaw or 
Manila of a later, Atlanta was doomed by its own desirability. 
The North sought it with the singleness of purpose of a hawk. 
Lik . a “besom of destruction,” Major General William Tecum- 
seh Sherman led .n army of one hundred thousand seasoned 
veterans out of Tennessee, their first and major goal— Atlanta. 
Hardened by the fury and the disappointments of three years of 
civil warfare, this huge “Military Division of the Mississippi.” 
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composed of three distinct armies, was perhaps the greatest fight- 
ing machine the world had ever seen. 

What happened when such a juggernaut reached Atlanta is 
the subject of this documentary. In a few weeks’ time a thriving 
city, scented with magnolia and echoing with the song of the 
mule-teamster and the banjo-strummer, was scourged, humbled, 
and broken. 

These events underscore man’s inherent inhumanity to his 
brother, as well as the folly of pride and stubbornness. On the 
other hand, sin and virtue, heroes and villains, have no place in 
this chronicle. 

While a number of officers and men from both armies. Union 
and Confederate, help reconstruct the day-by-day scenes of that 
long-ago summer, the narrative leading up to the departure of 
the last train from Atlanta is not approached from a military 
point of view. This, rather, is the recital of little things that 
transpire in a city under siege, the flickerings that interrupt the 
monotony of being— the woman who must fall on her face to 
dodge a shell as she starts for market, the children who hide in 
backyard dugouts and wonder why others are trying to kill 
them, the merchants who can find no outlet for their wares, or 
even the choir singer whose Sundays grow bleak because the 
churches have been struck so many times that they are locked to 
their congregations. 

The story of Atlanta, however, implies more than mere narra- 
tion of these “little things.” The people are now dust, but their 
hopes and fears, the mark which privation stamped upon the 
complex of emotion, as shadows upon a photographic negative, 
endure in the endless enigma of existence. 

It is not easy to stand in downtown Atlanta today and trans- 
port oneself back to that hot summer of 1864 when shells struck 
hit-or-miss. The face of the city is, for the most part, a new 
face. The earth is paved over, drilled with steel and concrete 
foundations as though civic fathers wanted to mask even the 
memory of its mortal scars. 

The citizens of Atlanta cannot be dismissed as ghosts out of 
another realm, distant, improbable people with no present kin- 
ship. Children cried out in the night, their parents tasted de- 
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spair, insecurity, sickness, and hunger. They worried about 
food, shelter, the functioning or malfunctioning of their bodies, 
and— frequently— about death. Unceasingly, they were tor- 
mented by anguish for those separated from them. 

This, then, is the simple chronicle of these people, revealed 
to the extent that they left testimony behind them. Since this 
book is not a work of fiction, no attempt is made to fill in gaps 
that may occur in the procession of a day, or of any person’s life. 

It is the story of how these people— once upon a time— lived, 
thought, and felt. In their relation to their descendants, there is 
an eloquent tirnelessness to their lives, particularly in their un- 
happy fortunes of violence. 

Should we conclude that their reward is but a plot in At- 
lanta’s old Oakland Cemetery or that the heritage they be- 
queathed is an unrelated sighing out of a yesterday’s conflict, 
then mankind’s hopes for eternity must be as cold as those 
graves and this earthly experience a cruel, taunting travesty. 









JULY 3 


The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“Information from the enemy’s lines represent them very de- 
spondent and apprehensive of disaster. A prominent officer in 
Sherman’s army is reported to have declared their army whipped, 
that Johnston had received 25,000 reinforcements and now has 
overwhelming numbers and that unless the Yankee Government 
sent them large reinforcements Sherman’s army would be cut 
to pieces. . . . 

“Until night, to a very late hour, the Yankees were moving 
their ambulances along our lines, removing their dead and 
wounded of the day previous, which appears to be much larger 
than was at first supposed.’’ 

Sunday dawned warm and clear in Atlanta. Church bells 
toiled a song more reassuring than the battle sounds which had 
been rumbling from Marietta and Kennesaw Mountain to the 
north. 

Then, as the early morning moisture was consumed by rapidly 
swelling heat, the air became filled wdth fine red dust. It was 
kicked up by wagon wheels, iron-shod hoofs, and the hobnailed 
boots of soldiers. As on every other day, the smell of horses 
dominated the city. 

It was known that (General William T. Sherman was hammer- 
ing at Marietta, eighteen miles from the center of Atlanta, and 
that (he Military Institute there had alrt.*dy been abandoned. 
Buc it appeared unlikely that he could ever ford the Chatta- 
hcio''hee, "wollen as it was from June rainfalls. 

That summcrtimi' Sunday, all access roads except the inva- 
sion route remained open. The invasion route was the Western 
and Atlantic Railroad to Chattanooga, Sherman’s “great lever 

2:5 
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power/* Trains moved on the W. Sc A. tracks out of Atlanta, 
past Vining s Station, just across the turbulent Chattahoochee, 
but terminated, perforce, at Marietta. 

As the morning wore on and the bells continued to call wor- 
shippers to their pews, the various people who called Atlanta 
home were engaged in characteristically varied activities. A 
schoolgirl, “Gussie** Clayton, was writing to Mary Lou, her 
friend: 

“As you know, there has been a great deal of excitement in 
Atlanta that will not be news but a good many persons aie 
packed up who expect to leave if there is any danger of the 
enemy capturing the city. 

“We of course anticipate no such result Iroin the expected 
battle. Sallie and I packed some bed clc:)thes and curtains and 
mother had the carpets taken up and fixed, so they could be 
carried off, but we have done nothing further. If there is any 
danger we will go immediately to Augusta, tho’ I sincerely hope 
we will not have to leave our homes, as I should not think the 
life of a refugee was very pleasant. ... I must close as some 
French verbs demand my attention.” 

A younger girl, Lucy Harvie Hull, stood by her fence on 
Peachtree Street, entertained by the visit of a “cracker” wagon. 
She watched the familiar “yellow-faced women and children in 
their long-slatted sun-bonnets and faded calico dresses,” and lis- 
tened to “the bargaining and jesting that passed between buyers 
and sellers.” 

It seemed to her that all the neighborhood converged on the 
rickety provisions cart. From her own house, across the large 
piazza screened by hop vines and honeysuckle, and over the 
lawn past the boxwood and flower beds, came “Mammy the 
cook and Uncle Dick the coachman.” They stood by with their 
bowls and pans ready for the vegetables and eggs, but too proud 
to join in the homely joking of these strange, gaunt folk from 
the Georgia hinterlands: “They treated the ‘crackers’ with dis- 
tant politeness as ‘po’ white trash.” 

Mrs. Hull could not leave the handsome, shaded house this 
morning. The wife of a railroad superintendent who was almost 
always away, she was taking care of several wounded soldiers. 
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Assisted by little Lucy, she rolled bandages and made “beat bis- 
cuits by the wheel-barrow full.” 

Several blocks away, on Washington Street, S. P. Richards 
had no interest in food or bartering. The forty-year-old English- 
born shopkeeper existed through the tedium of each week for 
the Sabbath and the Second Baptist Church, in whose choir he 
would raise his voice in throaty hosannas. 

S. P. Richards and his brother J. J. were familiar figures in 
Atlanta, whether in church, on the street or inside their book, 
music, and stationery store. S. P., with his thick hair, his stocky 
frame, his never-changing dark clothing, vest, and watch fob, 
had been particularly well known ever since he moved from 
Macon ten years previously. 

He had built a two-story stone house on a large, shaded lot. 
Neighbors considered it distinctive with its ceiling-high parlor 
mirror, onyx mantel, sliding doors, gold-framed oil paintings, 
and “art treasures.” His white-sanded paths, magnolias, wisteria, 
and snowball bushes so big that their bloom resembled “a whole 
week’s wash hanging,” encompassed half a block. 

But, today, neither his residence nor the pamphlet he pub- 
lished, The Soldier's Friend, would occupy his mind. This sol- 
emn, reserved man was thinking of church and the diary entry 
he would make in the afternoon: 

“It is a bright and pleasant Sabbath morning and the church 
bells are pealing out their call to the sanctuary, while mingling 
with their peaceful sound comes the deep booming of the dis- 
tant cannon telling of War and its dreadful scenes of blood. It 
is said that the enemy is very desirous of taking Atlanta by the 
kourth of July, and a battle has been expected to come off today 
as the glorious Fourth is so nigh. Our army is still at Kennesaw 
Mountain near Marietta about twenty-five miles from here and 
several attempts of the enemy to dislodge Hiem have been re- 
pulsed, with great loss to the enemy. Old Abe has been nomi- 
naied for re-election by the Baltimore Convention and Fremont 
by L' oth* r Abolition party. The Democratic Convention that 
was to have met .uirow at Chicago has been postponed until 
August 29th probably to see the result of the present campaign 
in Virginia and Georgia. It is hoped that if these great efforts 
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prove abortive that a peace candidate will be nominated by that 
assembly. . . . 

“Dr. (W. T.) Brantley preached this morning from the text 
‘Give us this day our daily bread.’ This aft. I went to prayer 
meeting at our churcli. I have been to such a meeting for prayer 
for the country almost every day for nearly two months. It 
would seem as if all Christians in this extremity would be both 
ready and anxious to seek a throne ot Cirace to implore God’s 
protection from our cruel foes, hut alas* how few^ there are who 
evince any such desire. 

“It seems to be pretty certain now that our army has again 
fallen back nearer to Atlanta since two o’clock this morning. I 
was in hopes that this would not be necessary.’’ 

Men like Major General “Pat” Cleburne were contemplating 
neither church nor diaries, but the swarming problems that 
plagued the military. Pat, famed for his stand at Chickamauga, 
was looking for his horse. The much-valued steed had strayed in 
the direction of Lieutenant General John B. Hood’s corps in a 
recent skirmish. 

Notices published by Cleburne indioted that the horse was 
sixteen hands high with a white right hind foot and a star on 
his forehead. He had snapped the tether that held him to a 
chestnut tree and bolted. 

Other men, men whom few persons had ever heard of, were 
trying to find their mules. J. B. D. Osborne was one. His seven- 
year-old mule mare, with “a few white spots on the left shoul- 
der,’’ had been tied in front of the Whitehall Building. 

Osborne was sure that stragglers had stolen his animal, a spe- 
cies increasingly hard to obtain these days. He offered a liberal 
reward for her return, no questions asked. By the same token, 
owners were posting rewards as high as one thousand dollars for 
runaway slaves, a situation which was reoccurring with disturb- 
ing frequency as the Yankee army plunged ever deeper into 
Georgia. 

P. E. McDaniel was such an owner. He would pay, he adver- 
tised, five hundred dollars for the return of his Lavonia, “about 
23 years of age, dark, copper color, weighs about 120 pounds, 
with a small foot for a Negro. My overseer suspects that she was 
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carried oft by Wash Stewart who was loitering about my place 
on the day before her disappearance.” 

At noon on that Sunday, a sudden summer thundershower 
burst with drenching violence. An Intelligencer reporter, soaked 
by “drops as large as pint cups,” joined the "thousands who 
were perambulating the sidewalks” in seeking refuge. Back in 
his office, diagonal to the railroad depot, he wrote; 

“A sudden fluttering was seen in the immense crowd, then a 
general rush was made for shelter. One enormous fat woman 
hustled by me puffing and blowing like a porpoise: lame men 
took long strides, forgetting their sticks, soldiers on crutches 
thumped ahd plunged along: peanut boys ran shouting to cover; 
teamsters whipped their mules and yelled and cursed; beggars 
disappeared; a city ‘local’ rushed his horse furiously over that 
abomination, the railroad crossing, seemingly unconscious of 
the great danger he ran of having his neck broken by falling 
into one of the pitfalls that abounds in it. The last that was seen 
of him, his coat tail was flying straight out and his head and 
arms engaged in a furious rivalry with the horse’s head as to 
who should beat in the race. When he disappeared we think the 
horse was gaining on the rider and the glorious rain on both.” 

But there were far more acute problems than rain and mud- 
holes worrying Dr. Samuel Hollingsivorth Stout, medical direc- 
tor of hospitals for the Army of Tennessee. He had moved his 
major medical center from Catoosa Springs before the Union 
advance, was now evacuating all hospitals in the Marietta area, 
and was faced with the prospect of hustling his labyrinth-like 
-Atlanta set-up yet larther south. Some had bitterly dubbed this 
refugee existence “the dance of the hospitals.” 

The sick and wounded ached and moaned in many pri'^ate 
homes besides Mrs. Hull’s. Permanent structures such as the 
Medical College Hospital, famed for its surgeon, Dr. Peter Paul 
Noel D’Alvigny, were overflowing, Large buildings like the 
Concert Hall, opposite the passenger depot, and the City Hotel 
were lommandee’-ed but could not alleviate the bed shortage. 

Tent cities sprang ap in the parks and blotted out the sweet 
smells of grass and flowers with their morbid reek of disinfec- 
tant, of festering wounds, of sweating, frightened, malfunction- 
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ing, and shattered bodies. The strange white-gray outcroppings 
were given names, including Fair Ground Hospital Number 1, 
Fair Ground Hospital Number 2, Empire Hospital, Institute 
Hospital, Grant Hospital, Heery Hospital, and Gate City Hos- 
pital. 

On that day. Dr. Stout ordered new hospitals to be constructed 
and more churches and public buildings requisitioned in nearby 
Newnan and Covington to the south, where six large hospitals 
were already in commission. He conteniolated establishing his 
own headquarters in Macon, one hundred miles from Atlanta. 

Foard’s Hospital, from Marietta, had just been reopened one 
mile from Atlanta, close to the rolling mill, and nc^t far from 
two other hospitals, Gilmer and Academy. The encampment 
thereby boosted its bed capacity to one tliousand. 

Day and night the trains were chugging in with more wounded, 
more sick— boxcars, flatcars, coaches and, infrequently, specially 
fitted hospital cars. As the long, misery-laden trains rolled into 
the city, the bells tolled and tolled, as if in rccjuiein. Many of 
the patients were dead upon arrival. Illness alone had accounted 
for eight times as many casualties as enemy bullets, shells, or 
bayonets. 

Atlanta was increasingly being locjked upon as a somber 
"charnel house," At Foard’s Hospital alone the list of last night’s 
deceased was horrifying. The list began with Jacob Dickerson, 
Private, Company F, 1st Georgia, and ended with J. T. B. Busi, 
Hospital Steward, Company B, 18th Alabama. 

New signs sprouted like the very tombstones they symbolized 
—"Embalming— Free From Odor of Infcciicm." The war spawned 
this gruesome trade. On Liukie Street, near Walton Spring, C. 
Bohnefield’s Coflin Shop became within a few months one of 
Atlanta’s most thriving industries. 

J. G. W. Mills, a special postal agent, was hard at work on his 
new assignment: unraveling the mail of refugees. "Refugee," a 
new, chilling word in the lexicon of Georgians, referred to a 
person who had to leave his home, almcjst all his po.ssessions. and 
flee before Sherman’s "vandal hordes." 

Even as far south as Thomasville, fear of invasion gripped the 
residents. The Reverend [. B. Jackson, for example, asked E. F. 
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Rawson, member of the Atlanta City Council, to advertise his 
1,470-acre estate, ten miles from the railroad, for sale. The 
preacher, listing himself as a refugee, hoped to realize eight dol- 
lars per acre. But land in Georgia was becoming less and less 
desirable. 

Hotels not taken over for hospitals— the Atlanta, Planter’s, 
the Tennessee House, Washington Hall, and the Trout House 
—could not accommodate the swelling refugee tide, even if the 
hapless families could afford such an expensive abode. 

On the meager ground of City Hall Park not blanketed by 
hospital tents, the local militia (ages sixteen to sixty) started 
their daily afternoon drill. They had answered Governor Joseph 
K. Brown’s fers'ent plea: 

“Your state is invaded and a portion of its most valuable ter- 
ritory overrun by a vindictive enemy of great strength who is 
laying waste and devastating the country behind him. Unless 
this force is checked speedily, the property and homes of thou- 
sands must be destroyed and thev driven out as wanderers in 
destitution and beggary. Our noble army needs further rein- 
forcements.” 

Mayor James M. Calhoun underscored (Georgia’s chief execu- 
tive’s pro( lamation by setting a day of “fasting, humiliation, 
and prayer.” 

Sergeant Rol)ert J. Massey ordered all men with certificates of 
exemption to be “re-examined” at Camp Georgia. In his private 
opinion much of the home guard was a decrepit, stumbling, 
tragi-comic assemblage. He knew any additions to the ranks 
would be of no higher caliber since the anny had already 
skimmed the cream. But he had no choice. The defense of At- 
lanta would be desperate and people were needed, if only to 
brandish old flintlocks. 

In neighboring Marietta it seemed still less like Sunday. All 
who could were “refugeeing” before the storming Federals. 
Their ranks were filled with weary, heartsick families who had 
alrt dy fled once, twice, or even three times in the course of the 
war, like involuntary gypsies. The Morgans belonged in this 
category. Irby was forty-two when he left home in Nashville to 
fight as a private for the Confederacy. His friends told him a 
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man of his age wasn’t expected to bear arms. Irby was deter- 
mined. But neither the older nor younger males of Tennessee 
could stem the Union tidal wave which engulfed their state. 

Mrs. Morgan and her children had lived in Shelbyville, 
Fayetteville, and upon the very slopes of Lookout Mountain, 
near Chattanooga, before they finally crossed the Georgia bor- 
der to settle “far south in safety.” in Marietta. On the last and 
supposedly final move, Julia took her severely wounded hus- 
band with her. He had been with the 51st Alabama Regiment 
of his brother. Brigadier General John T. Morgan. 

Irby slowly returned to health. He was resolved to remain on 
his farm in Marietta with the pleasant view of Kennesaw Moun- 
tain. But the echoes of battle thundered nearer and nearer. 
Julia wrote: 

“Our town was almost in a frenzy of excitement. Our house 
was crowded witii soldiers as the army was almost in town. The 
boys begged Mr. Morgan to take us south and he said he had 
moved his family so much he didn’t sec how he could go far- 
ther; but that boom, boom, boom, got to be every minute, re- 
sounding from hilltop to hilltop. We could see the smoke from 
the firing. O, it was a grand but awful sight! We could do noth- 
ing but walk, talk, and wait, feeling that some great calamity 
was impending. ^Ve could hear nothing from Sister Lucy and 
family and knew by that time that the enemy were near her 
house, and we thought of the girls, the old father and daughter 
in their helpless condition, and we were miserable. W^e knew 
the old man could do nothing to protect them and our hands 
were equally powerless. We were nearly crazy. 

“All the information we could glean was that our army was 
fighting as few ever fought and falling on all sides. About 11 
o’clock we saw an ambulance stop at the gate, and my first 
thought was that some dear one, wounded or dead, had been 
brought to us. We ran to sec who it was, when Sister and girls 
bounded out, then the old father and three Negroes, all in a 
pitiful condition. 

“Their clothes were muddy, bedraggled and saturated with 
water. They told us the Federal batteries were planted so that 
they swept the house, and shell after shell was sent crashing 
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and shrieking through the house. At intervals they tried to get 
their precious clothes and succeeded and tied them in bundles 
and then started to run. A shell would burst near them and they 
would drop their treasures and cry awhile, then at an interval 
seize them and start running until they got far enough to feel 
safe from the shells. It commenced raining and they were »n a 
deplorable condition. Gen. John T. Morgan, her brother, with 
his command had been for several days around and in her 
house, as she knew many of them; but he had taken part of his 
troops and gone around in another direction to meet the enemy, 
leaving part of his command with Wheeler’s Brigade. When 
they returned to where Wheeler’s troops were stationed and 
heard of the sad plight the family were in, the boys were furi- 
ous, they believed it premeditated cruelty on the part of the 
Federals. They jumped on their horses and in the midst of fly- 
ing shells rode up to where the helpless family were in the 
woods, near their house. 

“The enemy in passing had i aided the house, and as they 
could not carry oft the things, had deliberately ripped open 
feather beds and had the contents flying in every direction; they 
had knocked in the heads of se\eral barrels of molasses and did 
all the damage they could. 

“After they left, our bo\s went into the house and saved what 
things they thought most essential for the family and that could 
be hurriedly moved: bi ought ambulances enough to carry the 
family and what was left of their belongings to Marietta. Some 
of the boys laughed and said the last thing they saw were ducks, 
chickens and turkeys, stiuggling in molasses and feathers.” 
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JULY 4 

■H The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“The object of the enemy seems to be to prevent our men from 
getting rest. . . . 

“The present position is an enormous fortification. The whole 
country around Kennesaw Mountain and over the whole extent 
of Noonday Valley is burrowed and ditched with an intermi- 
nable net of earthworks. Sherman has placed on his farthest 
right and on the Powder Spring road all the forces he can pos- 
sibly spare without endangering his communications, fie can- 
not weaken any farther his line that protects the communica- 
tions of his base at Big Shanty with his army. Herein lies his 
great danger if he attempts a march on our rear. . . . 

“The Army of Tennessee commenced a retrograde movement 
from the lines of Kennesaw Mountain at midnight on Sunday 
and by a rapid march retired our right to its present position on 
the Chattahoochee. Our left fell back slowly before the heavily 
massed force that Sherman had placed on the Powder Spring 
and Sand Town roads. “ 

■i Frank Leslie's Illustrated Weekly (New York) 

“We took possession of the place (Marietta) and hold it as 
important. It contained a population of about 3,000 and was a 
place of great wealth. It was also a place where considerable 
manufacturing w^as done for the rebels in the way of shoes, 
clothing, caps, etc. 

“It was noted for its paper manufactory, a large part of the 
paper used South being manufactured here. Much of the paper 
on which Confederate money and bonds are printed was man- 
ufactured at this place. We captured no commissary stores or 
supplies here of consequence. Most of the citizens fled at our 
approach, carrying with them their effects.*’ 

On that Monday, the North observed Independence Day. 
Fourth of July in Atlanta infused no desire for celebration. The 
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merchants were concerned with matters ot liquidation— if they 
could pay the premium prices for what few wagons had not 
been commandeered by the army. Macon and Columbus were 
the most frequently mentioned cities of relocation. 

W. B. Young’s shop in F'orsyth’s Alley, to the rear of the 
Masonic Hall and the Trout House on Decatur Street, was over- 
stocked with sewing machines. Young had purchased somewhat 
improvidently because of the Quartermaster’s factories in At- 
lanta with its need for machines with which to spew unending 
spates of uniforms and slioes. 

He offered over two thousand Singer’s “of different sizes for 
cloth and leather,’’ also (irover fc Baker’s, Wheeler &: Wilson’s, 
and Bartholf’s machines, all at reduced prices. Who had time to 
sew these days? Certainly not the Quartermaster, obsessed with 
one desire: to get out (d Atlanta! 

On Whitehall Street, V. M. Fisk’s Wholesale Mart was stacked 
w ith an assortment of commodiiics differing in nature, size, and 
smell— “25 barrels ol Fanners Oil, 1,000 pounds of printing ink, 
4 iron safes, 50 casks ol New' Rice and 100 pairs of ‘Ladies 
Bootees.’ ” 

Fisk saw' little hope of unloading the ink. The rumors seemed 
well founded that Atlanta’s newspapers w'ould be suspending 
publication. 

Welborn, Taylor ^ Co. announced an auction for the next 
day. They would close out such choice merchandise as five sacks 
of “fine’’ sugar, a buggy' horse, and a Negro with her two chil- 
dren. 

Philander P. Pease, on Peachtree Street, another w'holesaler, 
knew' that in victory or in defeat an army must eat. He was 
looking high and low for one hundred head of “good beef 
cattle. ” 

In Mobile, blockaded and bombarded by Admiral Farragut, 
iheie was a potential of many commodities. If one survived the 
hazards of rail travel, one could attend daily wharf-side auctions 
o cargoes trapped in port: stationery, shoes, hats, calf skins, 
coffee, “delicacies, ’’ even the rigging and rope of the vessels 
themselves. Some joked that you cmild buy everything but the 
barnacles of the captive ships. 
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The fever to reduce inventories had infected almost every 
type of business endeavor: Thomas M. Clarke’s, hardware; 
Silvey, Dougherty &: Co., retail drygoods; E. Andrews 8: Co., 
saddles and leather; Hunnicutt Sc Belingrath, major nitre con- 
tractors for the Confederacy; Cox &: Hill’s, liquor store; and 
Dr. J. S. Pemberton’s, pharmacy (whose familiar advertisement 
now had a hollow ring, “an almost endless list of our modern 
Pharmacopaea. . . fine chemicals and perfumery. . . not ex- 
celled, perhaps, by any in the soutfi. ... in proprietary medi- 
cines, ‘Globe Flower Syrup,* ‘Compound Extract of Stillingia,’ 
‘Taylor’s Antidyspeptic Elixir’ ’’). 

But hair still grew and Solomon Luckie, the popfilar Negro 
barber, still filled the air outside his little Alabama Street 
parlor with his steely, snip-snip cadences. Government workers 
and army officers swelled his clientele hundreds of per cent. 
He could not keep up with business, even by working late into 
the evenings. 

And trains still ran, even though cciuipiiieni and personnel 
was strained to the breaking point. After three depleting years 
of war, lares had doubled, often tripled, and schedules had 
ground to a shaky crawl; rolling stock was hauled off to sup- 
port the armies fighting east and west. 

Sherman, to veteran trainmen in Atlanta, was the arch-enemy 
of railroading. His cavalry would appear like a demon at a 
lonely stretch of right-of-way, tear up the rails, and heat them 
over roaiing bonfires of ties. The glowing tracks would be 
twisted around tree trunks and left to cool as neat, but useless 
bowk no ts. 

Wear and obsolescence caused ecpial destruction. There was 
no time for maintenance. 

The fare to Macon had soared to sc\en dollars, almcrst twice 
the prewar scale. The train departed fnun Atlanta daily at 
0:30 A.M., and was due at Macon at 12:54 p.m., averaging six- 
teen miles an hour. 

The train from Macon to Atlanta was due at 4:00 p.m. But 
no one meeting a friend ever arrived at the depot even close 
to on time, not caring to wait in a miasma of dust, smoke, and 
w'ood sparks, or to l)e jostled by soldiers, stragglers, pitch men. 
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prostitutes, and every species of station loiterer, the chafiE and 
riflE raff of a wartime city. 

Passengers were more apt to find freight cars than coaches to 
carry them through the purgatory of their journey. 

George Yonge, general superintendent for the Georgia Rail- 
road, published in the Intelligencer that Monday: 

"The Government calls upon this road for transportation 
to the full extent of its ability, and the Road is not open for 
transportation of private freight. Agents cannot give receipts 
for private freight left at stations for shipment. Shippers leaving 
freight at stations must take risk of delay, weather, fire, and 
all other incidental risks.” 

The Atlantic (telegraph) Office on Alabama Street was post- 
ing notices of telegrams which could not be delivered “for want 
of proper address.” The lengthening list seemed to ask what 
had happened to “W. D. Young, Captain D. H. Fitz-Wilson,” 
and many, many more? What, indeed? 

Sometimes the answer was to be found in the obituary columns. 
Death notices spread over the newspapers like open sores— the 
daily hospital bulletins, a line, at most two lines; the labored 
threnodies composed (and paid for) by friends and relatives, 
such as that of J. J. Morton, twenty-three years old. Company I, 
6th Kentucky Regiment: 

“His favorite song was ‘Sweet Home’ and he especially liked 
the line, 

“ ‘And I know that my mother now thinks of her child.’ 

“Oh how desolate she will feel when she knows that her 
dear brave boy is dead! It will be little consolation to her to 
hear that his Captain said, ‘A braver soldier never lived’ ... for 
she can only think of him in the bright young beauty of his 
glorious manhood, lying cold and i<ill in death.” 

For Private G. B. Sliivers, Company A, ?<5th Mississippi Regi- 
ment, Sears Brigade, French’s Division, the laments were some- 
what more restrained: 

He leaves .*'is wife and three lovely children to mourn his 
loss who in theh great grief will be cheered by the fact that 
previous to his death he had obtained hope in the Redeemer.” 

Obituaries were so much in the news that sometimes even 



36 


LAST TRAIN I ROM ATLANl A 


happier events were bordered in deep black by the printers, 
out of pure habit. Such was the fate of the nuptial announce- 
ment of Josephine Hanleiter, one of twelve children of C. R. 
Hanleiter, early resident and publisher, married at Savannah to 
Henry Gullatt. 

Purely local problems continued in the face of war. I'hc In- 
telligencer fumed: 

“A most disgraceful mud hole that lies like a festering sore 
on the face of our city seethes and frets over the track. The 
mud ohi the mud. Dear city fathers, you wise men on muddy 
matters, do you hearken unto our supplications and render our 
ways more pleasant ... if you don’t we’ll set on you the hun- 
dreds of beautiful ladies that float like mists of glorious clouds 
in gorgeous colors along our streets this exquisitely lovely day. 
How they pout, how they flutter when they come to the rail- 
road crossing! They say naughty words, they are sneering at 
the contemptible parsimony of a city that obliges them to wade 
through mud up to their ankles. Why, dear dadas, just see 
what ruin that mudhole produces! . . . We were told that on 
Wednesday morning whilst trying to run the dangerous cross- 
ing ... a horse and dray and driver sank out of sight, deeper 
and deeper into the mud until nothing but the driver’s whip 
was seen waving over the place where the trio was imbedded.” 

In Marietta, General Sherman, a “brute,” an “inhuman 
monster,” a “butcher,” and “a merciless avenging angel of the 
Lord,” was spared this day. Death passed him by “while recon- 
noitring in the second story of a house on our picket-line, which 
was struck several times by cannon-shot, and perfectly riddled 
with musket-balls.” 

By late afternoon, the family of Irby Morgan, refugees once 
more, arrived from Marietta in the Atlanta railroad station, en 
route to Augusta where Irby had heard of a home for lease. All 
the way down Julia was plagued with the irrational fear that 
her seven-year-old son, whom she had dressed in a child's "artil- 
leryman’s suit,” would be carried away as prisoner should the 
train be halted by Federal cavalry: 

“Pandemonium reigned in streets— soldiers, wagons, artillery 
wagons, drivers shouting and hurrying, and the ‘tramp, tramp, 
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tramp/ was heard in every direction, all falling back as fast as 
possible, going to Atlanta to make a stand. We were soon in 
readiness and all of our small possessions packed in the cars. 
Mr. Morgan, his father and sister with her family, and the 
children and myself and our faithful Joe got in the car and 
started to Atlanta. 

“On arriving in that city we were in such a crowd we had to 
wait some time before we could push through. Every little 
while some kind friend would come in and speak a word of 
encouragement and offer to render some assistance. . . . 

“We were worn and weak from work and anxiety and so 
tired waiting, and were almost famished for water. It was very 
scarce as hundreds of soldiers and people from every direction 
were thirsty, too, and begging for it on all sides. I don’t know 
when I ever felt so gratified in all my life as when old Dr. Hud- 
son of Nashville came up with a tin bucket of cool, fresh butter- 
milk. He told me that he had walked for some time trying to 
find this milk lor ilie children and myself; had offered to buy it, 
and finally he succeeded in begging this bucketful. I thought 
it the most delic ious milk that I ever tasted.” 


1 1 I V :) 


The D'lily Intelligence) (Atlanta) 

'‘Field, Near RufJ'.s Station— In order to counteract a flank 
movement made in force by the enemy on our left, the army 
commenced to withdraw’ from the neighborhood of Marietta 
nig* r before last. . . . 

“Gen. Hardee’s corps, though in some places not more than 
forty or fifty yards from the enemy’s lines, did not begin to 
move until just before daylight yesterday, and was conducted 
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SO quietly the enemy was not aware of it until the evacuation 
was completed. . . . 

“The enemy is now at the doors, as it were, of Atlanta. The 
movements of both armies since Sunday morning last indicate 
that Sherman must now fight for the possession of the city, or 
that, declining a battle, he will continue his flanking operations 
with the hope of possessing the railroads leading to this point, 
eventually surrounding and besieging it. In either event Atlanta 
is in a perilous position. . . . Our advice to all is stand firm!” 

Welborn, Taylor R: Co.’s auction drew a sizable crowd that 
Tuesday morning, .\dded to his advertised items were mules, 
mares, bacon, a wagon and harness, and household and kitchen 
furniture, l^ncle Billy Hill, the veteran auctioneer, kept the 
bidding going with his croaking, penetrating voice. 

Another merchant. Colonel Robert A. Crawford, who oper- 
ated on Peachtree Street “the most extensive Negro depot in 
the Confederacy— healthy, safe and comfortable,” tried to over- 
come the shortage of his human wares in z\tlanta. Offering “cash 
advances to regular traders,” he advertised that his “old and 
trusty” porters, .Andrew and Antony, would be on trains to 
meet and care for all shipments of fresh slave stocks. 

People like R. Hirsch of Milledgcville, lifted their eyebrows 
suspiciously at such enticements. His Negro boy, “Aen,” was 
stolen and he would pay one thousand dollars for his return. 
He w'asn’t sure whether his “black” was with a Confederate 
cavalry company south of Marietta, or whether some unscrupu- 
lous trader was spiriting him to his mart. 

Nor were slaves the only object of theft. Draft dodgers were 
proportionately as numerous as in the North. For the precious 
exemption certificates some men would literally commit murder 
—if simple theft were not sufficient. Jesse Dodds’ certificate had 
been stolen, and he was pouring money into newspaper space 
to announce that all should be “forewarned from trading on 
said certificate.” 

Generals were in the news. From La Grange, there was word 
that the wife and two daughters of Lieutenant General Wil- 
liam J. Hardee were devoting their time to hospital work. 
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Accompanied by a retinue of servants, they had become familiar 
sights hurrying to visit bedridden soldiers, "setting an example 
to women of the south.” 

Lieutenant General Hood, an old thirty-three, was stumping 
painfully ^bout Atlanta. He had lost his right leg at Chick- 
amauga and his left arm was paraly/.ed by wounds from Gettys- 
burg. He had to be strapped to his horse when he rode. 

This big man with the flowing beard and deep-set, sad eyes 
had come to bear little resemblance to the gregarious officer 
once .sought by Richmond belles. His military ambitions had 
assumed a frantic desperation as though he were obsersed with 
a feeling that time was running out. In turn, an arrogant, if 
not ruthless, quality became manifest. 

The main obstacle to Hood’s coveted personal destiny. Gen- 
eral Joseph Eggleston Johnston, had been slowly retreating 
from winter cjuarters at Dalton, under the weight and fury of 
Sherman’s might. He was the subject of an article in the Mobile 
Advertiser and Register. It said of the West Point-trained com- 
mander of the Army of Tennessee: 

‘‘Gen. Johnston is more than a match for Sherman ... is the 
bravest and most cool man under (ire that I ever saw. He is al- 
most reckless with his own life, but is exceedingly careful with 
the lives of his men.” 

From Savannah, however, Bishop Elliott voiced a fear that 
people were relying on military men alone: 

‘‘However brave our soldiers, however skillful our generals, 
from God’s help alone can we look for such successes as will 
give us peace. He sits in the Throne judging right and there- 
fore does it become us to supplicate him unceasingly to take the 
cause into his own hand.” 

Still, the wounded arrived in Atlanta— ranking officers and 
raw, ignorant, almost infantile privates. 

Among the former was Lieutenant Colonel E. M. Seagg, 
transferred to Institute Hospital after the Battle of the ^Vilder- 
ness in Virginia. His Regiment, the “glorious old 20th Georgia 
Volunteers,” which had always seen him leading in battle, 
agreed he was a "most gallant officer.” The doctors thought that 
he would recover. 
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The young girls of Atlanta devoted more and more of their 
days to meeting the trains of sick and wounded at the depot. 
Even the wheezing of the locomotives was lugubrious, a har- 
binger of the wretchedness and abject suffering being borne into 
Atlanta. 

The girls, neat in their plain cotton dresses, their hair al- 
ways combed and usually braided, afforded the only happy 
relief to an otherwise dismal scene. Over their arms were baskets 
containing coffee, cakes, fresh vegetables, and fruit. Peaches 
and blackberries abounded in peculiar lushness this year, as 
though nature were defying the devastation which was scourg- 
ing Georgian earth. Only the desperately wounded or the 
feverishly sick did not devour the food ravenously. 

Mary Rushton, the daughter of William Rushton, super- 
intendent of the Georgia Railroad and West Point Railroad 
shops, was a faithful visitor to the depot. Atlanta, as it seemed 
to all of her friends, had completely changed its face and char- 
acter from prewar days made memorable by “amateur concerts, 
tackey parties and gaieties of all kinds. “ Now she thought of the 
great city as a dreary succession of canteens for soup and coffee, 
greasy ladles, ever-swarming flies, and bearded, smelly, terribly 
hurt men. 

“Sister Eva and I were going across town to make some visits, 
the train had just come in with the wounded and dying and 
these were being carried on litters or stretchers to the hospitals 
near the square, just as Sister and 1 were opposite the depot 
—it was indeed a heart-rending sight— she fell in a dead faint 
on the street. But several surgeons from the luLspitals came to 
our relief, sc^on had her all right, ordered a carriage and took 
us home.” 

The volunteers, no matter how devoted, were not suflicient. 
Professional help had to be borrowed from Dr. Stout’s other 
hospitals. Newnan, now virtually a city of the sick and 
wounded, had sent up a large contingent of doctors and nurses 
the night before. 

Kate Gumming was among these. Scottish-born, Kate had 
been nursing the backwash of the carnage since the first days of 
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fighting, and as zealously as though the Confederates were her 
own countrymen. 

“Several ladies and myself went to the train as it steamed in 
from the scene of conflict, and beheld a woeful sight,” Kate 
wrote. “Train after train, Idled outside and inside with hun- 
dreds of wounded-— the worst cases w’ere on mattresses in box 
cars. As the men fought behind breastworks, they were chiefly 
wounded on the head and upper limbs. Old gentlemen and 
ladies were there to meet the poor fellows with baskets full 
oi edibles and buckets full cil milk, coffee and lemonade, and 
some had wine. I noticed one aristociatic looking old gentle- 
man who wore a large white apron, serving out the rations with 
as much zest as the youngest there. I was told that this work had 
been going on ever since the WMr commenced. Many a time, 
tables were set at the depot for the benefit of the well soldiers 
going from and returning to their command. 

“Our party went to the Gate City Hospital where we found 
many ladies dressing wounds. Strange as it may seem, I had 
never dressed one, having plenty other work to do. I managed 
to dress the wound on the hand of one poor fellow, and just as 
I got through Dr. Jackson, w'ho had come with us from New- 
nan, lecpiested me to come to assist him. 

“VVe were in a large hall, crowded with w^ounded, some walk- 
ing about, others sitting on the floor-all waiting to have their 
w^ounds dressed. As socm as this was done, they were sent off to 
make room for others. Surgeons, nurses and ladies were so in- 
tently employed that they did not appear to notice each other. 
I brought the patients to Dr. Jackson and unbound the stiff 
bandages, making the wounds ready for the doctor to dress. 
These men were called by the surgeons slightly wounded. One 
poor fellow from Alabama had lioth hands disabled, from one 
he had lost three fingers, and was shot through the wrist of the 
other. The man was perfectly helpless. Sv /eral of the slightly 
wounded had each lost an eye. 

“Dr. Wclford was near where we were, as busy as he could 
pcjssibly be, one of the ladies assisting him as I was Dr. J. After 
getting nearly through, 1 w^ent into the rooms which were filled 
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with badly wounded men in bed. I noticed many ladies bathing 
the men’s faces and attending to their wants in other ways. 

“While in one of the rooms, a young man called me by name, 
and told me he had seen my brother the night before, and that 
he was well. This young man was named Laramar, from Mobile 
. . . informed me that the Seventeenth and Twenty-ninth Ala- 
bama had suffered severely.” 

On that afternoon, a “Miss Eula” bought newspaper space to 
promise she would “confer quite a favor upon her friend, Bar- 
tow, by addressing him at Atlanta, Ga., rare Col. C.” 

At 5:00 p.M. there was a prayer meeting at Central Presby- 
terian Church, the church with the high steeple and imposing 
white columns across from City Hall, close to many of the hos- 
pital tents. Services were to be held every afternoon that week 
at the same time, partly for the benefit of the soldiers. 

At the suburban railroad community, \'ining s Station, across 
the Chattahoochee, there was an afternoon visitor— General 
Sherman. 

Past the rough Union Hospital established in a farmhouse, 
past the shacks of inhabitants, and up a steep hill back of the 
little station, Sherman walked. Tliere in the woods, pungent 
with pinesap, he viewed a thrilling sight for the first time, and 
recorded: 

“Houses in Atlanta, nine miles distant, and the whole in- 
tervening valley of the Chattahoochee; could observe the prepa- 
rations for our reception on the other side, the camps of men 
and large trains of covered wagons.” 

Kate Cumming continued her nurse’s work long after dark. 
“It was a bright, moonlight night,” she wrote, “and there were 
some folks who came into the hospital with provisions for the 
men. Dr. Welford and a number of us took ilieui and went 
all over, to see if we could find any in want, hut nearly all had 
been supplied. The men were lying all over tlie platform of the 
depot, preferring to remain there so as to be ready for the train 
which would take them to other places. 

“I was informed that there were about seven oi eight hun- 
dred wounded who had come in that evening. 

“Dr. Pursely is surgeon of the receiving hospital and seemed 



43 


JULY, 1864 

to be doing all in his power for the sufferers. Every one in it 
looked weary and worn out with the constant work which they 
had to do. The matron was very ill. 

Dr. Bemiss, who is assistant medical director, was at the 
hospital, and going around in his usual kind manner, seeing 
that the men were attended to. About ten o'clock he took Mrs. 
Harris and myself to Mrs. Lowenthall’s, where he boarded, who 
received us very kindly. 

*There was a young man visiting her, who was dressed in 
the extreme of fashion, with the addition of a few diamonds. I 
could not help contrasting him with the men I had just seen, 
who had been fighting for everything truly noble— wounded, 
covered with dust, and many of them in rags. 

“Foppish dress is bad taste in a man at any time; but if there 
is one time more than another when it is out of place, it is the 
present. . . . 

“I have heard soldiers (I mean the fighting kind) say that 
nothing disheartens them so much as to see men so overdressed." 


JULY fi 


HH The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“Interminable lines of army wagons are going and coming in 
a constant stream. Hundreds of horsemen and footmen are 
dashing hither and thither. Our city is almost exclusively a 
military camp. The roar of wagons rolling on the streets and 
the cracking of whips, the screeching and grinding of wheels, 
the shouts of drivers, the braying of mules and the rapid foot- 
falls of couriers congregate a medley of sounds that seem strange 
and almost bewildering to the citizen. 

“Notwithstanding these exciting scenes and movements, and 
the fact that an enemy thunders his hostile strokes on our 
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battlements a few miles to the Northwest, yet an unusual calm 
rests on the surface of the life presented here. An extraordinary 
tranquility apparently pervades the great heart of the people. 
They seem to have settled down into a conviction that Atlanta 
is secure against the enemy that threatens its peace and 
safety. . . . 

“The advance of Sherman to his present position, his almost 
unchecked, steady march gives us good cause to study well be- 
fore speculating any farther on his movements. We remember 
that one of the best military writers of tiie age said, ‘no country 
in which man can exist can be impenetrable to an invading 
army.’ ’’ 

■I Atlanta Register 

“The men worked on the fortifications like beavers. Spades 
are emphatically trumps in these latter days. We lost on them 
in the beginning but it is our lucky suit now. 

“The cannon would occasionally clear their bra/.en throats 
but attracted no special attention, and but few were hurt.” 

Early that breathlessly hot Wednesday, Atlanta was sw^ept by 
the rumor that Sherman was a prisoner. In the billiard halls, 
brothels, and grog houses of Alabama Street and Decatur Street, 
as well as the elegant lobbies of the Atlanta Hotel and the 
Trout House, some sw^ore they had seen him being marched 
under guard into the city. 

Everyone in Georgia was certain that he was a “devil in- 
carnate.” And he had compounded his malevolence most re- 
cently, it was said, by ordering pieces of tin screwed to Minic 
balls, which would cut arteries and “poison the flesh.” 

The rejoicing in his “capture” was as profound as it was 
short lived. A Sherman had been taken prisoner, but he was 
Colonel Frank Sherman of C’.hicago, and no relation. 

Later, young Sherman confided to his captors tliat his name- 
sake had been close by the thicket into wliich the colonel had 
inadvertently wandered— to meet a nest of enemy pickers face 
to face. 
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“Atrocities.” however, did not appear wholly confined to the 
celebrated Tecumseh. As a soldier wrote to the Intelligencer: 

“I must relate one incident of the battle of the 27th as it 
illustrates alike the chivalry of a Tennessean and the perfidy of 
the Yankees. After the terrible repulse of the six lines of battle 
and while the surviving Federals of the assaulting party were 
crouching under cover of the hill which slopes down from that 
part of Cheatham’s front— the ground being strewn with Federal 
dead and wounded— one who was badly mutilated cried out to 
our boys in great agony, Tor God’s sake, boys, bring me a drink 
of water. I would go to you if I could, but I am disabled— in 
(iod’s name bring me a drink of water.’ 

“A noble youth of our State, pitying the miserable wretch, 
mounted the breastworks and shouted to the Federals, who 
were in full hearing, ‘I am going to take one of your wounded 
men a drink of water, don’t shoot at me!’ Whereupon he took 
the dying Federal the canteen, allowing him to drink, and in 
retiring was fired at by a dozen Yankees, and instantly killed. 
Our boys witnessed the act, instantly and without orders fired 
at the squad before they could conceal themselves and it is said 
killed every one of them,'' 

Kate Gumming, the Scottish nurse, before returning by train 
to her Newnan hospital, discovered wounded men even in the 
hotels. 

“I went into the Trout House, in the hall of which I saw' 
a young man lying wounded. I learned he was from Mobile. His 
name is Leslie, and he is a member of the Seventeenth Ala- 
bama Regiment. His wound was not a bad one. He told me that 
his colonel was in the hotel se\eiely wounded. I paid the latter 
a visit to see if 1 could be of any service to him, but found him 
doing niiuii better than I had expected; his wife was with 
him. . . . 

“I again visited the Gate City Hospital . . . While standing 
on the giillery I heard a young man just come from a hospital 
in Cassville, grumbling very much at some doctor w'ho had 
made him leave in such a hurry that he had not time to get his 
clothes. He was giving it to officers in general and spoke as if he 
was fighting to please them. 
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‘‘I listened awhile, and then asked him what he was fighting 
for. He replied for his country. I then told him how he had 
been talking. He said he knew that it was wrong, but really 
the men had a great deal to endure from their officers. 

“I have heard many complaints of the kind; I think that 
often the men are to blame; they treat their officers with too 
much contempt. 

“Our officers should be the best of our men; and their rank 
respected if they are not. . . . 

“I visited one of the other hospitals, Dr. C. going with me; I 
think the name of it was the Medical College. The building is 
a very handsome one, and had just been fitted up. Everything 
about it was in perfect order. It is one of the nicest hospitals in 
which I have ever been. It was filled with badly wounded men, 
as I am told is the case with evei^ hospital in Atlanta. I find 
men there from every state in the Confederacy. 

“We left Atlanta on the passenger car, and when halfway 
down had to get out, as the freight train that had left some 
hours before had met with an accident, and blocked up the 
road. 

“We got into a freight car in front: in it there was a very laige 
man, who had been in the car on which the accident happened; 
he had got mashed between two beams; his collar-bone was 
broken and his chest very much bruised, so that it was with 
difficulty he could breathe. His face was so much bruised that 
his eyes were closed. There were a number of surgeons on the 
cars who were very kind to him.” 

Nightly, as the Intelligencer reported, citizens were imperiled, 
two blocks from Atlanta’s common well at I i\c Points: 

“An association of niggers and white boys are in the habit 
of congregating in large numbers every evening at the corner 
of Hunter and Pryor Streets. They throw stones there pro- 
miscuously at the Martens that roost in the trees thereabouts. 
These raiders have broken a great many window panes during 
their battles with the birds and caused several unpleasant ac- 
cidents to residents in the neighliorhood, who are very much 
annoyed by the operations. We suggest that a policeman be 
placed there every evening from 6 to 8 o’clock whose duty it 
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shall be to arrest the nuisance and those rascally boys who do 
the mischief.” 

Near V'ining’s, General Sherman started his dispatch to Gen- 
eral Henry W. Halleck, Army Chief of Staff in Washington: 

“The telegraph is finished to Vining’s Station, and the field- 
wire has just reached my bivouac, and will be ready to convey 
this message as soon as it is uTitten and translated into cipher. 

“I propose to study the crossings of the Chattahoochee, and 
when all is ready, to move f|uickly. ... At present the waters 
are turbid and swollen from recent rains; but if the present hot 
weather lasts, the water will run down very fast. \v’e have 
pontoons fenough for four bridges, but, as our crossing will be 
resisted, we must maneuver some. All the regular crossing 
places are covered by forts, apparently of long construction; but 
we shall cross in due time, and, instead of attacking Atlanta 
direct, or any of its forts, I propose to make a circuit, destroy- 
ing all its railroads. . . . the weather is intensely hot, and a good 
many men have fallen, some with sunstroke. The country is 
high and healthy, and the sanitary condition of the army is 
good.” 


JULY 7 


BH The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

"Green's /•'<’» i-)— Skirmishing has been almost incessant during 
the d.ay up to this time. Most of the skirmishing is done across 
the Chatiahoochec ... it may be that Sherman is massing his 
forces on Johnston’s left, but in that event he would be so far 
from his base he could scarcely support his Army five days. 
C’ampbellton is .some thirty-two miles from Marietta and the 
place at which he is going to attempt to cross with cavalry. . . . 

“The enemy cautiously approach and carefully occupy their 
positions for batteries and lines from which to operate with as 
much safety as po.ssible to themselves. On Wednesday, they 
occupied the hills on this side of \'ining, and as near the river 
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as they seem to desire for the present. . . . Sherman still masses 
to our left, and threatens by flank to displace us again. 

“His strategy has hitherto evinced an unusual shrewdness in 
the disposition of his plans for the capture of Atlanta. He must 
necessarily arrange his movements to engage the attention of 
our front during a few days, against his feints whilst he secures 
his positions and repairs the railroad so that he may bring to 
his immediate rear his railway supply trains . . . thus it will 
occur that several days must elapse before the enemy can make 
any advances on this city with such force as to seriously threaten 
our occupation or cause us to evacuate if battle is not given. . . . 

''Noon— The enemy this morning made a heavy advance on 
our extreme left and commenced severe skirmishing with 
musketry and artillery, exhibiting an intention to cross the river 
at Green’s Ferry. The skirmishing has continued to increase in 
intensity and rapidity up to this hour, but without any ad- 
vantage being secured by either party. It is evident that the 
enemy is making this sudden and persistent demonstration for 
the purpose of attracting attention away from their operations 
in some other important quarter. ” 

The previous night Atlanta had rung with the music of the 
most famous military band in the South. The musicians of the 
late Stonewall Jackson’s cavalry had arrived in the city for sev- 
eral concerts. Its leader, Henry Farmer, gave flute and piano 
solos and Charley Ford, the composer, sang The Old Play 
Cwround, his “sweetest and most beautiful.” 

'1 he city had been treated to few such recitals since the Con- 
cert Hall was converted into a hospital. The Athenaeum, in its 
second-story quarters on Decatur Street, opposite the Atlanta 
Hotel (“up-to-date” and with the added extravagance of scenery), 
had become the only decent place of entertainment. 

Lieutenant Andrew Jackson Neal, Marion Light Artillery, 
son of a well-known Atlantan, John Neal, wrote to his mother, 
temporarily li\ing in Zebulon. Twenty-six-year-old “Andy” had 
practiced law after graduating from the University ol Virginia. 
Both Andrew and his brother, James, joined the army at the 
outbreak of hostilities. The handsome Neal residence, at the 
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comer of Washington and Mitchell streets, was used by the 
Atlanta Female Institute in 1863, after its own quarters on Ivy 
Street were requisitioned for a hospital, and now was occupied 
by Judge R. F. Lyon. Neal wrote: 

“It is really refreshing to be relieved after sixty-eight days 
continuous marching, fighting and entrenching. Since Gen. 
Bragg has visited the Army I think something may be accom- 
plished. I do pray we may never move with our faces turned 
Southward again. 

“While we were on picket our Battery was distant from the 
Yankee pickets only the width of the river. Our men talked all 
the time as* a truce was made. The Yankees asked us why we con- 
scripted all their deserters that came into our lines. All the pris- 
oners taken say this is the universal belief in their army and say 
many of their men would desert were it not for this impression. 
Hooker’s Corps are by no means anxious to cross the Chatta- 
hoochee and pretend to believe their Army will march back. 
Our scouts report the enemy is tearing up the track and ship- 
ping troops off. . . . 

“There was not an oflicer or man in this Army ever dreamed 
of Johnston falling back this far or ever doubted he would at- 
tack when the proper time came. But I think he has been woe- 
fully outgeneraled and though he has inflicted losses on the 
enemy only (surpassed) by Grant’s losses in Virginia, has made 
a losing bargain.” 

His envelope bore an engraving of a cannon firing and the 
rallying verse: 

To arnisl to arms, ye brave. 

The avenging sword unsheath; 

Marcli on! march on! all hearts resolved 
On victory or death. 

Nearby, above the same s%vamp-smellinc" banks of the Chatta- 
hoochee. another officer, Captain Benedict Joseph Semmes, Gen- 
eral Johnston’s Chief Depot Commissary, was writing home. 
Now forty-one, he was once a wholesaler in groceries, wines, 
and liquor in Washington, D.C.. and in Memphis, Tennessee, 
his home. 
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Joe Semmes was ordered into the duty more closely related to 
his civilian occupation as merchant after being seriously 
wounded at Shiloh. His wife, the former Jorantha Jordan, of 
New York, and his old servant. Mack, had helped carry him, 
bleeding, from the battlefield, and placed him on a flatcar from 
Corinth. 

Jorantha, sometimes addressed as “ho," personally nursed 
Joe back to life. She was living temporarily in Gainesville, 
Georgia, when he wrote from his bivouac on a hill, in sight of 
the enemy’s batteries; 

“The railroad bridge, the truss bridge and the pontoon 
bridge are all just under and crowded with the passing trains of 
rations and ordnance, etc.— on each side of me are two forts but 
no troops in them as our army is still on the opposite bank in 
plain view in the breastworks. The enemy are moving to the left 
trying to flank Atlanta without a battle. Our guns and men are 
moving away to the left which here appears to be far in our 
rear as the river winds in that direction. Should the enemy suc- 
ceed in flanking us it is likely they will get possession of our cut 
off the West Point Road and thus temporarily cut off communi- 
cation between us. I tell you this to prepare you and prevent 
you from feeling any alarm; it is just such a move as Grant has 
made on the south side of Richmond. Do not then worry if you 
should fail to hear from me regularly. I will try to get letters 
to you however by hand should my expectations be realized. It 
is possible that Atlanta may be evacuated but do not be dis- 
couraged. Remember Moscow and Napoleon’s splendid advance 
and miserable retreat. We are all in fine spirits, tho we hated 
to fall back from Marietta. Our losses so far, trifling. I send you 
notices of poor Tom’s death. Send them to Cousin Jake. . . . 
The sun is terrible in the.se hills with no shade. You have never 
mentioned the receipt of the fine candles sent you. . . . CJod bless 
and protect you my precious wife and little ones. 

Your devoted husband, 

B. J. Semmes" 


In Atlanta there was growing irritation over passes. Citizens 
complained that sentries spat tobacco juice in their faces as they 
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demanded “pass”; that some days they could not walk two blocks 
without being challenged again. At night the sentries were re- 
moved, just when people felt they were needed most, the sol- 
diers filling up on corn whiskey and stragglers boasting they 
Avould “take the town.” 

Authorities repeated that Atlanta was known to harbor Union 
spies. They would not alter the pass system for personal iden- 
tification. The fact tliat every male over the age of sixteen re- 
quired a pass caused strange complications. An Atlanta youth, 
fifteen and a half and tall for his age, was sent by his parents to 
Alabama though Georgia authorities would not issue him a pass; 
he was nearly arrested on two different trains. 

Rather than risk the return journey without a pass, he lied 
about his age and obtained a certificate before boarding the 
train back to Atlanta. In Montgomery, he was taken off his car 
by the provost marshars office, where it was a toss up as to 
whether he should be shot as a deserter or given a uniform and 
rifle. Finally, a friend of his father’s who happened to be in 
Montgomeiy on business recogni/ed him and returned the youth 
to his home. 

Off the presses came the latest issue of the Ca7n[) Follower, 
Priced at two dollars and fifty cents a copy (postage paid), it 
featured these stories: “ I'he Cock Fight,” “The Wife’s Strata- 
gem,” “How 1 Coated Sal,” and “The Champion.” 

Literature of another type was printed in the lyitclligencer— 
for example, the nuisings of ”J. R. B.” following a walk in 
AVoodland Cemetery: 

. . . I he Hero of the field, 

With his battles lost or won, 

Here doffs in the dust his shield, 

1 he track of his gloi) won; 

Fhe humblest soldier here, 

With him of the high com i and, 

Finds berth in a quarter near, . . . 

Where each on a level stand . . . 

The babe, the prattling child, 

1 he maiden in bloom of life, 
rhe form on whom beauty smiled, 
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The mother, the sister, the wife. 

Here find alike repose 
Where the dream of earth is past, 

And each as a pilgrim goes 
To the land of heaven at last. 

Word was flashed to Atlanta of two soldiers who were home 
under false pretenses. Captain R. B. Hogan advised from Gaines 
Mill, V^irginia: 

“As Privates J. C. Hardin and T. F. Rainey, of Co. C, 19th 
Georgia Volunteers, are at home in Ciampbell County, Ga., at 
this time, deriving the sympathies of the people as being 
wounded soldiers from the late Battle of Drewry’s Bluff, I wish 
it distinctly understood and knowm that they skulked out of 
said battle and inflicted their wounds upon their own persons 
themselves in order to avoid further danger of battle.” 


JULY 8 


H Southern Confederacy (Atlanta) 

“There is no material change in the situation on the Chatta- 
hoochee. The army is in an immensely strong position north of 
the bridge, while proper steps have been taken to anticipate the 
designs of the enemy on our left. 

“A small squad ol Federal cavalry took possession of Roswell 
factory, on our right, day before yesterday morning. They told 
the operatives to continue their work and trade for provisions, 
but to furnish no supplies south of the river. 

“The enemy on the left are said to be in force at Bakers 
Ferry and in the neighborhood of Cambellton. Doubtless, they 
will attempt the crossing at this point, and will endeavor to re- 
peat the maneuver of the Etowah, flanking back to the State 
Road, with the design of pressing our army back. 

“There is some little uneasiness manifested on the part of the 
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civilians, but the military are more than confident, knowing 
and plucky. ... 12 noon.’* 


■i The New York Times 

“The situation in Georgia is considered to be on the whole 
both strong and hopeful. If Gen. Sherman can bring the army 
of Johnston to a general battle before the close of the month 
there is confidence that he will succeed in practically breaking 
it up. 

“(1:30 p.M.) Sherman has several good roads converging at 
Atlanta, which is not over 12 to 15 miles distant from the river. 
We have no positive assurance of the passage of the Chatta- 
hoochee by either army. . . . Probably the first that will be heard 
positively of this will be from Gen. Sherman himself.” 

The capture of Roswell, eighteen miles north of Atlanta, 
plunged its big neighbor into gloom, while underscoring the 
urgent need to defend the “Gate City” if it was not to go the 
way of Dalton, Resaca, Marietta, and now Roswell. The latter, 
populated by French and English mill workers, was owned 
mainly by foreign interests. Its international character cloaked 
it with no immunity, but tended to infuriate the Federal troops 
further. 

An interview published on that Friday morning with Captain 
Will Clark, of Missouri, who commanded the Roswell battalion 
—hardly more than a token one— supplied some details of Sher- 
man’s lightning swoop on the factory: 

“Roswell was evacuated at 8 a.m. yesterday, and the bridge 
on the Chattahoochee River burned at 1 1 when a brigade of 
the Yankee General \Vilder’s cavalry occupied the post after a 
heavy cavalry skirmish wdth the 4th Tenn. Cavalry. The Yan- 
kees will keep the Cotton and Woolen mills in operation. 

“Capt. Clark brought down with him. as prisoner, the Yankee 
Capi. Austin, of the 8th Kansas Infantry, captured by his com- 
mand near the Paper Mills, bctw’een Roswell and Marietta. 

“Gen. Phillips’ Paper Mill, at Roswell, was burned on Tues- 
day morning. The (ieneral sent them word that the mill be- 
longed to a man who had fought them from the beginning of 
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the war, and who would continue to fight them to the bitter 
end; that he had been taught from childhood to hate them as 
enemies to him and his, and that he would die hating them; that 
he did not ask any favor from them; and they might burn to 
their hearts’ content. These bold words of defiance, as a matter 
of course, did not have any influence in protecting the property. 
It was dismantled completely before the proprietor retreated. 
He remained in sight of the place until he saw the flames con- 
sume it.’ ” 

Death in Atlanta found a snug d\ 'elling place. Many won- 
dered if it would ever depart. The daily newspapers read more 
and more like the “memory" plaques upon the walls of churches 
or the tombstones in church cemeteries. 

This day, for example, some mourned Thomas \V. Cox, a first 
sergeant with the 6th Kentucky Regiment, among the many who 
had fallen, and inserted their grief in the newspapers: 

“Here, as on other fields, he was conspicuous for bravery, and 
volunteered to go in dangerous positions, where he died at the 
post of honor. . . . He was the hope of a fond mother and the 
idol of affectionate sisters. We can only tender them our heart- 
felt sympathy in their irreparable loss, and point them to Him 
who doeth all things well, and who alone is able to comfort the 
widow and wipe away the tears of a weeping Mary.” 

Civilians also died and— too often— very young ones. A burial 
was scheduled for later in the day: “The members of St. Philip’s 
Church and the friends of the family arc invited to attend the 
funeral of Mary Graham, infant daughter of Mr. and Mrs. John 
Henderson, from their residence, next the African Church, on 
this afternoon at 5 o’clock.” 

At the same time, men and women of .‘\tlanta redoubled their 
efforts to help Dr. Stout in his monumental task of providing 
even minimum hospital facilities and care. One organization, 
the Soldiers Executive Aid Association for the Relief of the 
Army of Tennessee, through its “Daily Committee from the 
Passenger Depot,” served soldiers arriving from the fighting in 
Virginia as well as from the Atlanta area with food and “refresh- 
ments.” 

The committee, after consulting with Dr. J. P. Logan, the 
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overworked surgeon in charge of Atlanta’s General Hospital 
and well-known Georgia physician, made recommendations 
aimed at easing delays:— efficient registration of patients upon 
arrival, more ambulances and faster turn-around of ambulances 
from the hospitals, more clerks, litter-bearers and litters, and 
better coordination of the large number of furloughs being 
granted for recuperating patients. 

Special field orders were issued to hasten ambulatory soldiers 
to their homes. The “probability of a general engagement” was 
openly admitted by the provost marshal and other ranking offi- 
cers in Atlanta. 

Mrs. J. G. W. Mills, wife ol the postal agent, formed the 
Ladies 5tli AVard Relief Association “for the purpose of afford- 
ing all the relief possible to the wounded heroes of General 
Johnston’s Army, who are daily arriving from the battlefield and 
being assigned (|uaricrs at the Erwin and Kingston Hospitals, 
located one and a half miles on the Western &: Atlantic Rail- 
road. Contributions of \egetables and such other food as is best 
conducive to the health of the sick and wounded are earnestly 
solicited.” 

Dr. Joseph (iro\es, surgeon-in-charge ot the Erwin Hospital, 
appealed for more Negroes immediately— at least twenty men 
and women to clean, cook and assist the nurses. 

Colonel Taylor Beatty, General Hardee’s military lawyer, ar- 
rived in .\tlanta after trouble in obtaining a pass, ^Vriting home 
to Thibodaux, Louisiana, he remarked at “quite a bustle as the 
government stores, etc,, are all being sent off,” 

It appeared that the go\ eminent was pulling out of Atlanta 
— tommissaries, storekeepers, engineers, quartermasters, paymas- 
ters, "nitre and mining ” engineers, and purchasers of all types 
of ordtiance, even Na\y representatives and a few military ob- 
servers from foreign countries, Onlv the unpopular conscription 
officer promised to remain. 

No one knew what would become of .vilanta’s vast produc- 
tion of pistols, mortar shells, saddles, brass buttons, clothing, 
torpedo fuses and such at the naval laboratory, or whether the 
bulging warehouses could be emptied in time. 

Lewis .Schofield’s rolling mill, beside the railroad tracks east 
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of the city, had brewed iiundreds of thousands of tons of steel 
for the war effort. Here was forged armor plate for ironclads. 
People asked: “Will tlie fires be banked? Will the mill be 
scuttled?" 

Schofield was nearly horsewhipped once for avowed Union 
sympathies. Now it was gossiped that he and his partner, Wil- 
liam Markham, also a Unionist, might attempt to flee north to 
make steel for the “murderer** Lincoln. 

The exodus of civilians followed the pattern set by the Con- 
federate government. Mr. and Mrs. Cohen, lor example, who 
recently moved to Atlanta from Augusta, told their friend Co\o~ 
nel Beatty that they were packing to return to their old home. 

William Rushton, because of his position with the railroad 
shops, obtained space to send his daughter Mary away. He 
loaded her first on a train to Stone Mcnintain. 

“Finally father managed to get hold of an engine not being 
used for other purposes,’’ she wrote in a letter, “and he put F.va 
and me in the cab with the engineer and lireman, piled our 
trunks on the tender, and sent us off down tlic road to Madison, 
while he went back to Atlanta. Before we left Stone Mountain, 
as we were laughing and talking with some ol the young ollicers 
who perhaps laughed and talked no more alter that day, we 
could hear the cannonading in the distanc e and the gun shots 
of the pickets and outposts who were falling bac k. ” 

Philander P. Pease’s largest ad in the history of his wholesale 
business offered half-a-million-dollar inventory at rediu ed prices 
—clothing materials, P'nglish prints and “mourning** prints, hats, 
sole leather, tobacco, salt, knives, tallow, sugar, cotton and wool, 
oil and vinegar, corn sacks— an almost endless list. 

One wagon, believed to be carrying the stock of j. M. Hol- 
brook's hat store (Atlanta’s first established), was being driven 
pell mell out of the city when it collided with a train. The loco- 
motive was moving slowly in toward the water tower to replen- 
ish its tanks, so the wagon was not “much injured.’* What hap- 
pened to the thousands of hats was not known. 

A reporter for the Southern Confederacy, who witnessed the 
accident, expressed the belief that the teamster became “some- 
what demoralized.’* 
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The (onfusion within Atlanta became a signal for excessive 
drinking. On Marietta Street a fight occurred at 7:00 a.m. be- 
tween two soldiers, both of Irish lineage. An officer was carried 
off “in a beastly state of intoxication.'* His arrest, especially, 
sparked renewed appeals to close the whiskey shops. 


JULY 9 

■I Southern Confederacy (Atlanta) 

“8:00 A.M. —The thunder sound of war has not come to our ears 
this morning. Tlie voice that speaks from the throat of cannon 
preaches not. 

“12:00 noon— We still hold our position on the right, the 
earthworks in front and nortli of the river, where our lines on 
this side are being prolonged towards the left to anticipate the 
enemy’s flank in that direction. The echo of a few heavy guns 
has been heard in the city during the morning. There is a little 
skirmishing, but no general fighting yet. This is all that is occur- 
ring and our readers may rest assured we shall keep them daily 
posted ()1 further developments (#f the enemy and such disposi- 
tion of our own troops as may not betray the movements and 
designs ol the Clommander-iii'Chiel. 

“Later, fiom rurner’s Ferry— The usual skirmishing and can- 
nonading whitli have eharat teri/ed the letrograde of our army 
sinee it left Dalton is progressing with no great damage to either 
side. Our army is in entrenchments beyond the river, and will 
repulse any attack made by the enemy. . . . 

“So far as I can learn, the enemy has not crossed the river at 
any point and my inlormation is that evc^w ford place possible 
for him to cross is well guarded on both sides.” 

At a crucial position on the northerly banks of the Chatta- 
hoochee, Andy Neal seized a few precious minutes to write 
“Dear Ma.“ The enemv and the uncertainties of wartime living 
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were not a fighter’s only concerns. There were continual lesser 
annoyances which had a way of magnifying themselves far be- 
yond tlie propiortions of normal times: 

"After an immense deal of trouble I succeeded in getting my 
box this morning. It had been opened and robbed of everything 
except two bottles and one small jar of preserves. I was surprised 
after hearing of the direction to find it at all. I sent two of my 
Sergeants to look everywhere for it and finally found it in an old 
shanty on the Rail Road. Never send anything in charge or care 
of any relief committee for even if they take any care of it, it is 
impossible to find their quarters and when you do they are off 
where you cannot get the wagons except by making a special 
trip. . . . 

“I have no time to write now and send this letter and the mail 
carrier is waiting on me. . . . Gen. Johnston has just published 
an order to his troops saying we must now fight the enemy and 
can fall back no more. 1 have not seen it.” 

Up the river from Neal, Union tavah 7 men of tlie .Second 
Division, .Army of the Cumberland, were fording the Chatta- 
hoochee under heavy fire. 

“The brigade,” penned Captain ]o.seph G. Vale, a Pennsyl- 
vanian, “in fact the whole division, was armed with the Spencer 
repeating rifle and carbine, using a metallic waterproof car- 
tridge. The river was very rocky, and in many places the chan- 
nels between the rocks were found to be ‘over head’ in depth. 
As the rebel bullets began to splash around pretty thick, the 
boys souglit to keep in this deep water with only the head ex- 
posed; they soon discovered that they could throw the cartridges 
from the magazine into tlie chamber of the piece, by working 
the lever, as well under water as in the air; hence, all along the 
line you could sec the men bring their guns up, let the water 
run from the muzzle a moment, then taking a quick aim fire his 
piece and pop down again, with only his head exposed. Now, 
the rebels had never seen anything of this kind before, nor, for 
that matter, had we, and their astonishment knew no bounds. 
We could hear them calling to each other. 

“ ‘Look at them Yankee , loading their guns 

under water!’ 
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‘What sort v.ritteTs be they, anyhow?’ 

‘ ‘It’s no use to fit agin fellus that’ll dive down to the bottom 
vf the rivah an git that powdah and balll . . .’ 

“Something over two hundred in number remained on the 
bank, quit firing and surrendered as soon as we got on the south 
side, anxious only to see the guns that could be loaded and fired 
under water.’’ 

In Atlanta, people wondered if there would be any classrooms 
when school time came around again in the fall. The teachers 
were in the army. The women were rolling bandages, oi were 
far away in Some field or base hospital. 

The blackboards were dusty and bare. School bells had long 
since been taken down to be melted into guns and bullets. 

The Female Institute at Collins and Ellis streets had been 
used as a hospital for almost a year. The school moved to Andy 
Neal’s home and continued classes until spring, when— largely 
for lack of faculty— it disbanded for the duration of the war. 

Such signs of privation were both evil auguries of the disinte- 
gration of the Confederacy and its social structure as well as 
sources of further embitterment and disillusionment to South- 
erners already classed as “Unionists.” Senator Joshua Hill of 
Madison, was among their number. He had not favored seces- 
sion, but because of his stature was still a respected leader, 
though a group of drunken Kentucky soldiers had sought, abor- 
tively, to lynch him. 

Now, his teen-age son had fallen in recent skirmishing, a trag- 
edy which drove deeper his personal sorrows and dissatisfaction 
for a cause he believed lost. However, his immediate concern 
was the recovery of the boy’s body, and to this end he had writ- 
ten James R. Crew, superintendent of the West Point Rail- 
road: 

“You have doubtless heard of the cruel affliction this abomi- 
nable war has brought to my hearthstone. 1 can’t help thinking 
this was more than I merited. My poor boy met his death on 
Thursday morning the 19th of May, as I am informed, about 
2i^ miles above Cass Station beyond Ben Johnson’s house on 
the road leading from Cassville to Kingston, about mile from 
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the R. road. He is said to have been brought by some comrades 
nearer the R. R. and left by the side of tlie public road, some- 
where about or near a deserted cabin or perhaps nearer still to 
a small frame house near the R. R. No one else was killed. 
His name was Hugh Legare Hill, age 18 years— Complexion fair 
ic ruddy. Light brown hair thick k inclined to curl a little— but 
was thin, rather short height about 5 ft. 81/, in. trim, erect figure 
eye-lashes long and dark. Had been sick and was rather thin in 
flesh, clothing all marked with his initials 8c name, thus ‘H. L. 
Hill,*’ pants dark grey Janes— new (nearly) k lighter grey jacket, 
plaid domestic shirt— name on the front. His death wound was 
received in a retreat and entered at the back of the head. I write 
these particulars in the hope tliat with the shifting scenes through 
which we are passing you may see some chance to ascertain the 
fate of the poor boy’s body— whether it was interred by some 
kind human or was left to waste away by the action of the 
elements. My object is to recover his remains— as perfectly as 
may be. Should any opportunity offer for you to obtain me this 
coveted information I know you will take pleasure in receiving 
it for me. . . . 

“I forgot to state that my son had a beautiful set of regular 
and white teeth.” 

There was tragedy of many cruel hues. Women, living in rela- 
tively deserted locations, were too often the victims of both 
Northern and Southern soldiers. Southeast of Marietta, the 
countryside was feeling the scourge of war. 

Major General Jacob Dolson Cox, commanding the 2.Sr(l 
Army Corps, was himself appalled at the needless cruelty and 
wantonness of “professional stragglers and skulkers.” As he 
noted: 

“Some soldiers went to a house occupied only by a woman 
and her children and, after robbing it of everything which they 
wanted, they drove away the only milch cow the woman had. 
She pleaded that she had an infant which she was obliged to 
bring up on the bottle and that it could not live unless it could 
liave the milk. They had no ears for the appeal and the cow was 
driven off. In two days the child died of starvation chiefly, 
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though the end was hastened by disease induced by the mother’s 
trying to keep it alive with food it could not digest.” 

General Cox, a former Ohio businessman, learned of the trag- 
edy in an indirect fashion. One of the woman’s neighbors, an 
elderly farmer, asked permission to bury the child, while admit- 
ting a grave was already “stealthily” dug. He feared the funeral 
gathering might be interpreted as ‘“hostile” to the Federal army. 

‘‘The old man was abject in his solicitude not to seem to be 
complaining, and did not give the worst of the story till my hot 
indignation at what I heard assured him of sympathy and of a 
desire to punish the crime. 

‘‘A woman came to me the same morning and said the cavalry 
had taken the last mouthful from her, telling her they were 
marching and hadn’t time to draw their rations, but that she 
would be fed by applying to us of the infantry column. The 
robbers well knew that we were forbidden to issue rations to 
citizens. They sacked the house of an old man with seven daugh- 
ters by a second wife, all young things. He came to me in utter 
distress—not a mouthful in that house for 24 hours, their kitchen 
garden and farm utterly ruined, the country behind in the same 
condition, and he without means of travelling or of carrying 
anything if he tried to move away. 

‘‘I added, of course in such extreme cases I try to find some 
way of keeping the people from death, and usually send them to 
the rear in our empty wagon trains going back for supplies, but 
their helpless condition is very little bettered by going.” 

In a long proclamation, under preparation at Milledgeville, 
Ciovernor brown called for more volunteers. 

“Sherman.” he warned, “will drive you back in the Atlantic, 
burn your cities and your public fjuildings, destroy your prop- 
erty, and devastate the fair fields ol your noble State. . . . 

“If Gen. ]ohnston’s army is destroyed, the Gulf States are 
thrown open to the enemv. and we are ruined.” 

In the evening, the skies to tiie north flaiued red. joe Johnston 
had fired the Chattahoochee railroad bridge as he fell back. 
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JULY 10 

■I T he Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“Chattahoochee— There was heavy firing last night along Gen- 
eral Hood’s front caused by an attempt of the enemy to plant 
a battery and cross the river. Our artillery opened upon them 
and theirs replied but were soon silenced. . . . One regiment of 
the enemy’s cavalry endeavored to cross the Chattahoochee yes- 
terday at Roswell. Our cavalry pickets waited until they got half- 
way across, when they opened on them and drove them back in 
great confusion, wounding many horses.” 

n Southern Confederacy (Atlanta) 

“We shall not attempt to lull to a fancied security the readers 
of the Confederacy by the declaration that Atlanta is not in 
immense peril. Its capture, however, cannot be considered a 
foregone conclusion. The withdrawal of stores from the city 
may appear ominous, but the activity and vigilance of Gen. 
Johnston, as at present displayed along the Chattahoochee, indi- 
cates at least a determination to hold it at all hazards. Save the 
rumble and dust of wagons upon her pavements, Atlanta ap- 
pears today as quiet as if there was not a Yankee in North 
Georgia. There is no panic or any existing excuse for it.” 

Henry Watterson, who had written for the Confederacy after 
leaving the Chattanooga Rebel, was planning to enter another 
profession: spying. He confided to a very few that he would join 
General Hood’s staff as a “scout.” 

Watterson’s stocky figure was familiar in Atlanta although his 
unpredictable explosive temper had kept him securely immune 
to close friendships. He had criticized the South’s prosecution 
of the war so sharply while on the Rebel that he had alienated 
both the military and civilians. He was well accustomed to 
threats of physical violence. 

George W. Adair and J. Henley Smith, publishers of the Con- 
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federacy, were already packing for Columbus. The Confederacy 
was not setting precedent in its contemplated evacuation. The 
Gate City Guardian and the Reveille had already ceased publi- 
cation. Colonel Jared I. Whitaker, publisher of the Intelli- 
gencer, contuiued to offer “a large lot of old newspapers for 
sale”; while he stoutly denied any such intent, most business- 
men in Atlanta assumed his newspaper would soon join its late 
competitors in retreat. 

It would leave Atlanta with one paper, the emaciated but 
dogged Appeal, which had refugecd through several adopted 
cities after fleeing from Memphis. It was a foregone conclusion 
that another, the Register, of Knoxville, would go. 

Most publishers and cditois had little heart to meet the gen- 
erals who had been for so long the target of their best-polished 
invective and vituperation— especially Sherman. For the citizens 
who remained in Atlanta, a complete news blackout loomed. 

Hospitals, too, were hastening this latest phase of their “dance.” 
Foard’s Hospital proved that its relocation in Atlanta, after 
being pulled out of Marietta, was but a temporary roosting 
spot. By noon of that July Sunday, tlje last of its tents and cots 
had been stowed on wagons and in box cars, headed for Americus. 
The correspondent tor the Daily Sun of Columbus, filed a story 
that all hospitals would be lushed from Atlanta before the week 
was out. He believed tlie precipitate action reflected a bleak 
conclusion by General |r)hnston— that Atlanta itself was doomed. 

Even the more intelligent citi/ens. S. P. Richards, for exam- 
ple, shared the unhappy lielief. Sitting in his garden house Sun- 
day afternoon, surrounded by the bloom of the canna, zinnia, 
and larkspur, he could not easily he cheered by their pastel 
colors or liagraiue as he pul his thoughts into ^vTiting: 

‘‘I his has been a sad day in our eity, for it has been quite e\i- 
dent for some days past that there is a great probability of Atlanta 
falling into the hands of the enemy and the ci^ v has been in a com- 
plete swarm all day and for several days. All the Govt, stores and 
Hospitals are (ordered away and of course the citizens are alarmed 
and many have left and others arc leaving. Dr. Brantley preached 
lor us this morning to a small congregation, and requested the 
members of the Churc h to remain after servic e to detennine 
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whether we would have the communion in the afternoon, which 
was decided affirmatively. Only about a dozen members were 
present at the ordinance, those from the immediate neighbor- 
hood, but it was quite a touching session. Dr. B. was so affected 
that he could hardly speak. The Church gave him liberty to go 
when it became necessary. His family have already left for Au- 
gusta. I took the pulpit Bible and Hymn Book home with me 
as it seemed almost certain that it would not be again needed 
there for the present. Alas! these dreadful times of war! When 
will they be ended? If Atlanta falls I fear it will be a long, long- 
time. Charlie DuBose and his son Charles came today and to- 
night Mat 7 Brown has decided to go to Sparta with mother and 
Annie and Ethel who go in ‘little* Charlie’s care. Mary did not 
much want to go. Sallie and I have about decided to stay at 
home, Yankees or no Yankees. We hear and read terrible tales 
of them, but I don’t think they are as bad as they are said to be. 
We hear of a good many who are going to remain in the city if 
the enemy gets possession. ” 

Bishop Henry C. Lay of Arkansas, prcadicfl at St. I.uke’s. 
This church, on Walton Street, but two blocks from Five Points, 
built by soldiers’ contributions, was consecrated on April 22. 
Since then, sorrow dcjgged it. 

On June lb, the body of Bishop (General Leonidas Polk lay 
in state in St. Luke’s. T'he (ifty-eight-year-old fighting clergyman 
fell at Pine Mountain. On his chest was a cross of white reuses. 
In his pocket at the time of his death was the first copy off the 
presses of Bahti for The lVea)y and Wounded , by Dr. Charles 
Todd Quintard, rec tcjr of St. Luke’s and also Chaplain of the 
First 'l ennessee Regiment. One of its selections, which ran to 
many stan/as, began; 

I here is an unseen b.iiile-lield 
In every human breast 
Where two opposing forces meet 
And where they seldom rest. . . . 


Scarcely a week after the rites for Bishop Polk, there was an- 
other funeral in St. Luke's— for eleven-month-old Stephen El- 
liott Peters, son of Richard Peters, railroad executive and one 
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of the city’s early (and richest) citizens. Steplien was named for 
the first bishop of Georgia who, in fact, had consecrated St. 
Luke’s. 

There had been but five baptisms at the church. Most of the 
week the minister was with the army, as its chaplain. 

Colonel Beatty, Hardee’s lawyer, ate Sunday dinner with his 
friends, the Cohens. They hoped to leave for Augusta in the 
evening, abandoning home and furniture to whatever fate 
might befall the city. 

“Stay at least a few days longer,” the Colonel advised, “as I 
think we will hold this place at least a week— if the enemy suc- 
ceed in getting it at all.” 

In Decatur, six miles east of Atlanta, Elizabeth S. Wiggins 
wrote to her mother: 

“There is a gieai many relugees from above gone down the 
railroad and there is a heap in Atlanta just in tents. It is fright- 
iiil times on every side. E\erything is so high that people can’t 
buy imuh: coin is l!l dollars a bushel, meat four dollars and a 
half a pound. Hour 80 (cuts per pound and everything in pro- 
portionaie ... it has been raining here lor 10 days nearly every 
(Liy . . . we have a nice garden but we don’t get a drop of milk 
. . . Mr. Wiggins works at the mountain in the shop. 

■‘He makes a heap ol monev. hut it takes a heap to buy a 
little.” 


ju V II 


■■ Knoxville Register 

“We cannot say dial all is (]uiei along the Cliattahocxhee to- 
day,’ bm wc“ know ol no inoxemc'nis dial would be piudent to 
chronicle. I he upon ol canin*n w.is heaicl clown the river this 
inoining. hut it was \eiy lighi. 

■‘Some veiy agreeable i unions aie ahioad today. Let us wail 
and see what comes ol them. ” 
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The Register, a refugee newspaper, announced it would 
leave Atlanta with only one paper, the Appeal, On Saturday, a 
newspaper that few citizens even saw, the Commonwealth, 
finally conceded defeat. It strove vainly to beat the paper short- 
age by printing on wallpaper, book paper, wrapping paper, 
heavy manila wrappers, even colored, scented correspondence 
paper, placed laboriously in the presses by frustrated, incredu- 
lous printers. Its editor, J. S. Peterson, gave notice that he 
could “improvise” no more. He had penned some harsh remarks 
about the apparent conqueror fron) the North. 

The Intelligencer, too, would leave for Macon. None had 
really expected the old standby to desert the city, even though 
its publisher. Colonel Whitaker, was desperately busy with his 
duties as commissary officer. 

Tucked on the last page of the final edition, among the ads 
was this verse: 


Hoot away despair. 

Never Yield to sorrow, 

The blackest sky may wear 
A sunny face tomorrow. 

Sherman, thus, had accomplished what a printer s strike some 
weeks back had failed to do. Since newspaper employees had 
been exempt from military service, the editors concluded the 
w^ay to break the strike was to request the c onscription officer to 
end this exemption. 

The officer quickly agreed. He added, however, that the edi- 
tors must also be drafted since, without printers, there could be 
no newspapers. The differences, one publisher recorded, “were 
speedily settled.” 

Now, the worst had come. The emaciated Appeal, with mi- 
nuscule circulation, hardly counted as a metrc:)politan daily. 
The Gate City was virtually without news. 

A drooping overcast sky blanketing the city at dawn, soon 
worsened to heavy rain. It was refreshing to parched skins and 
throats. It settled the dust and washed away garbage and other 
litter that lay putrefying and repugnant along the streets. Steam 
rose from the baked earth and from board and tin roofs ol 
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dwellings and stores. At the same time, the rain, with its tropi- 
cal-drenching quality, served to deepen the depression that 
weighted everyone’s spirits. 

Sodden in the rain, one of Atlanta’s defenders. Private Robert 
J. Wood, wi^otc a letter home. Seated on a tree stump beside the 
Marietta Road, Wood scrawled slowly on the mussed paper he 
carried in his pocket, pausing to scratch himself. 

“We have not tents and it rains almost every day or night,’’ 
he wrote. “We are the dirtiest set you ever saw, and lice is get- 
ting very common. I count two off me yesterday but I think I 
can keep clean of them if I can get my clothes washed . . . there 
is a great revival of religion moving on around here— I saw 
twenty-three baptised at one time yesterday and there is preach- 
ing every day and almost every nite.” 

Captain Vale, just decamped with his Pennsylvania cavalry- 
men from south of the Chattahoochee near Cross Keys, was 
troubled with bees: 

“Some of the Seventh Pennsylvania boys contrived to get a 
forage bag over one of the hives, thus securing both bees and 
honey for future use, smuggled it into the column, and by sup- 
porting it on the horse in front, relieving each other in turns, 
and having it covered with an overcoat or something of the kind, 
carried it along until well in the forenoon. Somehow, in the 
inarch, the bag worked off the end of the hive, and the bees mad- 
dened by the jolting and confinement, rushed out in any angry 
swarm, attacking indiscriminately officers, men and horses . . . 
it looked for a time as though . . . the division (would be) scat- 
tered all over the Southern Confederacy. But by getting far 
enough away from the hive, now left by the purloiners in the 
middle of the road, after a good deal of scare, and a good many 
‘stings and arrows of outraged fortune' the column renewed its 
march in pretty fair order. The only casualties noted, and that 
on the c|uartermaster’s report of Companv G, Seventh Pennsyl- 
vania cavalry, was ‘one horse stung to death by bees.’ This was 
the literal fact. The bees seemed to center on one particular 
horse of that company, and absolutely stung him to death.’’ 

It was learned tliat some four hundred factory girls from Ros- 
well were sent to Indiana by orders of “Sherman, the unfeeling 
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beast, penniless and friendless, to seek a livelihood among a 
strange and hostile people/* 

A Union spy, J. C. Moore, completed his mission in Atlanta 
and returned to his own 4th Army Corps in the vicinity of 
Turner’s Ferry. He had loitered, undetected, in the neighbor- 
hood of General Johnston’s headquarters, a two-story, small 
white house on Marietta Road, fronting on the W. & A. tracks 
and about three miles from the center of Atlanta. 

He noticed a woman he identified as Mrs. Johnston at the 
six-room dwelling, as well as “other ladies’’ on Saturday night. 
To Moore, their activities suggested a “jollification.’’ 


JULY 12 


■I Southern Press Association 

** Atlanta, July 72— There has been no change in the position of 
affairs during the past few days. The enemy are in position on 
the northside of the river. There is some firing between sharp- 
shooters, with occasional artillery firing by the enemy, without 
damage to us. 

“A small force is reported on this side of the river, about 8 
miles above the railroad bridge. I'hey keep VC 17 close to the 
fort. 

“The Governor arrived here last evening and is urging for- 
ward everything for the defence of Atlanta. ” 


WBl Nashville Times 

“Our army rests its wings on the Chattahoochee above and 
below the bridge. The main rebel army is across— only one 
corps (Hardee’s) remains on this side, occupying the tete-du- 
pont. The weather is very bad. We have driven the enemy from 
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the strong positions at Kennesaw and Smyrna and camp five 
miles south of Marietta. We have taken some 2000 prisoners. 
Our pickets are on the river bank at Price’s Ferry and at the 
mouth of Nickajack.” 

Governor lirown conferred witli Mayor Calhoun, members of 
the City Council, and local militia until after midnight. The 
men agreed, a “crisis” was at hand. Every male citizen, short of 
complete senility and infirmity, was to be forcibly called to arms. 
The very fact that Georgia’s Governor had deemed it necessary 
to rush to Atlanta was considered a dire omen. 

Meanwhile, in rustic Decatur, a thirty-six-year-old woman, 
Mqry Ann Harris Gay, was preparing to bring food to the Em- 
pire Hospital on Whitehall Street in Atlanta. Mary, small, 
brunette, moderately attractive, was her twice-widowed mother’s 
sole companion, aside Irom slaves. Her half-brother, Tom 
Stokes, who had been lighting the Union forces as a soldier- 
preacher e\er since she could remember, rarely came home. 

By mid-morning, Mary took her fifteen-year-old Negro, Toby, 
in tow. They hurried out of the low, one and one-half-story 
Irarne house, across their acreage of lawns and woods toward 
the railroad station. The Gay residence was but three blocks 
Irom the center of town and about nine from the station. 

She passed the court house, the square, the shaded grounds 
()l her neighbors and, then, was at the Augusta Railroad station. 
Several days ago she had brought food to the Fair Ground Hos- 
pital, where she had met wounded comrades of Tom whom she 
loved and admired far more deeply than she could have her own 
brother. 

Finally, the train, made up only of box cars, and spewing 
wood cinders like some mechanized arsonist, ground and wheezed 
its way into the small station. In another hour, Mary and the 
provisions-loaded Toby were in Atlanta: 

“Taking one of the baskets we had bnmght with us from 
Decatur, and which contained biscuits, rusks, broiled and fried 
chicken, giound coffee, and blackberry wdne, I handed it to him 
and we wended our way to the hospital. Things were not in as 
good shape theie as at the Fair Ciround Hospital. I perceived 
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this at a glance, and upon asking and receiving permission from 
the Superintendent, I soon tidied up things considerably. Toby 
brought pails of fresh water, and aided in bathing the faces, 
hands, and arms of the convalescing soldiers, while I hunted up 
the soldier lads who ought to have been at home with their 
mothers, and bestowed the tender loving service that woman 
only can give to tlie sick and suffering. 

“Entering one of the wards I perceived a youth, or one I took 
to be a youth, from his slender fragile figure, and his beardless 
face, lean and swarthy in sickness, but beautiful in its fine tex- 
ture, and the marble-like whiteness of the brow. That he was of 
French extraction there could be no doubt. Quietly kneeling by 
the side of his cot, I contemplated liis face, his head, his figure 
—I listened to his breathing, and watched the pidsations of his 
heart, and knew that his days, yeah, his hours, were numbered. 
Taking his hand in mine, I perceived that the little vitality that 
remained was fast burning up tvith fever. Putting back the 
beautiful rings of raven hair that lay in dishevelled clusters over 
his classic head, and partly concealed his white brow, I thought 
of his mother, and imprinted upon his forehead a kiss for her 
sake. The deep slumber induced by anodynes was broken by 
that touch, and a dazed awakening ensued. ‘Mother,’ was his 
pathetic and only utterance. 

“ ‘What can I do for you, my dear child?’ 

“There are looks and tones which arc never forgotten, and 
never shall I forget the utter despair in the eyes, lustrous and 
beautifid enough to look upon the glory of Heaven, and the 
anguish of the voice musical enough to sing the songs of ever- 
lasting bliss, as he said in tremulous tone, and broken sentences: 

“ ‘I want to see a Catholic: priest. I have paid several men to 
go for me. They have gone off and never returned. I have no 
more money with whi( h to pay any one else.’ 

“In silence I listened and wept. At length 1 said: 

“ ‘My dear young friend, can you not make confession to “our 
Father which art in Heaven,” and ask Him for Christ’s sake to 
absolve you from all the sins of which you may think yourself 
guilty? He will do it without the intervention of a priest, if yon 
will only believe in Him and trust Him. Can you not do this?’ 
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“The pencil of Raphael would fail to depict the anguish of 
his face; all hope left it, and, as he turned his despairng look 
upon the wall, tear drops glistened in his eyes and filled the 
sunken hollows beneath them. Again I took his passive hand in 
mine, and with the other hand upon his white forehead I told 
him he should see a priest— that I myself would go for one, and 
just as soon as he could be found I would return with him. 
Before leaving, however, I went to the ward where I had left 
Toby and the basket, and filling a little glass with wine I 
brought it to the sinking youth. He could not be induced to 
taste it. In vain I plead with him, and told him that u would 
strengthen him for the interview with the priest. ‘I am going 
now, and will come back, too, as soon as I can,’ I said to the 
dying youth, for to all intents and purposes he was dying then. 
Seeing the other patients watching my every movement with 
pathetic interest, I was reminded to give the rejected wine to the 
weakest looking one of them. 

“Leaving Toby to either wait on, or to amuse the soldiers of 
the ward first entered (where I found him playing the latter 
role much to their delight), with hasty steps I went to the Catho- 
lic parsonage on Hunter Street. In response to my ring the door 
was opened by an Irish woman from whom I learned that the 
priest was not in, and would not be until he came to luncheon 
at 12 o’clock. It was then 11 o’clock, and I asked the privi- 
lege of waiting in the sitting room until he came. This being 
granted, I entered the room consecrated to celibacy, and per- 
haps to holy thoughts, judging from the pictures upon the walls, 
and the other ornaments. These things furnished food for re- 
flection, and the waiting would not have seemed so long but for 
the thought of the poor suffering one who had given his young 
life for our cause.” 

Mary Gay waited in the Church of the Immaculate Concep- 
tion, located across from City Hall and the Fulton County 
Court House. The man who “perhaps” had holy thoughts in 
this place of “celibacy” was the balding, thirty-three-year-old 
Reverend Thomas O’Reilly. The Irish-born priest had proven 
an indefatigable worker in the hospital, a familiar sight as he 
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left the small wooden rectory in the morning, his Missal in one 
hand, food basket in the other. 

“There goes Father O’Reilly,” passers-by would remark. 

Atlantans saw that he was making ecclesiastical history on 
other fronts— fraternization with the clergy of distinctly differ- 
ent faiths. 

The day grew hotter. The flies buzzed their intrusive song of 
torpor on the parsonage ceiling. A smell of onions and grease 
drifted in from the kitchen. Finally: 

“Intuitively I knew the sound of derical footsteps as they 
entered the hall, and hastening to meet him I asked, 

“ ‘Is this Father O’Reilly?’ 

“Receiving an affirmative answer. I told him of the youth at 
tlie Empire Hospital who refused to he comforted other than by 
a Catholic priest, and of my promise to bring one to him. Father 
O’Reilly said he had been out since early morning, visiting the 
sick, and would be obliged to refresh himsell, both by food and 
repose, but that I could say to the young man that he wotild be 
there by .S o’clock. ‘O, sir, you don’t realize the importance of 
haste. Please let me remain in your silting room until you ha\e 
eaten your luncheon, and then 1 know you will go with me. I 
too have been out ever since early morning, engaged in the 
same Christ-like labors as yourself, and I do not rerpiiie either 
food or repose.’ 

“My earnestness prevailed, and in a short while we were at 
our destination. At my request, f ather O’Reilly waited in the 
passageway leading to the ward until I went in to prepare the 
dying youth for his coming. I found him in that restless condi- 
tion, neither awake nor asleep, which often precedes the deep 
sleep that knows no waking. Wetting my handkercliief with 
cold water, I bathed his face and hands, and spoke gently to 
him, and, when he seemed sufficiently aroused to understand 
me, I told him in cheerful tones tliat he ccjuld not guess who had 
come to see him. Catching his look of in(|uiry, I told liirn it was 
Father O’Reilly, and that I would bring him in. Opening the 
door, I motioned to Father O’Reilly to follow me. The dying 
youth and the Catholic priest needed no introduction by me. 
There was a mystic tie between them that I recognized as sacred. 
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and I left them alone. Telling Father O’Reilly that I consigned 
my charge to him, and that I would come back to-morrow, I 
bade them good-bye and left. 

“The contents of the basket had been gratefully received and 
devoured by those who deserved the best in the land, because 
they were tlie land’s defenders.” 

The “emancipated spirit,” by evening, took its “flight to 
heaven.” 


JULY 13 


WM Richmond Examiner 

C;(jv. brown having oflicial advices that per- 
sons uiiliin the military age, having Confederate details to re- 
main al home in pursuit ol their ordinary avocations, express a 
(leterminaiion not to obey the recent order to report at Atlanta 
for the defense ol theii homes and state, has instructed the 
proper otlKeis to arrest all such persons and send them under 
guard to Atlanta. If loue is used against lawful authority, sufli- 
lient lorce will be sent to any point to overcome the resistance. 

“lie admonishes the men that have been detailed by the Con- 
federaty for agricultural purpose that their crops w’ill not be 
endangered by their absence for a short period.” 

m Southern Press Association 

Atlanta— The enemy are massing on our right near Roswell. 
A portion of the Yankee army are c'n the south side of the Chat- 
tahoochee. Sherman’s headquarters are near Vining’s Station. 
Skirmishing across river (oniinues near t' e bridge. Fverything 
is fjuiet below.” 

joe Semmes, the wholesale litjuor dealer ol Washington and 
Memphis, caim into Atlanta where his army’s commissary head- 
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quarters would be established— at least temporarily. No stranger 
to the Southern metropolis, he had numerous friends, including 
the Claytons and their letter-writing daughter, “Giissie.” 

He made himself comfortable in temporary lodgings and 
started a letter to his “beloved Eo.“ All was not well. The ap- 
proaching envelopment of Atlanta was only one troublesome 
content of his Pandora’s box. 

He had to tell “Eo” that he found sickness in the Clayton 
household, that he had learned that his cousin, Raphael, had 
lost his raider Alabama: 

“I arrived here on Sunday. The Army having crossed to this 
side of the Chattahoochee, where our lines now are, made it 
necessary that the supplies should be issued from here, being 
but about four and a half miles to the troops. Ehe greatest con- 
sternation prevailed here when the inoxement became known, 
and thousands of idlers and speculators that crowded this den 
of thieves fled in dismay with what of their ill-gotten goods and 
money they could carry off. The troops laugh at the terrors of 
this class but feel great compassion for the unfortunates who 
must remain here should we evacuate the place. 

“With some exceptions the people that lemain are either 
those who are unable to leave or who will be pleased with the 
presence of the Army. Though every prejraration has been made 
by the ofliccrs of the Cfoverument lor the final exaciiation ol 
Atlanta, stores and manulacturers’ machinery, etc. to be re- 
moved, I do not believe we shall give it up. The movements ol 
the opposing armies may expose the city, like Petersburg, to 
the shells of the enemy, and to partial destruction, but 1 dcr not 
think the place will e\er be abandoned now'. 

“Idle enemy yet hesitate on the opposite banks ol the ri\er, 
no considerable force having yet crossed. Our tioops arc eager 
to meet them, no matter at what odds, and we confidently ex- 
pect some reinforcements from beyond the Mississippi, said to be 
already on the march on this side of that river. On the whole 
we are cheerful and confident, and there is no abatement in the 
spirits of the soldiers, and upon their reliance in the alulity of 
the General, no matter what enhers may say. 

‘Genl. Bragg arrived here this morning, supposedly at the 
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request of Genl. Johnston, to consult with him. His appearance 
here will give great satisfaction to the troops. 

“I found the Claytons in sad affliction when I arrived, Mary 
and Gussy, both very ill, and consequently their parents obliged 
to remain jjere, liappen what may. Gussy has typhoid and pneu- 
monia and Mary has a sort of nervous fever and is constantly 
under hallucination that she is about to die and will be lost. 
She is a mere shadow now, and was looking so fresh and hand- 
some when I saw her before. Cousin Caroline and Mr. Clayton 
are worn out with watching at night and all day, and so is 
Pauline, Spencer’s wife, who will not leave them until tiie Army 
should evacuate this point. 

“John Dawson has returned to his regiment and is now in 
command, Colonel Magevney is acting Brigadier Genl.; com- 
manding Vaughan’s Brigade. Genl. V. having lost his foot lately, 
by a shell. Brad Liuket is quite well and dined here yesterday. 
I have not seen Warfield for some days, he is at work somewhere 
at the front. 

“I suppose you have heard of the loss of the Alabama, Raphael 
is much condemned tor fighting at all, and especially with his 
ship in bad condition after a long cruise around the world. The 
Yankee commander John A. Winslow played a regular Yankee 
trick. After he struck his colors, the sign of surrender, the Ala- 
bama came close up in the act of boarding when the Yankee 
fired into her which caused the loss of the vessel. Thank God, 
however, that cousin Raphael is safe, and I doubt not he will 
soon be afloat with another and finer ship. 

“Sometimes of late in spite of all my occupation and the un- 
ceasing crowds of officers and men around me, I feel my peculiar 
longing for you my beloved and I become low in spirit and 
heartsick. I have been disappointed more than you dream of 
in not seeing you once more before :his campaign, now it is im- 
possible until winter, oh so long, perhaps not then. Your loving 
letters give me so much pleasure and comfort, that I want them 
always to be loving letters, sweet letters that make my heart rush 
into my mouth and my arms close upon— air. Bless you my pre- 
cious Eo, for all those sweet words. I shall reply you with interest 
in all the way you love best.” 
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Joe Semmes had joined many other Confederate officers and 
their staffs in Atlanta. Some, like himself, had tumbled in, post 
haste, in the last few days— or hours— while others had been in 
residence long enough to boast they were "settled.” The best 
homes and servants had been commandeered already. 

Pat Cleburne was comfortable at the Archibald Whitehead 
house on Marietta Road, near General Johnston. Major Gen- 
eral Samuel G. French was at the Jennings’ mansion on Tur- 
ner’s Ferry Road. Sam French, peppery, slight, and moustached, 
had been a classmate of General Grant’s at "the Point.” That 
hot Wednesday, he was more out of sorts than customary. He 
mopped his high, moist forehead as he confided to his notebook: 

"The camp is filled with rumors. 

"The enemy is reported to have crossed the river and then 
gone back. I rode to Stewart’s headquarters and thence to At- 
lanta. I saw Capt. Maupin in the hospital. Poor fellow; he was 
shot at the Latimar house, through the breast. I went to see 
Gen. Johnston and found Gen. Braxton Bragg there. He conies 
from Richmond. What is his mission? Who knows? Is Sherman 
on this side of the river? Has Grant’s failures in Virginia and 
Early’s invasion of Pennsylvania affected movements down here? 
A few days will determine. O for brighter days for the Confed- 
eracy! I have been obliged to order the guards to fire on the 
cavalry when they go in the river to bathe with the Federal cav- 
alry. Federals never venture in unless our men are bathing. 
Our men are not seeking fords; they are. I his is what they are 
looking for.” 

But there remained many officers— and men— fighting a rear- 
guard action south of the Chattahoochee. Lieutenant .\ndy Neal 
was among them. Ever nearing his own palatial birthplace on 
the corner of Washington and Mitchell streets in retreat, Andy 
paused long enough to write to his sister Emma: 

"We were about the last command to (ross, to this side and 
fire the pontoons. 

"We have a singular state of affairs in our front end, one I do 
not think altogether right. On one side our Battery is strongly 
posted supported by one of Cheatham’s Brigade (Maury’s). Just 
across the river are hundreds of blue coat Yankees of Fighting 
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Joe Hooker’s Corps. We are not fifty yards apart and any of us 
would do anything to destroy the other. Yet we walk along the 
river banks talking as friendly and courteously as if to old ac- 
quaintances. The men laid aside their guns and are scattered up 
and down^the river swapping canteens and hats and bartering 
one commodity for another. All day we lie in the shade of the 
banks and act very becomingly but at night the men commence 
cursing and taunting each other and carry on rich conversations. 
I was up all last night working our position and surprised them 
this morning as a frowning fort arose where yesterday there was 
but a red hill. They don’t like it but as our boys tell them we 
will do them no harm if they keep out of range. If we get 
at loggerheads we will be much annoyed as the enemy is en- 
trenched so near us. They are cautious about crossing this 
side and I scarcely think they will attempt it where Hardee’s 
(’.orps is. They are feeling the Cavalry and I always tremble for 
the result when they have the fighting to do. I am convinced 
Sherman is sorely perplexed and wants to see what Grant is 
going to do before he pushes down farther. Johnston can save 
Atlanta by fighting for it but the preservation of the Army is 
infinitely of more importance than Atlanta. As long as our Army 
continues in the field Sherman can do little damage in Georgia 
and I cannot believe it is possible for him to remain in Georgia 
much longer. If we had a good General at the head of our army 
we would have the bulk of Sherman’s army in twenty days. I 
don’t believe Johnston ever did or ever will fight unless he gains 
some decided advantage and I look for nothing in that direction 
while so conservative a (General as Sherman commands the 
Yankee Army. 

“I had my box from Atlanta yesterday that Cousin Donie 
sent me. It was lull of vegetables very nice and in tolerable good 
order. I sent to the Express office for Benny’s and my box in- 
tending to send a man to him with as much as he wanted but 
Benny had sent and got his box the day before. He was to come 
up when they came but I suppose he cannot get off as Jackson’s 
C.< . is busy watching the enemy on our left flank and I suppose 
Jackson wants all his couriers at present. I am glad the relief 
coitimittec spared my bottles of vinegar and catsup as they come 
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to hand very opportunely at present. I wrote a letter to Cousin 
Donie thanking her for the vegetables. I was not certain it came 
from her altogether. 

“The box you sent us that was robbed by the Relief Com- 
mittee was a most provoking circumstance but no worse than 
they have to do to set table for hosts of Quartermasters Com- 
missaries stragglers and Dead Heads which congregate at the 
rear. The troops that build the works lie in the trenches and do 
the fighting do not get one twentieth of the vegetables and con- 
tributions that the ladies of the State have so generously 
stripped their gardens to furnish. I understand that thousands 
of crate-fulls came up on the cars. Since we left Dalton, vege- 
table tables have been issued to our Division twice. At Kenne- 
saw while we were doing heavy work and hard fighting I drew 
rations for 94 men. They issued about a peck of potatoes, six or 
seven cabbage heads, two squashes and four or five beets. The 
other issue was as ridiculous, about as bad as when they issued 
ground peas at Dalton, three to the man. 

“Our men get vegetable diet by cooking up polk, potato tops. 
May pop vines, kurlip weed, lambs (|uarter, thistle and a hun- 
dred kind of weed I always thought poison. I thought it trash 
at first but the boys call it ‘long Forage’ and it beats nothing. I 
am having good times now if the Yankees keep cjuict and our 
General will let our pickets remain social. The commissary gives 
us bacon and corn bread enough and it is a sorry man that can’t 
fight on tliat . . . the men that do the hard fighting and have all 
the hard li\ing while the crowds at the rear get all that is in- 
tended at the front. But I have not nor never will complain of 
anything my country gives me.” 

I'hat afternoon. General Bragg wired twice to President 
Davis in rapid succession: 

“His F.xcellency, )effcr.son Davis, Richmond: 

“Have just arrived without detention. Our army all south of 
the Chattahoochee, and indications seem to favor an entile 
evacuation of tliis place. Shall see Cieneral Johnston immedi- 
ately (1 P.M.). The enemy are reported by (k^ieial Wheeler as 
having crossed two corps to this side of the river about nine 
miles above the railroad bridge. An official report has just 
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reached General Wright that the enemy’s cavalry, accompanied 
by artillery, crossed the Chattahoochee this evening nine miles 
from Newnan. Were at last accounts advancing on that place. 
Our army is sadly depleted and now reports 10,000 less than the 
return of 1.0th June. I find but little encouraging. 

B. Bragg" 


JULY 14 

B Nashville Union 

“The rebels, on Sunday, finding Sherman had effected a lodg- 
ment south of the river, burned the railroad and turnpike 
bridges, together with three pontoons. 

“Their works were the strongest found on the whole line 
from Dalton, and were protected by abattis, so that a direct 
assault would have been an impossibility. The stream is at pres- 
ent shallow, and the bottom rocky, but no men could have 
fouled it and charged up the embankment to their works. 

"The entrenchments extended along the river bank for five 
miles, and were located in a position to sweep the surrounding 
country. Johnston had evidently been months in preparing 
them. 

“.After the flank movement commenced the rebel general 
offered no resistance, btit fell back. We ptirsued to the fortifica- 
tions around Atlanta, which were but eight miles distant. W’c 
know of no other point at which i stand can be made.” 

ES ( iiicinnati Commercial 

“Intelligence from the rear is frequently received, giving par- 
tii iilars of the operations of guerrillas who lurk about their 
homes during M’c daytime, with the oath of allegiance in their 
pockets, to disappear, mysteriously, at nightfall, nobody knows 
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where. . . . Better by far lay every house in ashes, send the help- 
less families north and support them until the close of the war 
than permit these unprincipallcd men to return home and per- 
petrate their villainy.” 

In Atlanta, little was published to satisfy the public’s thirst 
for news. Editor McCallahan of the Appeal dug tirelessly and 
voraciously for any scrap of information that helped depict the 
dreary and flaming scene that was yesterday. But he had little to 
print these tid bits on, and his press it elf was a rattling, par- 
tially mechanized junkpilc. 

The Press Association served the major newspapers of the 
Confederacy, especially those in Richmond. But the dispatches 
the correspondents filed from Atlanta generally did not find 
their way back to Atlanta until weeks later when the city re- 
ceived out-of-town papers. 

The brick Intelligence building at Alabama and Whiteliall 
streets was empty~hot, still, and reeking dankly of printers’ ink 
in the day, black, drafty, and locjking utterly haunted at night. 
Only the smell and the stray scraps of paper hinted that an im- 
portant newspaper was once issued there daily. 

Yet, if some voices were raised in desultory, futile complaint 
of the lack of news, far more welled into a petulant c horus over 
the dearth of mail. Soldiers growled that they had not received 
letters in one, two, three weeks, and more. But the understaffed 
postal clerks threw up their hands because the letters that did 
arrive were, for the most part, too poorly addressed to readily 
find their destination. 

Somewhat the same situation existed at the Atlantic Ollicc, 
where telegrams piled up for General C. (i. Dahlgren and 
twenty-one others. Any one of them might be dead or alive. No 
one seemed to know, or care. 

Houses without occupants were on the increase. Many owners 
closed the front door and fled, leaving the buildings empty, 
silent, and forlorn. A few persons scjught (against obvious odds) 
new buyers. 

John Peel was one of these. He had advertised his three-room 
residence off and on throughout July: “with fireplace, kitchen 
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and garden.’’ Today, he lowered his price. But who— other than 
General Sherman— desired Atlanta property? 

Rumors continued thick as the July insects, rumors otten cal- 
culated to bolster sagging morales. Colonel Taylor Beatty, 
Hardee’s lawyer from Thibodanx, Louisiana, listened to an ex- 
ceptionally imaginative rumor— “two steamers, with 500 fron- 
tier-type fighters were leaving Wilmington to steam to Point 
Lookout, Maryland, to liberate Confederate prisoners there.” 
They would be armed, so ran the rumor, then hasten to join 
General Early’s raiders, ‘now laying waste to Maryland.” 

Yet, since the debacle at Gettysburg, Beatty and othti officers 
of his rank entertained fewer illusions of defeating Washington. 
They only hoped for a favorable, negotiated peace. 

The men in the trenches, on the other hand, were more prone 
to dream. James R. Mathes, inching southward, ever southward 
with his outfit, between the Chattahoochee and Atlanta, wrote 
“Grandma” Smith, the well-known Confederate hospital ma- 
tron: 

“It has been almost impossible for me to get paper and en- 
velopes. I beg you to forgive me for my neglect to one I hold 
ever dear . . . Our small brigade has lost heavily in this cam- 
paign, though it is in fine spirits, and is as determined as it was 
three years ago. 

‘I think that General Johnston is done falling back, and now 
it comes somebody else’s turn to try it. Sherman has got tired 
of following Johnston as he did Polk in Mississippi, and I think 
or hope at least that before August he wdll retrace his steps . . . 
As they are skirmishing very heavy in front at this time I will 
come to a close'.” 

Another communication was being sent from ‘‘near Atlanta” 
to General Braxton Bragg: 

“Commanding Armies Confederate States, Richmond: 

“Our present position is a very difficult one, and we should 
not, under any circumstances, allow the enemy to gain posses- 
siuii of Atlanta, and deem it excessively important, should we 
find the enemv intends esublishing the Chattahoochee as their 
line, relying upon interrupting our communications and again 
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virtually dividing our country, that we should attack him even 
if we should have to recross the river to do so. I have, General, 
so often urged that we should force the enemy to give us battle 
as to almost be regarded reckless by the officers, high in rank, in 
this army, since their views have been so directly opposite. 1 
regard it as a great misfortune to our country that we failed to 
give battle to the enemy many miles north of our present posi- 
tion. Please say to the President that I shall continue to do my 
duty cheerfully and faithfully and strive to do what I think is 
best for our country as my constant prayer is for our success. 

Respectfully, 

]. B. Hood 
Lt. Genl.” 

Late that evening, weary clerks at the Atlantic Office wrote 
down the tappings from distant Richmond, spelling out a mes- 
sage to General Johnston from Senator Benjamin H. Hill, of 
Georgia, who once opposed secession: 

‘ You must do the work with your present force. For God's 
sake do it!” 


JULY 15 


Nasfwillr Times 

”At the last accounts, our forces were still strongly and securely 
entrenched at the Chattahoochee. 

“There has been no pursuit of the rebels, and no advance 
from the banks of the Chattahoochee toward Atlanta. 

“Passengers on the evening train today state that rumors pre- 
vail at Nashville that Gen. Sherman has captured 6,000 pris- 
oners, but the time and legality are not stated ... it is also stated 
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that Gen. Sherman has ordered a correspondent of a New York 
paper out of his lines.” 


■ The New York Times 

“From Sherman's army we have intelligence that while our 
forces have crossed the Chattahoochee, they had not, at the date 
of the last reports, advanced much beyond the soutliern bank of 
the river. No attempt had been made to pursue the rebels. For 
tills there are doulitless ample reasons, without indulging even 
the faintest surmise that Sherman has given up the pursuit for 
good. The reports come that he had made large captures of 
prisoners.” 

In Atlanta, as in all of the South, money was impossibly in- 
flated. Mrs. Hull spent five hundred dollars for a pair of but- 
toned shoes for Lucy, the fust of their style seen in the city. 
Lucy recalled: 

"I remember saying . . . that if I had a hundred dollars I 
would do— 1 foiget what— and my father’s pulling a $100 bill out 
of his pocket and handing it to me, saying, there, take it down 
the street and see it you can buy a stick of candy!’ I stood rooted 
to the spot, and my mother took it away from me, saying 
‘Cieorge, how can you!’ 

“He answered bitterly that he had a wheelbarrow' full, just 
like it.” 

(ieneral Bragg wired Jefferson Davis, in Richmond: 

"I base made (ieneral Johnston two visits and been received 
(ourteously and kindly. He has not sought my advice and it 
wa.s not s olunteered. I cannot learn that he has any more plan 
lor the futtire than he has had in the past. It is expected that 
he will await the enemy on a line some three miles from here, 
and the impression presails that ue is now more inclined to 
fight.” 

Johnston apologized for not paying the initial call upon 
Braa*'. whom he had succeeded in December as commander of 
the Army and Depaitment of Tennessee, “I have not visited 
you becattse alwtd.uiely afraid to lease my quarters.” 

That Friday, General Sherman, too, was reporting in a dis- 
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patch to Major General George H. Thomas, commanding tht* 
Army of the Cumberland: 

“A scout in from Atlanta with dates to 3 p.m. 13th, says Bragg 
and staff had arrived and Kirby Smith with 20,000 was expected 
from Meridian. All bosh of course. All newspapers have quit 
Atlanta except the Memphis Appeal. That I suppose is tired of 
moving and wants to be left alone.*’ 

A local writer, Wallace P. Reed, evinced his objectivity and 
sense of humor with a sang-froid that maintained the undimin- 
ished envy, if not surprise, ol his friends. The worse the times 
became, the more sublimely detached grew young Reed. 

He noted that the late press manifested, “a degree of courage, 
cheerfulness, military knowledge and insight into the future 
more remarkable than can be found in the journalism of any 
country upon the face ol the eartli.” 

Even so, all-even those who tiiiici/ed and ridiculed Atlanta’s 
newspapeis— were acutel) aware of their absence now that the 
editors had Hed. It was as tliough old fiiends had stepped, per- 
emptorily, out of Atlanta. 

Weeks’, e\en months’ cjld newspapers liom otlier cities, torn, 
stained, and dog-eared from much perusal en route, were the 
fare of Atlanta readers. Vet, bcK)ks were still available, and in 
S. P. Richards’ store such as these were displayed piominenily: 

Les Miserables, Lady Audley\s Secret, The Captain of The 
Vulture, \o Xame, Great Expectations, A Strani^e Stojy, 'Ihe 
Aide-de-camp, Clairmonde , and Master William iMitten. 

There were also pamphlets, among them the many inspira- 
tional efforts of Dr. Charles Eodd Quintard, pastoi of the new. 
ill-starred St. l.uke’s Episcopal Church. I he C'.onnec tic ui-born 
Quintard, who was also a graduate physician, was in demand 
from all cpiarters lor his multiple talents. Ncitlier his Atlanta 
congregation, the 1st rennessee Regiment who knew him as 
their chaplain, nor Dr. Stout’s hcjspitals, could use him to 
satisfactory advantage. 

Dr. Quintard sensed the end. It was coming, he knew, even 
though he could not predict the exact month. On the other 
hand, its very inevitability drove him to more frantic' activity. 

In Newnan, the shadow of defeat was already present. Nurse 
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Kate Cumming heard the Federals were advancing. Colonel 
Griffin, post commandant, had already recruited all hospitalized 
soldiers who could somehow limp or hobble along, given them 
rifles, and sent them out to hastily-dug trenches on the perim- 
eter of tlte tiny village south of Atlanta. The colonel tele- 
graphed to Johnston for help. 

“We all went to work to prepare for the enemy’s reception,” 
Nurse CAimming recorded. “The first thing done was to send 
into the woods the Negroes, poultry, cattle, convalescents and 
all the nurses excepting those actually needed to take care of 
the sick. 

“A wagon was loaded with all the valuables and sent to parts 
unknown. W^e had valises packed with a few clothes, and baskets 
filled with provisions, in case we should be compelled to take 
to the woods. 

“We have been told that the enemy burn every hospital 
building, and we liad no idea that they would show us any 
merc y. We packed our trunks and concluded to remain in the 
hospital, thinking it might be as safe a place as any. 

“We had a large quantity of whiskey, which we were afraid 
to keep, for tear if the enemy should get it they would act worse 
tlian without it, so it was sent to the woods. 

“.Ml the surgeons left except Dr. Hughes, who remained at 
his post. The excitement in town was very great. I do not sup- 
pose there was an eye closed all night. On looking out w’e could 
see lights all over the place, the people moving everything that 
was movable. 

“About 12 midnight Miss W. concluded to go down to her 
aunt s, living near West Point. The train was expected from 
.Atlanta at 2 .\.m. She got ready, and some of the men carried her 
baggage tc^ the depot. 1 started with hei: on our way down we 
met a gentleman, who inh^rmed us that the train w’ould not be 
down, as the conductc^r was fearful c^f its being captured. 

“We sat up all night long, and it was a night of dread. Every 
now^ and again some one came into town telling us that the 
emmy were but a few’ mile's off. F.very little noise we heard, wc 
made sure thev had come. A man came in and told us that they 
were on the outskirts of the tow'ii waiting for daylight.” 
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■I Cincinnati Gazette 

“Last night, Hardee’s Corps, which was the last portion of the 
Rebel army on this side of the Chattahoochee, burned both the 
railroad bridge and the wagon road bridge over the river and 
retired to the other side. At the tin>e I write this, therefore, 
there is no Rebel force on this side of the Chattahoochee, except 
guerrillas and straggling bodies of cavalry. 

“The 23rd and another corps are across the river. The rest 
of the army is rapidly following. Sherman crosses tomorrow, 
and there is not much doubt that he will push straight on to 
Atlanta . . . don’t consider it certain, however, that there will 
be no further fighting this side of Atlanta.’’ 

■I Richmond Exaininer 

“Rumors of another attempt by the enemy to cut the West 
Point Railroad are in circulation, but nothing certain of the 
movement is yet known. 

“The following official report was sent by command of Gen. 
Johnston to headquarters last night: 

“ ‘Since the failure of the enemy to cut the West Point Rail- 
road near Newnan, both armies have been quiet and occupy 
their former position. Ours is much improved by rest and bath- 
ing, and all are in fine spirits.’ ’’ 

On that Saturday, Joe Johnston telegraphed a former West 
Point schoolmate, Jefferson Davis: 

“As the enemy has double our number, we must be on the 
defensive, my plan of operations must, therefore, depend upon 
that of the enemy. It is mainly to watch for an opportunity tcj 
fight to advantage. We are trying to put Atlanta in condition to 
be held for a day or two by the Georgia militia, that army move- 
ments may be freer and wider.” 

As Sherman’s cannon boomed nearer the great Georgia city, 
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hysteria became more prevalent. Any taint of “Unionism’* was 
ever-present tinder for a lynching. A soldier, just in from the 
bayous of MivSsissippi, chanced to find a copy of Uncle Tom*s 
Cabin in a bookstore. Quickly, he clomped out to find com- 
panions \vho might help him tar and feather the luckless pro- 
prietor. 

Fortunately, the overzealous soldiers were so noisy in their 
preparations that word preceded their return by minutes. No 
Uncle Tonis Cabin was to be found, even after the store was 
ransacked. When the soldiers, who reeked of bad whiskey, left 
they were muttering threats against their buddy whom they now 
believed was tiying to make fools of them. 

Drunken soldiers on overnight passes were only a part of the 
noxious rabble in Atlanta. Stragglers who might have been out 
of the trendies for days or weeks prowled the streets day and 
night like slovenly-uniformed vultures. The decent women of 
Atlanta, going to market or to the hospitals, were propositioned 
and otherwise insulted regularly. 

To venture from home at night meant courting rape, if not 
death. Fven houses were a doubtful sanctuary against drunken 
marauders. 

Tliere was another and olten overlooked factor working 
against the ladies ol Atlanta: the jaded belles of the evening 
who had wintered with the army in Dalton, then escaped ahead 
of the advaiK ing Yankees, were now poised to fly ag*ain to safer 
perches. Freciuenting the depot in hopes of a free ride south, 
they were, naturally enough, taking with them what the idle, 
brawling soldiers held so dear. Where, now, could the young 
men find release lor their passions? 

|usr south ol the station a lar milder diversion continued its 
tawdry existent e— Humbug Rov\. It remained the bane of one 
Atlanta physic ian-druggist. Dr. John Siainback Wilson, who 
wrote: 

“Here is a kind ol camping ground lor lotterymen, patent 
medicine vendors, and all kinds of small shows. Here flourish 
the pri/e-package business, the educated hogs and uneducated 
men; monster^ of all kinds, human and inhuman, corn doctors, 
root doctors, and all kinds of doctors except regular doctors. 
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Here are the microscope-men, the balloon-men, the telescope- 
men, the sham jewelry-men.” 

The militia drilled with an unmatched earnestness in City 
Hall Park. Heretofore exempt firemen, were now, by edict, a 
part of the local guard. Boys fifteen and men seventy had the 
greatest of difficulty in convincing the conscription officer that 
they were, respectively, too young or too old to serve. 

A story was told of the father who took his fifteen-year-old 
boy to headquarters and offered to turn him over for the bounty 
offered as incentive to the under- and over-aged cases. The 
officer protested the boy looked old enough to be drafted with- 
out a bounty, but finally paid when the father insisted he was 
three months under the age limit. The father gave the boy a 
dollar, as his share, before he said goodbye to this latest recruit. 

One disgruntled youth chopped off several finger tips with 
an ax, hoping to avoid service, then was sentenced to a regi- 
mental kitchen as punishment. 

“We waited in vain for the enemy,” wrote Nurse Kate Cum- 
ming in Newnan, following her sleepless vigil. “I thought I never 
had heard of cavalry taking so long to come a few miles. Our 
head cook did not leave, saying he was tired of running. \Vc 
had about 60 badly wounded men, who had to have something 
to eat; so, having no cooks, we all went to work and got break- 
fast ready, fully expecting the Yankees to eat it instead ol our 
men. 

‘‘After breakfast there were still no tidings ol the loe. We 
went to work and prepared dinner; Miss W. peeling potatoes 
and shelling peas, etc. all the time wondeiing if tlu* Yankees 
would like their dinner, as we knew that they would not be 
backward in helping themselves; l)ut by dinner time the joylul 
tidings arrived that Geneial Johnston had sent cavalry and 
driven them back. . . . 

‘‘We breathe fiee again, but only lor a little while, as I do 
not see what is to prevent them coming in at any time. I'he 
men arc coming back very much exhausted, l lie Negro women 
are nearly all sick, and vowing they will never run again. One 
old woman, who 1 am certain, the enemy could not be paid to 
take, is nearly dead. The women carried all their ( lothes with 
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them, as they hear the Federals rob black as well as white. 
Many an amusing story is related about the hiding. 

“It is a blessing we can laugh, lor the great anxiety is enough 
to kill any one. I cannot help wishing that our kind northern 
friends who love us so dearly that they will have us unite with 
them, whether we will or no. only had a little of it.” 

A few miles to the northeast, in Decatur, Mary Gay the girl 
who had brought Father O’Reilly to the dying soldier’s side, 
learned the unbelievable from Uncle Mack, the Negro black- 
smith, on her way to the village post office: 

“ ‘Did you know, Miss Mary, that the Yankees have crossed 
the river, and are now this side of the Chattahoochee?’ 

“ ‘Why no,’ I said and added with as much calmness as I 
could affect, ‘I do not know why I should be surprised— there 
is nothing to prevent them from coming into Decatur.’ 

“With an imprecation, more expressive than elegant, that 
evil should overtake them before getting here, he resumed 
hammering at the anvil, and 1 my walk to the post office. Nor 
was Uncle Mack the only one who volunteered the information 
that, ‘The Yankees arc coming— they are this side the river.’ 

“The time had come to devise means and methods of con- 
cealing the winter clothing and other accoutrements entrusted 
to my care by our dear soldiers. In order to save them, what 
should I do with them?- was a question which I found myself 
unable to answer. An attempt to retain and defend them would 
he futile indeed. And I have no right to jeopardize my mother’s 
home by a rash effort to accomplish an impossibility. But what 
shall I do with these precious things, is the question. A happy 
ihuught struck me, and I pursued it only to find it delusive. 
The near approach of Sherman’s army developed the astound- 
ing fact that Dr. A. Holmes, of Decatur, a Baptist minister of 
some prominence, claimed to be a Union man, in full sympathy 
with any means that would soonest quel) the rebellion. This 
I had not heard, and in my dilemma I went to him to impart 
my plans and ask advice. He was morose and reticent, and I 
hesitated; but. driven by desperation, I finally said: ‘Dr. 
Holmes, as a minister of the Gospel, are you not safe? All 
civilized nations respect clerical robes, do they not?’ 
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“ I think so,’ he said, and continued by saying, ‘I have other 
claims upon the Federal army which will secure me from moles- 
tation.’ 

“A look of surprise and inquiry being my only answer, he 
said, ‘Amid the secession craze, I have never given up my 
allegiance to the United States.’ 

“ ‘Why Dr. Holmes!’ I said, in unfeigned surprise. 

“ ‘I repeat most emphatically that I have remained unshaken 
in my allegiance to the United States. I have no respect for a 
little contemptible Southern Confedei "icy whose flag will never 
be recognized on land or on sea.’ ” 

Mary Gay was certain she had heard Dr. Holmes pray for 
the Southern cause and its success. Now convinced she was on 
enemy ground, she hurried home without discussing the matter 
of soldiers’ clothing. 

With the aid of her deaf maid, Telitha, Mary began to move 
the nine bulky boxes of winter uniforms sent by her brother 
Tom, from Dalton, which belonged to him and his two supe- 
riors, Brigadier General H. B. Granbury and Colonel Bob 
Young. Tom had warned, “should they be found in your pos- 
session by the enemy then our home might be demolished, and 
you perhaps imprisoned or killed upon the spot . . . are you 
willing to take the risk?” 

Mary was, yet she went to work with a certain frenzy to hide 
the evidence. She locked doors, drew the blinds, and gave fast 
orders to Telitha in sign language, as well as a pantomime 
warning of how the Yankees would cut both their throats if the 
boxes weren’t concealed. Telitha’s eyes popped as she repeated 
the gestures. 

Mary and her servant strained their shoulders against a ward- 
robe in one corner of the dining room, struggled and panted 
until the massive piece of furniture had been pushed into the 
middle of the room. Then, holding her skirts about her as she 
clambered to the top of her perch from the dining room table, 
she began working with a hammer and chisel. 

A jagged hole appeared in the plaster and lath of the ceiling 
as her hammer beat a muffled tattoo and the plaster vanished 
in little limey, irritating clouds. 
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“Very slow work it was at first, as the licks had to be struck 
upward instead of downward, and the plastering was very 
thick. Finally the chisel went through and was withdrawn and 
removed to another place and by repeated efforts I secured an 
aperture large enough to insert my fingers, and a few well- 
directed licks round and about, so cracked and weakened the 
plastering that I was enabled to pull off some large pieces . . . 
more than once the wardrobe had to be moved that I might pull 
off the plastering, and then with the greatest care pry off the 
laths. At length the feat was accomplished and I laid the lids of 
the boxes, which had been reserved for this purpose, across the 
joists and made a floor upon which to lay the goods, more than 
once specified in these sketches. When the last article had been 
laid on this improvised shelf, I gazed upon them in silent 
anguish and wept. Telitha caught the melancholy inspiration, 
and also wept. Kach lath was restored to its place and the peril- 
ous woik was completed, and how I thanked the Lord for the 
steady ner\e and level head that enabled me to d(3 this service 
for those wIk^ were fighting the battles of my country. 

“Rut the debris must be remo\ed. ^Vhile the doors were yet 
( losed and fastened, we pc^unded and broke the plastering into 
very small pieces and filled every vessel and basket in the house. 

I then went out and walked very leisurely over the yard and 
lot, and lingered over every lowly flower that sweetened the 
atmosphere by its fragrance, and when I was fully persuaded 
that no spy was lurking nigh 1 re-entered the house and locked 
the door. Picking up the largest vessel, and motioning Telitha 
to follow suit, I led the through a back dc^or to a huge 
old ash-hoppei, and emptied the pulverized plastering into it. 
In this way we soon had eveiy trace of it rcmc^ved from the 
floor. The dust that had settled upon everything was not so 
easily removed, but the lrec]uent use of dusting brushes and 
flannel cloths, disposed of the most of it. 

Mary wrote a note to her mother, “inviting her to come 
home,” to be delivered by Telitha. She had taken the unusual 
prcH'aution of packing off her mother and Toby to the depot, 
lor fear that Tv .by might talk. She chose the depot, a popular 
“emporium of news” where mothers, sisters, and sweetheaits 
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congregated in the hopes of word either via railroad trainmen 
or the “Confederate scouts that were ever and anon dashing 
through Decatur, with cheerful messages and words of hope.” 
Thus, Mary reasoned, neither her mother nor Toby would be 
suspicious. 

Noticing the shadows were long, Mary started to prepare a 
“good luscious dinner.” She thought of the soldiers who had 
paused to drink out of the big oaken bucket by the well and 
wondered if some of them would arrive for dinner. Just in case, 
she mixed an extra quantity of Hour “h r biscuits and tea cakes.” 


JULY 17 


The Xcw Yoik Heiald 

lepoii from New Yoik to the effect that 
Atlanta lias been occupied is without foundation. There arc 
all kinds of rumors regarding the evacuation of Atlanta by the 
enemy, but nothing is known positively of this. 

“One of the reports say that during the delay ol General 
Sherman at the river, the enemy has been enabled to get his 
valuables away; but in opposition to this it is well known that 
all had been sent away weeks since to Augusta. 'The evat nation 
of Atlanta really began several weeks ago. 

“General Sherman yesterday moved out ot his works on the 
south side ol the Chattahoochee to attack Joe Johnston’s forces, 
if found in front of them, or occupy the c ity in the event of his 
retreat. Ncjthing later than the inlc)rmation that he had moved 
has been received here; but I hope tomorrow to announce the 
occupation ol Atlanta.” 


(Mr. W. F. (i. Shanks, corresjxindent) 
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General Sam French had hoped the Yankees would not fire 
at him that Sunday. In many ways he was finding it a different 
conflict from the late Mexican War. 

“The enemy commenced a more rapid and continued fire 
from theit batteries near the railroad bridge where I have 
pickets” he wrote. “This as usual presages some movement. And 
here it is: 

“ ‘Hold your command ready for a movement!’ 

“It does seem strange that we cannot have one quiet Sabbath. 
Sherman has no regard for the Fourth Commandmer*^ I wish 
a Bible society would send him a prayer book instead of ship- 
ping them all to the more remote heathens; but it would be 
the same in either case. The one is wicked by nature; the other, 
I fear, is becoming so from habit. Perhaps ‘Tecumseh’ has some- 
thing to do with it. There is much in a name.” 

Kate Gumming left her hospital and saw her friend Miss W. 
off at the Newnan railroad station. 

“After she left,” Kate wrote, “we were informed that there was 
a raid near West Point and that Miss \V. will reach there in 
time to meet it. It is useless to think of going any place and 
getting rid ol the enemy, as they .seem to ha\e it in their power 
to overrun the whole country. Miss W. and I have agreed that if 
either should lose our clothes, the one spared would share with the 
other, rhe enemy ha\e a particular liking for ladies’ wardrobes. 
I presume they send them to their lady-loviw in the North. I 
wonder how they feel in their stolen finery! 

“I do not suppose that the men would rob us as they do if 
they were not incited by the importunities of their women. 
Many letters, taken Irom dead Federals on the battlefields, con- 
tain petitions from the women to .send them valuables from the 
South. One .says she wants a silk dre^s; another, a watch; and one 
writer told her husband that now was tlu time to get a piano, 
as they could not afford to buy one, ‘O shame where is thy 
blush?’ . . . 

“This afternoon we went to a funeral in the Methodist 
Church. Dr. Adams officiated as the deceased was an Fpisco- 
palian—young Colston of Louisville. He was the color-bearer of 
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a Kentucky regiment, and a gallant soldier. He was buried with 
the full honors of war. The day was very lovely.” 

Mary Gay awoke early in Decatur, from a night of “unbroken 
rest and sleep.” As the sun poked over the magnolias and oaks in 
her back yard, she stared upward at the tinted cherubs on the 
bedroom ceiling. She wondered if “another day of surprises 
and toil” was ahead. 

Before putting on her nightdress slie had, together with her 
mother, emptied several trunks. Then the two women filled 
them with quilts, blankets, bedsheets, china, cut glass, relics, 
and family papers, all to be removed to Atlanta for shipment 
farther south. 

Without waiting for breakfast, Mary ran to the house of a 
friend, Ezekiel Mason. She asked to hire his team, wagon, and 
driver to haul the heavy trunks to the depot. Soon, she, Toby, 
and baggage were aboard a freight train, erupting clouds of 
smoke and wood sparks as it pounded toward Atlanta. There 
were no other passengers, and the conductor warned that 
Federal cavalry could be expected momentarily. 

But soon the wheels were clacking over the increasingly ir- 
regular and gouged tracks of the Atlanta yards, rolling past 
the low warehouses, factories and mills east of the city. 

“There was unusual commotion and activity about the depot 
in Atlanta,” she wrote, “and a superlical observer would have 
been impressed with the business-like appearance of the little 
city at that important locality. Men, women, and children, 
moved about as if they meant business. Trains came in rapidly, 
and received their complement of freight, either animate or 
inanimate, and screamed themselves hoarse and departed, giv- 
ing place to others that went through with the .same routine. 
Drays, and every manner of vehicles, blocked the streets, and 
endangered life, limb, and property, of all who could not vie 
with them in push, vim, and dare-deviltry. In vain did I ap- 
peal to scores of draymen, white and black, to carry my trunks 
to the home of Mr. McArthur, on Pryor street— money was 
offered with liberality, but to no avail. Despairing of aid, I bade 
Toby follow me, and went to Mr. McArthur’s. He and his good 
wife were willing to receive the trunks and give them storage 
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room, but could extend no aid in bringing them there. At 
length, as a last resort, it was decided that Toby should take 
their wheelbarrow and bring one trunk at a time. I returned 
with him to the depot, and had the most valuable trunk placed 
upon the wheelbarrow, and with my occasional aid, Toby got it 
to its destination. A second trip was made in like manner, and 
the third was not a failure, although I saw that Toby was very 
tired. Thanking my good friends for the favor they were ex- 
tending, I hurried back to the depot, myself and Toby, to take 
the first train to Decatur. Imagine our consternation on learn- 
ing that the Yankees had dashed in and torn up the Teorgia 
Railroad track from Atlanta to Decatur, and were pursuing their 
destructive work towards Augusta. Neither for love nor money 
could a seat in any kind of vehicle going in that direction be 
obtained, nor were I and my attendant the only ones thus cut 
off from home; and I soon discovered that a spirit of independ- 
ence pervaded the crowd. Many were the proud possessors of 
elegant spans of ‘little white ponies’ which they did not deem 
too good to propel them homeward. Seeking to infuse a little 
more life and animation into Toby, I said: 

“ ‘Well, my l)oy, what do you think of bringing out your 
little black ponies and running a race with ni) white ones to 
Decatur? Do you think you can beat in the race?' 

“ I don’t know’m,’ he said, without his usual smile, when 
1 assayed a little fun with him, and I evidently heard him sigh, 
lint knowing there was no alternative, I started in a brisk walk 
towards Decatur, and said to him, Come on, or I’ll get home 
before you do.’ He rallied and kept very dose to me, and wc 
made pretty good time. 1 he glc^aming was upon us, the period 
of all others auspicious to thought, and to thought I abandoned 
myself. 'Fhe strife between the sc'ctions of a once glorious 
country was a prolific theme, and I dwelt upon it in all its 
ramifications, and failed to find cause for blame in my peculiar 
people; and my step became prouder, and my willingness to 
end ire all things for their sakes and mine, was more confirmed. 
In the midst of these inspiring reflections. Toby, who had some- 
what lagged behind, came running up to me and said: 
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“ ‘Oh! Miss Mary, just look at the soldiers! And they are ours, 
tool* 

“To my dying day I shall never forget the scene to which he 
called my attention. In the weird stillness it appeared as if the 
Lord had raised up of the stones a mighty host to fight our bat- 
tles. Not a sound was heard, nor a word spoken, as tliose in the 
van passed opposite me, on and on, and on, in the direction of 
Decatur, in what seemed to me an interminable line of soldiery. 
Toby and I kept the track of the destroyed railroad, and were 
somewhere between Gen. Gartrell’s residence and Mr. Pitt’s, 
the midway station between Atlanta and Decatur, when the first 
of these soldiers passed us, and we were at Kirkwood when that 
spectre-like band had fully gone by. Once the moon revealed me 
so plainly that a cheer, somewhat repressed, but nevertheless 
hearty, resounded through the woods, and I asked: 

“ ‘Whose command?’ 

“ ‘Wheeler’s Cavalry,’ was the simultaneous response of many 
wdio heard my inquiry. 

“ ‘Don’t you know me? I am the one you gave the best break- 
fast I ever ate that morning we dashed into Decatur before 
sun up.’ 

“ ‘And I’m the one, too.’ 

“ ‘O, don’t mention it,’ I said. ‘You are giving your lives for 
me, and the little I can do for you is nothing in comparison. 
May God be with you and shield you from harm until this cruel 
war is over.’ 

“I missed Toby, and looking back, saw him sitting down. I 
hurried to him, saying, ‘What is it, my boy?' 

“ ‘O, Miss Mary, I am so sick. I can’t go any farther. You can 
go on home, and let me stay here— when I feel better I’ll go too.’ 

“ ‘No, my boy, I’ll not leave you.’ And sitting by him I told 
him to rest his head upon my lap, and maybe after awhile he 
would feel better, and then we would go on. In the course of a 
half hour he vomited copiously, and soon after told me he leh 
better, and would try to go on. More than once his steps weic 
unsteady, and he looked da/ed; but under my patient guidame 
and encouraging words he kept up, and we pursued our lonely 
walk until we reached Decatur. 
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Map of Atlanta showing the Confederate defensive lines and the position 
of the Union forces. This map, reproduced in the New York Herald of 
August 5, 1864, was prepared by Sherman’s Engineers. 








City Hall Square, Atlanta, as it looked shortly after the war. The only 
major change in the skyline was the appearance of the square spires of 
the Church of the Immaculate Conception between the Second Baptist 
Church (on the left) and the Central Presbyterian Society (on the right). 
(Courtesy Atlanta Historical Society) 



An artist’s conception of City Hall Sejuare. 







try. (Courtesy Atlanta Historical Society) 


Another artist’s view of City Hall Square. The spires 
are those of the Second Baptist Church and the 
Central Presbyterian Church. (Courtesy Atlanta His- 
torical Society) 







Street plan of Atlanta showing the vicinity of City Hall Stjiiare. (Drawn 
by Willtnrn Kurtz. Courtesy Atlanta Historical Society) 








Drawings of Atlanta by a staff artist of Leslie's Illustrated Weekly. These views depict the city on the e 
Sherman's evacuation. 




Scene at Loyd and Hunter Streets showing Federal soldiers preparing to 
remove citizens to Rough Sc Ready. (Courtesy Atlanta Historical Society) 
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“As soon as we entered the town, we perceived that we had 
overtaken Wheeler’s Cavalry. They were lying on the ground, 
asleep, all over the place; and in most instances their horses were 
lying by them, sleeping too. And I noticed that the soldiers, 
even though asleep, never released their hold upon the bridles. 
At home, I found my. mother almost frantic. She knew nothing 
of the causes detaining me, and supposed that some disaster had 
befallen me individually. A good supper, including a strong cup 
of tea prepared by her hands, awaited us, and I attested my ap- 
preciation of it by eating heartily.” 

Meanwhile, at his new quarters in Atlanta, Joe SemmvS, now 
a Confederate supply officer, began answering what he thought 
was a “perfect harvest of letters.” He wrote his wife, “Eo”; 

“The letter from Clara was to inform me of her expected 
departure with Myra on a trip to Europe, and was a farewell as 
only Clc^ can write. She expects to start for Wilmington in a 
few days, there to run the blockade to Nassau. They will go 
under charge of an old friend of Mr. Knox and direct to Eng- 
land, thence to France, and a winter in Italy. . . . With regard to 
the enclosed letter from Mrs. Titus I hardly know what to tell 
you to do. I am not willing as a mere pecuniary matter, that you 
should receive the miserable trash, which the Yankees call 
money, and I presume gold was not sent by Genl. Dix. He could 
have communicated at any time with you by Flag of Truce as 
thousands have done, and I don’t fancy this mode of his in send- 
ing money by another party, as though he wished simply to per- 
form a business duty. I therefore suggest that you pay no atten- 
tion to Mrs. Titus’ letter, or to Mr. Alden. When the war is 
over your annuities will be due in gold, and will do you more 
good than now'. It is against the laws of our Country to use 
Yankee money, and it will ill become the wife of an officer in 
my position to be seen with Federal money. 

“I am sure you will agree with me on reflection, but I would 
like to have your t)wn views, for you sometimes see things clearer 
than I. 

“Brad has just come in and gone, he was about writing to 
Jennie, but he ^vas ordered to be ready to move; some move of 
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the enemy is on foot, and our troops are ordered to be ready to 
meet it. 

“Were you surprised at the Maryland news? Our Army was at 
Silver Spring, die Blairs’ place, and on the 7th St. road, only 3 
miles out. I fear since the failure of the object of the movement 
that Early will find it difficult to retreat without severe loss. You 
must know the real object was to unite with 18,000 prisoners 
of ours who were at Point Lookout, and who were to be first re- 
leased by a separate expedition, and take Washington. The plan 
was revealed by a traitor. 

I cannot write more at present. . .Yours, 

J” 

Late that Sunday evening. General Johnston received a stun- 
ning telegram from Samuel Cooper, Adjutant and Inspector 
General in Richmond: 

“Lieutenant-General J. B. Hood has been commissioned to 
the temporary rank of general under the late law of Congress. 
I am directed by the Secretary of War to inform you that, as you 
have failed to arrest the advance of the enemy to the vicinity of 
Atlanta, and express no confidence that you can defeat or repel 
him, you are hereby relieved from the command of the Army 
and Department of the Tennessee, which you will immediately 
turn over to General Hood.” 

And, shortly, Johnston, in the Niles house on Marietta Road, 
within plain hearing of the sharpshooters and skirmishers, was 
drafting his reply. He resolved not to file it until the next day. 

“Command of the Army and Department of Tennessee has 
been transferred to General Hood,” he wrote. “As to the alleged 
cause of my removal, I assert that Sherman’s army is much 
stronger, compared with that of Tennessee, than Grant’s com- 
pared with that of Northern Virginia. Yet the enemy has been 
compelled to advance much more slowly to the vicinity of At- 
lanta than to that of Richmond and Petersburg, and penetrated 
much deeper into Virginia than Georgia. Confident language 
by a military commander is not usually regarded as evidence of 
competence.” 
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■I Richmond Sentinel 

“Nashville— It is understood that Gen. Joseph E. Johnston has 
been relieved from his command of the Army of Tennessee, and 
Gen. Hood, who has been made a full General, ordered to take 
command of the army which is now in front of Atlanta. 

“The Augusta Chronicle . . . says that a gentleman just from 
Atlanta reports that Gen. Johnston burned the Chattahoochee 
bridges on Saturday. Our baggage wagons, pontoon bridges, etc. 
have passed through Atlanta, and are now between that city and 
Decatur. 

“The same paper says: AVe are informed on good authority 
that Hooker's corps crossed the Chattahoochee on Saturday, 
when they were met and driven back by Hardee, who captured 
500 prisoners.’ ’’ 

H The New York Herald 

“On July 17, the army moved forward to within 5 miles of 
Atlanta, the left, under Gen. McPherson, occupying Decatur. 
The enemy appeared to be in force in the woods about the city. 
This movement resulted in occupying a line forming an arc of 
a circle to the northeast of Atlanta, that point being the center 
of the circle. This position did not appear to be entirely satis- 
factory to Gen. Sherman, and when our correspondent left Gen. 
McPherson’s army was at Decatur. 

“On the 18th, Gen. Hooker’s corps, having moved out of the 
line, was going into position on the left of McPherson. Other 
troops were marching to extend the line still further southward. 

“The army is in the most encouraging condition and it is be- 
lieved that the most sanguine hopes of the capture of Atlanta 
will shortly be much more than realized. 

(Mr. \V. F. G. Shanks, correspondent) 

General Hood received a very early dispatch from Secretary 
of War, James A. Seddon: 
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“You are charged with a great trust. You will, I know, test to 
the utmost your capacities to discharge it. Be wary no less than 
bold. It may yet be practicable to cut the communications of 
the enemy or find or make an opportunity of equal encounter 
whether he moves east or west. God be with you.” 

Then General Hood was strapped to his horse and, with an 
aide, rode north to see General Johnston at the Niles house. 

And to the northeast, on the road to Buckhead, General Sher- 
man was moving into Sam House’s place. It seemed to him a 
“good house.” 

S. P. Richards, book dealer and choir singer, delayed writing 
his Sunday entry until Monday morning, after the news of John- 
ston's replacement had arrived: 

“We have been again permitted to meet at the sanctuary for 
the worship of God. The enemy draws nearer and nearer tho’ 
to our city. All of a sudden Gen. Johnston has been relieved of 
the command of the Army and Gen. Hood or ‘Old Pegleg’ as the 
soldiers style him placed in command, so that there is thought 
to be a prospect for a fight before Atlanta is given up, as Hood 
is said to be a fighting man, if he has only one leg. The ordi- 
nance of baptism was administered in our church this morning 
to two candidates, a lady and a deaf-mute young man.” 

Richards, as all others in Atlanta, wrote his diary at peril of 
his life. Citizens remembered the recent lynching in Mont- 
gomery, Alabama, of Jacob Starr, for keeping a diary. The irra- 
tional mob believed him a spy, taking notes for the Federals. 

Colonel Beatty was considering the day's news. 

“No one knows the cause of Johnston’s removal,” he wrote in 
his diary. “I am afraid it may do harm at this moment— because 
the army still has confidence in lohnston and does not know 
Hood. 

“Moved camp out to Peachtree Creek later in evening. Have 
been ready to move all day. It is now said that the Corps com- 
manders, including Hood, have asked the President to return 
the command to Johnston.” 

In Decatur, the day commenced “clear, bright and beautiful.” 
There was, to Mary Gay, the freshness of May in the “pure and 
delightful” air. 
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“Blossoms of every hue and fragrance decked the landscape, 
and Ceres and Pomona had been as lavish with their grains and 
fruits as Flora had been with flowers. 

“And I, assisted by Toby and Telitha, had gathered from the 
best of these I’^ch offerings, and prepared a feast for Wheeler’s 
Cavalry. By the way, strive against it as I would, I was more 
than once disturbed by the mental inquiry: ‘What has become 
of Wheeler's Cavalry? I saw it enter Decatur last night, and now 
there is not a soldier to be seen. It is true a large number of 
scouts came in this morning, and spoke comforting words to 
my mother, and reconnoitered around town fearlessly, b’U what 
has become of them?’ Hope whispered: ‘Some strategic move- 
ment that will culminate in the capture of the entire Yankee 
army, no doubt is engaging its attention.* Yielding to these de- 
lusive reflections, and the seductive influence of earth, air and 
sky, I became quite exhilarated and hummed little snatches of 
the songs I used to sing in the happy days of childhood, before 
a hope had been disappointed or a shadow cast over my path- 
way. 

“These scenes and these songs were not in keeping with the 
impending disasters even then at our portals. Crepe draperies 
and funeral dirges would have been far more in keeping with 
the developments of the day. 

“Distant roar of c annon and sharp report of musketry spoke 
in language unmistakable the approach of the enemy, and the 
rapidity of that approach was becoming fearfully alarming. De- 
catur offered many advantages as headquarters to an invading 
devastating foe, and three hundred thousand men* under the 
guidance of a merciless foe ought to have entered it long before 
they did— and would have done so if their bravery had been 
('ommensurate with their vandalism. 

“ ‘Yank! Yank!* exclaimed our deaf negro girl, Telitha, as 
she stroked her face as if stroking a beard, and ran to get a blue 
garment to indicate the color of their apj '.rel, and this was our 
hist intimation of their appearance in Decatur. If all the evil 
sp* its had been loosed from Hades, and Satan himself had been 
turned loose upon us, a more terrific, revoking scene could not 
have been enacted. 
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“Advance guards, composed of every species of criminals ever 
incarcerated in the prisons of the northern states of America, 
swooped down upon us, and every species of deviltry followed 
in their footsteps. My poor mother, frightened and trembling, 
and myself, having locked the doors of the house, took our stand 
with the servants in the yard, and witnessed the grand entre of 
the menagerie. One of the beasts got down upon his all-fours 
and pawed up the dust and bellowed like an infuriated bull. And 
another asked me if I did not expect to see them with hoofs and 
horns. I told him, ‘No, I had expecied to see some gentlemen 
among them, and was sorry I should be disappointed.’ ’’ 

She watched others kill or make off with all the chickens and 
ducks from the coop in back, except for one setting hen. Soon, 
after further reconnoitering by Federal cavalry, the main body 
of the army came in “like an avalanche.’’ Mary and her mother 
remained outside in bright sunshine and the clouds of dust 
kicked up by the unbelievably vast army. There was something 
of the echo and menace of thunder in the pound of endless 
wagons, the tread of heavy boots, the clop of horses’ hoofs. 

Eventually, the sigitt of commissioned officers nerved Mary 
and her mother to enter the house, accompanied by Telitha. 
.Another sei^ ant, Emmeline, annoyed Mary by becoming friendly 
with the army’s camp followers, the bummers, or foragers. 

Men of the hard-bitten Major General Kenner Garrard’s 2nd 
Cavalry Division were now encamped over the Gay’s several 
acres, apparently using it as their headquarters. 

“Soon what appeared to us to be an immense army train of 
wagons commenced rolling into it,” Mary observed. “In less 
than two hours our barn was demolished and converted into 
tents, which were occupied by privates and non-commissioned 
officers; and to the balusters of our portico and other portions 
of the house, were tied a number of large ropes, which, the 
other ends being secured to trees and shrubbery, answered as a 
railing to which at short intervals apart a number of smaller 
ropes were tied, and to these were attached horses and mules, 
which were eating corn and oats out of troughs improvised for 
the occasion out of bureau, washstand and wardrobe drawers. 

“Men in groups were playing cards, on tables of every size. 
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and shape; and whiskey and profanity held high carnival. Thus 
surrounded we could but be apprehensive of danger; and to 
assure ourselves of as much safety as possible we barricaded the 
doors and windows, and arranged to sit up all night, that is, my 
mother and, myself. 

“Toby complained of being very tired, and ‘hurting all over,’ 
as he expressed it. We assisted him in making the very best pal- 
let that could be made of the material at our command, and he 
lay down completely prostrated. Telitha was wide awake, and 
whenever she could secure a listener chattered like a magpie 
in unintelligible language accompanied by unmistaka’jle ges- 
tures— gestures which an accomplished elocutionist might adopt 
with effect— and the burden of her heart was for Emmeline. Em- 
meline having repudiated our protection, had sought shelter, 
the Lord only kno^vs where. Alas, poor girl I 

“As we sat on a lounge, every chair having been taken to the 
camps, we heard the sound of footsteps entering the piazza, and 
in a moment loud rapping, which meant business. Going to the 
window nearest the door, I removed the fastenings, raised the 
sash, and opened the blinds. Perceiving by the light of a bril- 
liant moon that at least a half dozen men in uniforms were on 
the piazza, I asked: 

“ ‘Who is there?’ 

“ ‘Gentlemen,’ was the laconic reply. 

“ ‘If so, you will not persist in your effort to come into the 
house. There is only a widow and one of her daughters, and two 
faithful servants in it,’ I said. 

“ ‘We have orders from headquarters to interview Miss Gay. 
Is she the daughter of whom you speak?’ 

“ ‘She is, and I am she.’ 

“ ‘Well, Miss Gay, we demand seeing you, without interven- 
ing barriers. Our orders are imperative,’ said he who seemed to 
be the spokesman of the delegation. 

“ ‘Then wait a moment,’ 1 amiably responded.’’ 

Mary returned with her mother. One of the officers intro- 
duc*d himself as Major J. W. Campbell. 

“ ’We have beer, told that it is your proudest boast that you 
are a rebel, and that you are ever on duty to aid and abet in 
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every possible way the would-be destroyers of the United States 
government. If this be so, we cannot permit you to remain 
within our lines. Until Atlanta surrenders, Decatur will be our 
headquarters, and every consideration of interest to our cause 
requires that no one inimical to it should remain within our 
boundaries established by conquest.’ 

"In reply to these charges, I said: 

“ ‘Gentlemen, I have not been misrepresented, so far as the 
charges which you mention are concerned. If I were a man, I 
should be in the foremost ranks of those who are fighting for 
rights guaranteed by the Constitution of the United States. The 
Southern people have never broken that compact, nor infringed 
upon it in any way. They have never organized mobs to assas- 
sinate any portion of the people sharing the privileges granted 
by that compact. They have constructed no underground rail- 
roads to bring into our midst incendiaries and destroyers of the 
peace, and to carry off stolen property. They have never sought 
to array the subordinate element of the North in deadly hos- 
tility to the controlling element. No class of the women of the 
South have ever sought positions at the North which secured 
entrance into good households, and then betrayed the confi- 
dence reposed by corrupting the servants and alienating the re- 
lations between the master and the servant. No class of the 
women of the South have ever mounted the rostrum and pro- 
claimed falsehoods against the women of the North— falsehoods 
which must have crimsoned with shame the very cheeks of 
Beelzebub. 

"No class of the men of the South have ever tramped over the 
North with humbugs, extorting money either through sympa- 
thy or credulity, and engaged at the same time in the nefarious 
work of exciting the subordinate class to insurrection, arson, 
rapine and murder. If the South is in rebellion, a well-organized 
mob at the North has brought it about. Long years of patient 
endurance accomplished nothing. The party founded on false- 
hood and hate strengthened and grew to enormous propor- 
tions.” 

Mary continued. The abashed officer, when she concluded, 
praised her “spunk” and said he would recommend she not be 
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sent away from Decatur. Then Major Campbell offered to check 
through the house to see if the soldiers had caused any damage. 
In the front room they found Toby, sick, lying down on a pal- 
let. The Major summoned a doctor. 

“We now resumed our inspection of the interior of the 
house,” Mary continued. “The contents of every drawer were 
on the floor, every article of value having been abstracted. 
Crockery scattered all over the rooms suggested to the eye that 
it had been used to pelt the ghosts of the witches burned in 
Massachusetts a century or two ago. Outrages and indignities 
too revolting to mention met the eye at every turn. \nd the 
state of affairs in the parlor baffled description. Not an article 
had escaped the destroyer’s touch but the piano, and circum- 
stances which followed proved that that was regarded as a 
trophy and only waited removal. 

“ ‘Vandals! Vandals!’ Major Campbell sorrowfully exclaimed, 
and all his friends echoed the opinion, and said: 

“ ‘If the parties who did this work could be identified we 
would hang them as high as Haiman.’ 

“But these parties were never identified. They were impor- 
tant adjuncts in the process of subjugation. 

“After wishing that the worst was over with us, these gentle- 
men, who had come in no friendly mood, bade us good night 
and took their leave.” 

That afternoon, among the sick and wounded arrivals at At- 
lanta was Walter A. C'.lark, an orderly Sergeant with Company 
B of the famous “Oglethorpes” (the 9th Regiment Georgia State 
Troops). The Augusta youth, a lawyer in civilian life, unable to 
recover from a smoldering illness contracted while in position 
along the Chattahoochee, had requested further hospitalization. 

“With me there went from the division hospital to Atlanta a 
boy soldier, who did not seem to be over 14 years of age, and 
I do not think he was as tall as his gun. If not the original of 
Dr. Ticknor’s ‘Little Giffen of Tennessee, he was certainly his 
counterpart for he was ‘utter La/arus, heels to head.’ Atlanta 
w.i,' only a distributing hospital. The sick were being shipped to 
points on the Atlanta and West Point Road. Reports from that 
section were anything hut favorable. Sick and wounded were 
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said to be 'dying like sheep.’ Having no special desire to die in 
that way or any other way, if possible, to avoid it, I asked as- 
signment to some hospital on the Georgia Railroad. 

“ ‘All full,’ said the surgeon, ‘no room anywhere except on 
Atlanta and West Point Road. Train leaves at 7 o’clock in the 
morning. Report here at that hour.' ” 

Sergeant Clark walked oft to hunt lodgings in Atlanta. 

By afternoon word of Johnston’s removal reached the New- 
nan Hospitals. 

“I knew nothing of the relative merits of the two command- 
ers,” wrote a nurse, Mrs. Fannie A. Beers, from Richmond, “and 
had no means of judging but by the effect upon the soldiers by 
whom I was then surrounded. The ivhole post seemed as if 
stricken by some terrible calamity. Convalescents walked about 
with lagging steps and gloomy faces. In every ward lay men 
who wept bitterly or groaned aloud or, covering their faces, re- 
fused to speak or eat. From that hour the buoyant, hopeful 
spirit seemed to die out. I do not think anything was ever the 
same again. For, when after the awful sacrifice of human life 
which followed the inauguration of the new policy, the deci- 
mated army still were forced to retreat, the shadow of doom 
began to creep slowly upon the land. The anchor of my soul was 
my unbounded confidence in President Davis; while he was at 
the helm I felt secure of ultimate success, and bore present ills 
and disappointments patiently, never doubling. 

“Meantime, disquieting rumors were flying about, railroad 
communication was cut off here and there, and with it mail 
facilities. Of course the Confederate leaders were apprised of 
the movements of the Federals, but at the hospital post we were 
constantly on the qui vive. Large numbers of convalescents were 
daily returning to the front, among them Lieutenant Cluverius, 
Mr, Vaudry, and Captain Weller.” 

General Hood now was noting, “the evening of the 18th of 
July found General Johnston comfortably quartered at Macon.” 

Yet, out on the Marietta Road, a company of .soldiers swing- 
ing by the Niles house, cheered for “Old Joel” . . , and were 
sure they saw him come to the door and wave to them. Heart- 
ened, they marched down the deeply rutted pike, chorusing: 
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The soul of Jackson stalks abroad 
And guards the camp tonight! 


JULY 19 


S The New York Herald 

“Washmgton— The latest official information from General Sher- 
man is that his army crossed the Chattahoochee in several dif- 
ferent places north of the railroad bridge. The movement was 
made with such celerity as to take the enemy by surprise; and, 
therefore, the resistance to his advance was feeble on the part 
of the rebel cavalry. 

“Our cavalry was at once sent to operate on the railroad east 
of Decatur, one of the objects being to cut off communication 
between Atlanta and Augusta, thus preventing the removal of 
stores to the latter place, and the reinforcement of Johnston. 

“Our main army was within 10 or 12 miles of Atlanta. All the 
operations of our army were progressing in the highest degree 
favorably.” 

"Nashville— The reports of the capture of Atlanta, Georgia, 
by our forces are all premature, though . . . we expect to hear 
of its capture in a few days.” 

Sergeant Walter Clark awoke tliat morning, resolved to miss 
the hospital train for West Point. Feelin'r better, he wrote: 

“As I had fully determined not to go on that road I reported 
at 8 o’clock instead of 7, and a few hours later I was pleasantly 
quartered in ^he hospital at Oxford, Georgia, where I had spent 
2 years of college life. Four years befoie almost to a day I had 
left its classic halls little dreaming that I should return to its 
familiar scenes in sickness and in weariness, a victim of grim- 
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visaged war. For many months the college exercises had been 
suspended and the chapel, recitation and literary society halls 
were being utilized as hospital wards. At the time of my arrival, 
ladies and older citizens who had not been absorbed by the war, 
felt some apprehensions of a raid into the village by Sherman's 
cavalry which was only 40 miles away. 

“Among these ladies, however, there was one to whom the 
expectation of such an event brought no feeling of anxiety. 
Born and reared in the North, she felt assured that no Union 
soldier's vandal hand would molest any of her possessions. Asked 
by one of her neighbors what she proposed to do in the event 
of their coming, she replied, ‘they’ll never trouble me or mine. 
I am just going to sit down and see the salvation of the Lord.’ ’’ 

Clark settled into his cot in the former college chapel which 
also served as dining hall. Scarcely fifteen minutes’ horseback 
ride from him, to the south, at Covington, “Grandma’’ Smith 
was uneasy. Mrs. (S. E. D.) Smith of Memphis, had nursed sol- 
diers since the beginning of the war. She followed the armies 
through the South in spite of the fact that she had been semi- 
crippled since birth. Her twenty-year-old son. Private I. N. 
Smith, had been fighting with Cheatham for some time. Warned 
by the doctors to prepare “for the worst,’’ Grandma Smith had 
little choice of action. 

“Of course I had nothing to do but stand with those to whom 
I had pledged my fidelity,’’ she wrote in her diary, “so long as 
they offered up their lives upon the altar of their country, and 
I contemplated myself, or my pK)sition, as being one of them, 
and subject to whatever suffering or hardship that they were. I 
tried to prepare myself to receive them, if they did get there, 
as patient as possible. As it had never been my sad lot to meet 
them in any other manner, I must confess it required all the 
nerve I could possibly command to be able to submit to being 
made prisoner by the enemies of our country. I was determined, 
at all events, not to attempt to play off Union, or bother with 
Northern principles, as (to the disgrace of the whole South), so 
many hundreds did in order to save their property, etc. Yet, if 
taken captive by them, I expected to be treated badly in conse- 
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quence of the business in which I was engaged, and was en- 
deavoring to prepare myself for the worst.” 

In Decatur, Mary Gay was in a state of “suspense and painful 
apprehension of trouble.” She had spent the previous night 
nursing Toby with the medicine furnished by the Union army 
doctor. 

“Measles had developed, and we felt hopeful that it would 
prove to be a very slight attack; and such it might have been, 
could we have controlled him properly, but the excitement and 
ever-varying scenes in the yard, and as far as vision extended, 
were so new and strange to him that, when unobserved, he spent 
much of his time at a window commanding the best view of the 
scene, and, thus exposed to a current of air, the disease ceased 
to appear on the surface and a troublesome cough ensued. 

“Having been without food since the preceding morning, our 
thoughts turned to the usual preparation for breakfast, but, alas, 
those preparations had to be dispensed of, as we had nothing to 
prepare. This state of affairs furnished food for at least serious 
reflection, and the inquiry. What are we going to do?’ found 
audible expression. The inexorable demands of hunger could 
not be stifled, and we knew that the sick boy needed hot tea and 
the nourishment which food alone could give, and yet we had 
nothing for ourselves or for him— so complete had been the rob- 
bery of the ‘advance guards’ of the Grand Army of the Repub- 
lic, that not a thing, animate or inanimate, remained with 
which to appease our hunger. ‘What are we to do?’ was iterated 
and re-iterated, and no solution of the question presented itself. 
Even then appetizing odors from the campfires were diffusing 
themselves upon the air and entering our house, but aliens were 
preparing the food and we had no part in it. We debated this 
question, and firmly resolved not to expose ourselves to the jeers 
and insults of the enemy by any act of ours that would seem to 
;isk for food; but that we would go to other Southern citizens in 
the war-stricken and almost deserted town, and, if they were not 
Completely lobbed, ask them to share their supplies with us 
until we could procure aid from outside of the lines so arbi- 
trarily drawn. 

“In this dilemma an unexpected relief tame to us, and con- 
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vinced us that there was good even in Nazareth. And a large 
tray, evidently well-filled, and covered with a snow-white cloth, 
was brought in by an Irishman, who handed a card to my 
mother containing these words: 

“ ‘To Mrs. Stokes and daughter. Miss Gay, with compliments 
of (Major) Campbell. 

“ ‘Please accept this small testimonial of regard and respectful 
sympathy.’ 

“The latter part of the brief message was the sesame that se- 
cured acceptance of this offering, and my mother and myself 
jointly acknowledged it with sincere thanks, and again we 
thought of Elijah and the ravens. The contents of the tray- 
coffee, sugar, and tea, sliced ham and a variety of canned rel- 
ishes, butter, potatoes, and oat-meal and bread, were removed 
and the tray returned. That tray, on its humane mission, having 
found its way into our house more than once, opportunely re- 
appeared. We enjoyed the repast thus furnished, although briny 
tears were mingled with it. 

“The day passed without any immediate adventure. Great 
activity prevailed in army ranks. The coming and going of cav- 
alry; the clatter of sabre and spur; the constant booming of can- 
non and report of musketry, all convinced us that the surrender 
of Atlanta by the Confederates was but a question of time. A 
few thousand men, however brave and gallant, could not cope 
successfully with ‘three hundred thousand’ who ignored every 
usage of civilized warfare, and fought only for conquest.” 

Rumors flew easily, aimlessly, like lint in an afternoon’s 
breeze, “Lee,” they whispered, “in Richmond, had dispatched 
General Bragg or General Beauregard, with a powerful army to 
the relief of Atlanta, Maybe Lee was coming him.self.” 

“The tide had turned before Petersburg, and General Grant 
had fallen.” 

“Sherman was drawing back, his army demoralized.” 

Yet, wrong as her assessment was of the Union strength, Mary 
Gay, for one, realized that wishing could not make it so. Rumors, 
even on second evaluation, all proved not only as prevalent but 
as transitory as lint in the air. 

In General Sherman’s camp there was no time for listening to 
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gossip, encouraging or otherwise. That afternoon, for example, 
small, cocky Captain Lewis M. Dayton, aide-de-camp, was trans- 
mitting Number 39 of the Commander’s Special Field Orders: 
“Headquarters, Military Division of the Mississippi 
In the Field near Decatur, Ga. 

“If fired on from the forts or buildings of Atlanta, no con- 
sideration must be paid to the fact that they are occupied by 
families but the place must be cannonaded without the formal- 
ity of a demand. 

By order of Major General W. T. Sherman.” 

General Hood moved into the L. Windsor Smith house on 
Whitehall Street near Hunter, by evening. It was known as the 
“finest wooden building in the city.” His junior officers were 
not at all surprised that their young leader, now that he had 
successfully intrigued for power, would commandeer an osten- 
tatious G.H.Q. 

They only marveled that he had not dispossessed the Raw- 
sons from their immeasurably lovely “Terraces.” 

Once settled, he began dictating a grapeshot volley of orders, 
having first solemnly assured Richmond as well as his staff of 
his “readiness to fulfill the grave orders devolving upon me.” 

At midnight, as the confident, wooden-legged general con- 
tinued to boom memoranda and orders, a fire broke out in 
downtown Atlanta. The origin was uncertain although, as 
everyone knew, the blaze could not have been caused by shell- 
ing. Enemy artillery was not within range. 

The sound of firebells awoke the residents of the city. Win- 
dow curtains were drawn open, one by one. General Hood con- 
tinued to dictate in the L. Windsor Smith house. Soon, it began 
to rain. 
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■■ Southern Press Association 

Atlanta— ’Tht enemy made strong demonstrations yesterday 
and this morning on our right near Decatur. Gen. Hood at- 
tacked their right at 4 o’clock this afternoon on Peach Tree 
Creek near the Chattahoochee. In a few minutes the enemy 
were driven into their works. The colors of tlie 83rd New Jersey 
and about 800 prisoners were captured from Hooker’s corps. 
Our loss was not heavy; mostly slightly wounded. Urig. Gen. 
Stevens, of South Carolina, was wounded, it is feared mortal. 
Major Preston, formerly of Gen. Johnston’s staff, was killed. 

“There was some skirmishing on our right where the enemy 
attacked our entrenchments. After being repulsed, our cavalry, 
under Gen. Wheeler, drove them with repeated charges towards 
Decatur. 

“Yesterday evening, Reynolds’ (Arkansas) brigade, which 
crossed Peach Tree Creek, drove the enemy hack, taking two 
stands of colors and 130 prisoners. 

“Our troops are in fine spirits tonight.’’ 

It was a cloudy, sultry Wednesday. S. P. Richards was in his 
store early. He wanted to see if the fire which had destroyed 
McPherson’s store and several other establishments across the 
street the night before, had in any way damaged his books, mag- 
azines, music sheets, and stationery. 

A twenty-nine-year-old sergeant from Dover, Ohio, with Coni' 
pany A, 124th Regiment, Ohio Volunteers, Andrew K. Rose, 
was camped in a field “close to city,’’ and today he “picked blue- 
berries.’’ He neglected to make the weather entry he had diaried 
day by day during the war. 

To William Graham of the 53rd Illinois Volunteers, it was 
“cloudy at daylight.” After coming into camp at 0:00 a.m. the 
sergeant was “near 8 on the march. Formed line of battle with 
the 16th Iowa in front. Marched through a piece of woods by 
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our right flank and finally found ourselves in front of the 
enemy. Here we lay behind a fence which we made in tempo- 
rary brea^work. We lay here probably half an hour, while a 
battery shelled the woods opposite. 

“Finally we were ordered forward and advanced through a 
cornfield and into and through a piece of woods, then through 
another open space of ground with a ditch and up a hill to a 
fence which we crossed and formed a line of battle with the 
16th Iowa on our left, the .S2d Ohio on our right and the 90th 
Iowa in the rear of the 32d.” 

Shortly before noon, Er Lawshe, of Atlanta, was crossing Ivy 
and East Ellis streets, past the home of H. Muhlenbrink, owner 
of the Saloon and Ten-Pin Alley, on Whitehall Street. Other 
residences at this intersection, five blocks northeast of Five 
Points, belonged to John Collier the attorney, Frank P. Rice 
the lumber dealer, and to the Schenck Brothers, machinists at 
Winship’s Iron Works. 

The day had become humid. Lawshe mopped his brow as he 
hurried along, noticing as he did so a small girl and her parents 
walking by Rice’s place, on the northwest corner, directly op- 
posite him. He did not recognize the trio and assumed them to 
be refugees. 

Suddenly, there was a rattle and whish of air just over his 
head. In the next instant, he was deafened and stunned by an 
explosion and enveloped in a choking cloud of dust. When he 
could see again, the child was in the middle of the intersection, 
lying on her face, in a welling puddle of blood. Her mother and 
father, dazed, were struggling to their feet. 

Lawshe gaped, finding it difficult to believe the first shell had 
fallen on Atlanta, and that he had been but yards away from it. 
When he reached the little girl’s side, he could see she was 
dead. 

Other citizens were hastening towards the intersection of Ivy 
ahd East Ellis, attracted by the blast and the brown cloud of 
dust and smoke now slowly dissipating over the rooftops. 

On the other side of Atlanta, Mollie Smith, a young lady, 
heard the shell explode. One of her brothers said: 
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“What a big gun!” and another brother, who was present at 
the Battle of Manassas, said, 

“That is a shell. They are going to bombard the city.” 

Andy Neal, now in Atlanta, wrote in a letter: 

“I just sent a box by express to your address at Griffin con- 
taining the overcoat I got from home last winter. Army is again 
in motion and the prospects are fine for warm work soon. We 
have been digging dirt for twenty four hours and have good 
substantial works. The Yankees have crossed the river, fright- 
ened away the cavalry and are making a noise some eight hun- 
dred yards in front with our skirmishers. The general staff offi- 
cers and couriers are dashing about furiously as if they expected 
the Yankees this evening but I have no idea they will make an 
attack. I hear they are already on a big flank by way of Decatur. 
I never felt that Atlanta would be given up without a fight until 
lately. If the enemy will press on now I fear our Army will fall 
back to East Point. 

“I had a full history of the removal of Gen. Johnston this 
morning from one of Cheatham’s Brigadiers who is an old 
friend and schoolmate at the University of Virginia and at the 
Lebanon Law School. President Davis has been wanting John- 
ston to give battle ever since he crossed tlie Etowah and thinks 
he could have offered it at Dallas and New Hope. Johnston 
would not divulge his plans to the President but told him he 
intended to fight at the first opportunity. As soon as Johnston 
crossed the Chattahoochee it was resolved to relieve him from 
command of the Army. Hood was placed at the head because 
Hardee had refused command at Dalton last winter and the 
President was incensed at it. The change was very unexpected 
in the army and deeply regretted but I cannot regard it as 
calamity. Johnston has never stood well with the Administra- 
tion and he has obtained no favors in this campaign. With an 
Army of little over 50,000 of all arms he has had to confront a 
host of 150,000. Since the appointment of Hood I think the 
Administration will feel bound to sustain him and their own 
honor and capacity being involved will do everything to sustain 
him. Forrest will now go to the enemy’s rear and if necessary 
Mississippi be given up. Dick Taylor will be ordered up and 
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all but most necessary communications be sacrificed till the 
enemy be expelled. I heard that Bragg was dissatisfied with the 
conduct of the campaign in Virginia and it is predicted he will 
be relieve from duty. Lee has 5,000 men more than Grant 
according to Gen. Bragg and ought not to have been acting on 
the defensive but driven the enemy back. Polk’s Corps captured 
some 250 prisoners at dark yesterday without a fight.” 

Word was received that General Johnston had arrived in 
Macon and joined his family at the home of Major General 
Howell Cobb. He would not comment to a newspaper reporter 
on future plans. 

By afternoon, fighting erupted along the Peachtree stream on 
the northern outskirts of Atlanta. One Confederate soldier, 
W. P. Archer, believed the Southerners had surprised the Yan- 
kees at mealtime, as he wrote: 

“The Battle of Peachtree Creek was on good and strong. At 
first the Federals seemed demoralized and panic-stricken and 
everything seemed to favor the Confederates, but this situation 
did not last long, for just over beyond the creek lay thousands 
of bluecoats, who came sweeping down like a thunderbolt upon 
the thin lines of Hood’s Confederates. For two hours and thirty 
minutes the battle raged.” 

And Sergeant William Graham, after laying down his knap- 
sack, joined in the “charge over an open field through a low 
piece of woods bottom then up a hill upon the enemy, which 
had two pieces of artillery which limbered up and left in a 
hurry. There we established ourselves by throwing up rails and 
hitting below the border of the hill. Upon the hill was a house 
of hewn logs by the side of which our skirmishers took post and 
were firing upon the enemy when General Gershon came up 
and was wounded in the leg before he reached the house after 
which he was taken off. We commenced making our works se- 
cure by throwing up dirt.” 

E. B. Fenton of the 20th Connecticut Volunteer Infantry 
was in the core of the fighting: 

“Four times during that afternoon the rebels tried to carry 
our line but were as often sent reeling back. From 3 o clock 
until 8 we stood with no cover, and without assistance or relief. 
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and yet maintained our position and repulsed every assault of 
the enemy. In front of us were found the dead and wounded of 
the 23rd, 44th and 55th Mississippi Regiments who had been 
brought against our regiment, which itself sustained a loss of 
nearly half its officers and men. 

“The first attempt of Gen. Hood to show the rebel army ‘how 
to fight instead of how to retreat’ resulted in a loss on his part 
of more than 6,000 men.” 

W. P. Archer was among the defenders who retreated into 
the main line of fortifications north of Atlanta, “leaving our 
dead and wounded, besides those who were missing, also leaving 
our rifle-pits in possession of the enemy.” 

Fenton was seriously wounded himself: 

“The roar and crash of battle ceased; the sulphurous smoke 
had cleared away, but how strange the scenes about us! The 
plains and hillsides were strewn with corpses of men where they 
fell. The dead and dying were lying close together, where a few 
short hours before all was excitement— the excitement of many 
a brave comrade’s last battle— now an oppressive silence pre- 
vails; there is the groaning and the crying of the wounded. In 
quiet tones we speak to each other. The question passes back 
and forth, ’rvliere are you wounded?’ 

“ ‘Through the body.’ 

“ ‘And you?’ 

“ ‘An arm broken.’ 

“ ‘My knee smashed with a piece of shell,’ or 

“ ‘A minie bullet through the foot . . .’ 

“. . . so the low replies pass around. 

“Words of cheer are spoken. While over the laces of some the 
strange, pale look is coming that betokens the approach of death. 

“One lies near who has always been jolly and full of fun in 
the ranks, but now jesting is forgotten. A few feet away lies an 
officer— lately promoted— the smile still on his face, so suddenly 
had the bullet cut the thread of life. 

“The ambulance corps with their stretchers were kept busy. 
The hospital tent was full of the wounded.” 

Fenton thought this the end for “weary inarches, sleepless 
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nights, battle, danger and death,” but a beginning where "sur- 
geons held court supreme.” 

Captain J. P. Austin, of the 9th Kentucky Cavalry, who had 
once served with Colonel John H. Morgan’s raiders, galloped 
into Atlanta in the early evening. His horse was dirty and 
sweaty, but he was unhurt. He wrote home: 

"Our army fell back to Atlanta under a heavy fire from the 
enemy’s batteries, located to the left of the Peachtree road. 

"We found the city in a wild state of excitement. Citizens 
were running in every direction. Terror-stricken women and 
children tvent screaming about the streets seeking some avenue 
of escape from hissing, bursting shells, as they sped on their 
mission of death and destruction. Perfect pandemonium reigned 
near the Union Depot. Trunks, bedclothing and wearing ap- 
parel were scattered in every direction. People were stirring in 
every conceivable way to get out of town with their effects.” 

Austin, who had been captured after Shiloh and imprisoned 
for several months, listened to stories he thought exaggerated. 
One man avowed that Sherman "had the plan of every bridge 
along the line and whenever our men would destroy any one of 
them he would have it duplicated without delay.” 

At 10:00 p.M. Andy Neal, of Atlanta, was postscripting his 
letter, started earlier, before mailing it: 

"We have had some sharp fighting on the lines today result- 
ing I fear in no good to us. I had heard of some successes but 
most places we failed to accomplish anything. Cheatham and 
Cleburne Divisions moved out and attacked the enemy in force. 
They succeeded in driving them handsomely for over half a 
mile till they came to the main lines strongly entrenched.” 

Into the night the city was alive with noise— men and women 
shouting and hurrying, and the rumble of wagons bearing the 
wounded. Many Federals were taken ? > the Atlanta Medical 
College, where Dr. D'Alvigny had operated continuously from 
mid-afternoon. 

The merchants who remained redoubled their efforts to move 
families and stocks south, but no wagons were available. Some, 
such as W. B. Young and his two thousand sewing machines, 
had scant prospects of ever liquidating. 
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Sergeant Graham, of Illinois, worked “until nearly midnight 
and then lay down to rest, while our skirmishers kept up firing 
all night.” 

No one slept in Atlanta. 


JULY 21 


H The New York Herald 

“Louisville, Kentucky— On Monday morning, Decatur, Georgia 
was occupied by our forces, thus cutting off all rebel communi- 
cation with South Carolina by way of Macon. 

“Deserters and stragglers had been coming into our lines in 
great numbers since we crossed the Chattahoochee. They repre- 
sent that all hope of saving Atlanta has disappeared.” 

S The Norfolk New Regime 

“Fortress Montore, July 18, via Baltimore, July 19— We have 
information from the front that a great battle has been fought 
in Georgia resulting in the complete overthrow of the Confed- 
erate force, the capture of Atlanta and 15,000 Rebel prisoners. 
Three cheers for Sherman.” 


BB The National Republican (Washington) 

“The Government received dispatches from General Sher- 
man this morning announcing that the enemy assaulted the 
Union lines three times yesterday, and was repulsed each time 
with little loss to us. 

“Most of our men fought behind earth works, hence the small 
loss, but the enemy coming out of the defences of the city to 
offer battle, became more exposed and suffered greater loss.” 

Hi The New York Herald 

“Nashville— Reports have been received from General Sher- 
man at the front and state that General Johnston yesterday 
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moved out from Atlanta and attacked the left wing of his army 
at Decatur. The assault was made with great vigor and despera- 
tion and resulted in a most bloody repulse. Johnston’s army, 
therefore, ^retired again to its works. It is not known yet whether 
the attack was made to cover a retreat by way of the Macon 
roads or was intended as a rally with the hope of defeating us.” 

(Mr. W. F. G. Shanks, correspondent) 

■I Southern Press Association 

/an la— Reynolds’ brigade attacked the enemy’s line of skir- 
mishers last evening at Peach Tree Creek, and took possession 
of their entrenchments. He then charged the reserve pickets, 
supported by Dilworth’s corps, and captured one hundred and 
fifty prisoners. 

“The 85th Illinois regiment lost in killed and wounded alone 
one hundred, while that of the 69th Ohio was severe.” 

For E. B. Fenton of the 20th Connecticut Volunteers, and the 
other wounded of Peachtree Creek, a “long and weary night,” 
was lightening into another hot day. 

“In the early dawn,” he wrote in his diary, “as we begin to 
distinguish our comrades here and there, we speak to them. 
Some of them answer with feebler voices than before, and some 
are silent forever, having entered their last sleep in this night. 

“The sun rises, and another day wears on, the living among 
the dead, wounds are growing sorer and more painful, cries 
begin to be heard from those whose wounds are in the body and 
very serious. One poor fellow, an Irishman, lay near to me, so 
badly wounded that the surgeon exclaimed, shaking his head, 

“ ‘There is no hope whatever of saving this man, he cannot 
possibly live.’ 

“An ugly wound in the head and a shattered hand told the 
sad story.” 

But for Sergeant William Graham, of Illinois, Thursday was 
a "bright morning,” and after breakfast “whilst lying behind 
our works I discovered some intimations of an intent upon our 
part to make a charge upon the enemy works a half mile away. 

“Presently we saw Leggett’s division, the 3rd charging into 
two lines. They went up in a gallant style and when near the 
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woods we were ordered over ours and forward on the double 
quick . . . our men were beginning to fall fast and were met by 
heavy fire of the small arms. Our color bearer was wounded in 
the thigh but they were again reused by our other bearer. We 
lost 60 killed and wounded and finally all had to retire in 
squads of 8 and 10 at a time and regain our works. There we 
lay for some time and finally relieved by another regiment and 
marched to the left of the lines. About 4 o’clock were sent on 
picket duty to the rear. A heavy shower took place at 5 or 6 
o’clock. In the engagement today our sergeant Major Orrin 
Bull was killed, Captain Krause of the Co. I was mortally 
wounded. Also Lt. Gilmore Co. I was badly wounded. Private 
Granby of V. Co. was killed and Private Sanborn K Co. 
wounded and Sgt. J. J. Woods, color bearer of the regiment 
wounded in the thigh.” 

Action swirled around the Ponder House, off the Marietta 
Road, little more than a mile and a half from the center of the 
city. Another chapter was thereby written in the tragedy of the 
mansion Ephraim G. Ponder built for his beautiful bride, Ellen. 

Its boxwood and fruit trees, landscaped gardens, and grav- 
eled paths once were ecjualed only by Rawson’s ” rerraces” on 
Pryor Street. The elegant two-story house was built ol stone and 
surfaced with white plaster. Outbuildings, spread over one hun- 
dred acres, included an attached brick kitchen and quarters lor 
sixty-five slaves, all of them trained mechanics and virtually free. 

But Ephraim, broken liearted, left Atlanta in ISfkS. and filed 
for divorce. He charged the lovely Ellen with drunkenness and 
adultery. The slaves themselves recounted in conlidence the 
“illegitimate pleasures” of their mistress, the high-pitched laugh- 
ter ringing from the darkened mansion late at night, sometimes 
shadowy, half-naked figures moving past the opened windows 
on a hot summer’s evening. 

Ellen Hed with her slaves to Macon in the spring. I he house 
began to look c insed. The weeds grew in a tangle ov c*r the flower 
beds, and the evening bree/es whined thc*ir lament through 
windows which young boys had bicjken with stones . . . but l)e- 
ycjnd this neglected, “haunted” estate began the infinity of 
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"entle hills, the softer, sweeter country aromas replacing the 
muddy, dusty, brick-city smells. 

Ponder’s house was fortified just in time. The second floor 
bristled with snipers, as did the widow’s walk. Spiked fortifica- 
tions of wood, or chevaux-de-frise, rambled like ugly rows of 
porcupines over the lawns which once had nourished privet 
hedges. Intricate trenchwork, boarded and sand-bagged, roamed 
the length and breadth of the estate, all of which was now under 
assault by Major General John W. Geary. 

Further slaughter. W. P. Archer, an Atlanta soldier, testified, 
was caused by the well on the estate: 

'‘It was here at this terrible place that John Shropshire, 
brother of ex-Deputy Sheriff Andrew J. Shropshire, was killed 
while at the Ponder House well getting water, he making the 
27th man that had been killed at this well. The roof and curb- 
ing around the top of this well was literally perforated with 
ininie balls. John Shropshire was a prince of a fellow but he had 
his life shot out of him in an effort to obtain water for his com- 
rades who were suffering in the ditches, as he had as many as a 
dozen canteens strapped on him when he was killed. It was risk 
your life or perish for water.’’ 

The house was blasted and blasted again as the day wore on. 
Jagged chunks of masonry were chewed out of the second-floor 
walls. The defenders perished within, and others took their 
place. Fa’cii thirty-pound Parrott shells were lobbed at the big 
target, leaving huge holes. Somehow, the mansion stood even 
after the wooden slave ejuarters were burned and riddled into 
gaunt skeletons. 

The sharpshooters (many of whom were from Atlanta and 
reinemberecl the gossip about Fllen Ponder) speculated, be- 
tween lulls in the battle, on how many tons of shot and shell 
were accumulating within their uncert. :n fortress. 

Three miles further west, off the Sandtown Road, near Wil- 
lis’ Mill and Dr. Wilson’s place, Joseph Willis, with the help of 
neighbors. Laban Helm and Wiiliam White, finished a project 
—an immense dugout in the rear of his farmhouse. He had rein- 
forced the earth walls with timbers, and furnished the interior 
with a table, chairs, and mattresses. He provisioned it as best he 
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could with non-perishables; the mill pond a few yards outside 
of the shelter entrance would provide water. 

With Hood’s army strongly entrenched on a ridge to the east, 
the Federal 14th Army Corps plainly in view on a parallel ridge 
to the west, and bullets and shells already whistling overhead, 
Willis decided it was time to crawl below. 

He collected his wife and six children. White, his wife and 
two daughters, Helm, his wife and little boy, plus eleven others 
from the neighborhood who ran across the fields at the last 
minute— and all twenty-six of them filed into the dugout. Willis 
pushed timbers across the doorway as the sound of battle swelled 
in volume, petulantly. 

In Atlanta, residents considered similar protection. Those 
with cellars felt safe. Others started to spade up small hollows 
in back yards which they called, simply, “gopher holes.” 

In Decatur, General Garrard was meeting with his staff officers 
in Mary Gay’s parlor. She wrote in her notes: 

“The teamsters and army followers were lounging about 
promiscuously, cursing and swearing and playing cards, and 
seeming not to notice the approaching artillery until their atten- 
tion was called to it, and then they contended that it was their 
men firing off blank cartridges. I intuitively felt that a conflict 
was on hand. Ma and I held whispered conversations and went 
from one window to another, and finally rushed into the yard. 
Men in the camps observed our excitement and said, ‘Don’t be 
alarmed, it is only the men firing off their blank cartridges.’ 

“The irony of fate was never more signally illustrated than on 
this occasion. I would have laid clown my life, yea, a thousand 
breathing, pulsing lives of my own, to have witnessed the over- 
throw of the Yankee army, and, yet, I may have been the means 
of saving a large portion of it on that occasion. Dreading, for 
my mother’s sake and for the sake of the deaf girl and the sick 
boy, an attack upon the forces which covered our grounds, I 
ran to one of the parlor doors and knocked heavily and excit- 
edly. An officer unlocked the door and opening it said: 

“ ‘What is it?’ 

“ ‘Our men must be nearly here,’ I replied. 

“ ‘Impossible,’ he said, and, yet, with a bound he was in the 
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yard, followed in quick succession by each member of the con- 
clave. 

“A signal, long, loud and shrill, awakened the drowsy, and 
scattered td the four-winds of heaven cards, books and papers, 
and in a few minutes horses and mules were hitched to wagons, 
and the mules, wagons and men were fairly flying from the ap- 
proach of the Confederates. Women and children came pouring 
in from every direction and the house was soon filled. Before 
Garrard’s wagon train was three hundred yards away, our yard 
was full of our men— our own dear ‘Johnnie Rebs.’ Oothcaloga 
Valley boys, whom I had known from babyhood, kissed, in pass- 
ing, the hand that waved the handkerchief. An officer, ah, how 
grand he looked in gray uniform, came dashing up and said: 

“ ‘Go in your cellar and lie down, the Federals are forming 
a line of battle, and we, too, will form one that will reach across 
these grounds, and your house will be between the two lines. 
Go at once.’ 

“My mother ran and got Toby’s shoes and put them on for 
him, and told him to get up and come with her, and as he went 
out of the house, tottering, I threw a blanket over him, and he 
and Telitha went with ma to our near neighbor, Mrs. Williams, 
her cellar being considered safer than ours. I remained in our 
house for the two-fold purpose of taking care of it, if possible, 
and of protecting, to the best of my ability, the precious women 
and children who had fled to us for protection. Without thought 
of myself I got them all into the room that I thought would be 
safest, and urged them to lie down upon the floor and not to move 
during the battle. Shot and shell flew in every direction, and 
the shingles on the roof were following suit, and the leaves, and 
the limbs, and the bark of the trees were descending in showers 
so heavy as almost to obscure the view of the contending forces. 
The roaring of cannon and the sound of musketry blended in 
harmony so full and so grand and the scene was so absorbing that 
1 thought not of personal danger, and more than once found 
myself outside of the portals ready to rush into the conflict— for 
was I not a soldier, enlisted for the war? 

“Nor was I the only restless, intrepid person in the house on 
that occasion. An old lady in whose veins flowed the blood of 
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the Washingtons was there, and it was with the greatest difficulty 
that I restrained her from going out in the arena of warfare. 
The traditions of her ancestors were so interwoven with her 
life, that, at an age bordering on four-score years and ten, they 
could not relax their hold upon her; and she and I might have 
gone in opposite directions had we fled to the ranks of the con- 
tending armies. 

“Mine was, no doubt, the only feminine eye that witnessed 
the complete rout of the Federals on that occasion. At first I 
could not realize what they were doing, and feared some stra- 
tegic movement: but the ‘rebel yell’ and the flying blue coats 
brought me to a full realization of the situation, and I, too, 
joined in the loud acclaim of victory. And the women and chil- 
dren, until now panic-stricken and silent as death, joined in the 
rejoicing. All the discouragements of the past few weeks fled 
from me, and hope revived, and I was happy, oh, so happy!” 

Sherman’s intelligence reports that afternoon included one 
from Major General George H. Thomas, commanding the 
Army of the Cumberland, “prisoners say that our shells yester- 
day fell into Atlanta, producing great consternation.” 

At 7:00 p.M. Sergeant .Andy Rose of Ohio, recorded “a little 
rain shower.” 

All evening Atlanta throbbed with a massive army operation 
pounding through its heart. Some of the soldiers said they were 
with Lieutenant General William J. Hardee whose entire corps 
was being hauled out of the Peachtree line for a mysterious 
night march to the east. 

After the shower the evening became hot and still. Soldiers 
discarded blankets and coats as they trudged through the streets. 
Little children picked up tlie garments and ran off, stjuealing 
with delight. The vast activity was puzzling, as Wallace P. Reed 
the Atlanta writer, observed: 

“Tlie citizens were unable to fully understand the situation. 
The movements of troops had but little significance to them, 
because they knew nothing of what was transpiring beyond the 
breastworks. It was impo.ssible for a civilian to obtain trust- 
worthy information. That fierce fighter. Hood, was in com- 
mand, and the non-combatant who dared to question him ran 
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considerable risk of being hustled off to the trenches. The sub- 
ordinate officers and soldiers had but one reply to make to all 
questions. They said that the policy of falling back had been 
abandoned. Sherman had been drawn far enough into the 
interior, and his men were to be slaughtered like sheep as they 
threw themselves upon the impregnable defences of the Gate 
City.” 

It was nearly midnight before the last of Hardee’s corps 
vanished into the gloom past Oakland Cemetery and out the 
Decatur road. Only a faint hint of dust, the smell of sweaty 
men, and the acrid, ever-pre.sent stench of horses lingered to 
whisper of the evening’s march. 


JULY 22 


■I Southern Press Association 

“Atlanta— About two o’clock this afternoon the enemy attacked 
our left, under Cen. Stewart, with great vigor. They were re- 
ceived with a galling (ire from both artillery and infantry which 
caused them to falter, when the order was given to charge. 

“Our troops left their breastworks and charged with great 
gallantry, driving the enemy from two lines of entrenchments 
and inflicting immense slaughter, capturing a large number of 
prisoners and twenty-two pieces of artillery. 

“Among their killed is Gen. McPherson, who was shot 
through the heart, Brigadier Gen. Gilts A. Smith and (the 
Yankee) Gen. Hood. Gen. Gresham lost a leg. 

“Gen. Hardee having passed around the enemy’s flank is 
now in their rear doing great execution. 

“The fighting still continues. . . . 

“Gen. Wheeler last evening attacked the enemy’s left in neigh- 
borhood of Decatur and drove them back, capturing two hun- 
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dred wagons, with supplies and a large number of prisoners. 
He is still pursuing.” 

H The New York Herald 

“Nashville— A lady who left Atlanta a week ago describes the 
stampede of the citizens from that city on the approach of 
General Sherman’s army to the Chattahoochee River as ludi- 
crous in the extreme. She says there was greater panic there than 
that which prevailed in Tennessee on the fall of Fort Donelson. 

“4:00 p.ivL— Despatches to private parties state that Atlanta 
was this morning occupied by General Sherman’s forces, and 
that General Thomas’ headquarters are in that city. This state- 
ment is credited in official circles and I think no doubt need be 
entertained in regard to it.” 

“Washington, 10:00 p.m.— Reports have been rife today that 
Atlanta has been captured by General Sherman. Up to this 
time such is not the case; but the Government are in receipt of 
information that Johnston has been superseded by General 
Hood, who had been bloodily repulsed in an attack upon Sher- 
man’s lines. The final capture of the city cannot be much longer 
delayed. 

“The battle between the two armies was very severe and 
bloody and the defeat of the rebels most complete.” 

El The New York Tribune 

Office of the Associated Press, New York— The Western Union 
Telegraph Company are in communication with Atlanta, 
Georgia, today, messages from that place of this date having 
been transmitted over their wires. 

“No official announcement of the capture of occupation of 
Atlanta has been received at this office up to this hour, 
3:30 P.M.” 

S. P. Richards, stationer and diarist, had not slept. Although 
it was Friday, and not Sunday, he wrote in his diary: 

“All last night our city was in a complete hub-bub with army 
wagons and soldiers and marauders as though the whole army 
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was passing through. A lot of cavalry robbers broke into the 
stores and stole everything that they took a fancy to. They 
stripped our store of paper and other stationery that we had 
there, and Tibout thirty dollars of money. Today our last news- 
paper departed, the Appeal, also the Postoffice, and every other 
establishment and individual that intended to go, as the enemy 
was confidently expected to take possession tonight.” 

Near the army’s warehouses at East Point, Supply Officer 
Joe Semmes, wrote to “Eo”: 

“Our communications have been cut as I foretold you and 
this is a chance just offered to write you. Before day this morn- 
ing we evacuated Atlanta but left the Army in line of battle 
around the city and in fact in it— a. terrible battle is raging at 
and around Atlanta and our unfortunate relatives Mr. Clayton, 
Cousin Caroline and the three sick girls, one (“Gussy”) at the 
point of death, and the smaller children are compelled to re- 
main in the midst of it. God grant they may none be killed, but 
the enemy have full range of the town and I dread the worst. 
The girls were too ill to be moved and they all determined to 
stand by them to the last. Such is one of the horrors of this 
infernal war. The town is left full of women and children and 
old men— many too of our wounded, too badly hurt to be re- 
moved. 

“Day before yesterday we fought them and drove them to the 
works. Dawson carried his regiment over the Yankee breast- 
works and within 75 yards of their main works, which he 
could have carried, but rvas not supported on his line; he lost 
45 men. Mr. I'urley’s son was wounded but is safe. Hardee 
moved at two this morning to the rear of the enemy, and if 
successful Atlanta is saved, if not the Lord knows what will be- 
come of this Army. 

“My last was written on Sunday, enclosing a letter from Mrs. 
Titus, saying that .\lden told her to tell you, he had money 
sent by Genl. Dix for you. I don’t want you to send for it. I 
am well considering I have been up nearly all three nights at 
hard work. God Bless you, j. 

“I write on my lap in the woods. Major Preston whose family 
were so kind to Clara and Julia is killed.” 
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Some blocks north of Serames, at East Point, W. P. Archer 
broke camp with his outfit at daylight and marched to the Fair 
Ground for provisioning, “a small ration of hard tack and sow 
belly, and a water bucket full of bourbon whiskey, with a small 
tin dipper to dip it with on the side. 

“About 8 o’clock we had orders to move hurriedly due north 
until the road leading out to the old Atlanta Rolling Mill was 
reached, and to form along the road. 

“When we had reached this point our command fonned on 
both sides of the road. While in this position, Claiborn’s (Cle- 
burne) division of Hardee’s corps passed, and here I wish to say 
that in all my experience I never saw a more graceful rider 
astride a horse, or a grander looking man than Pat Claiborn. 
. . , when Claiborn’s command had passed us we were ordered 
to fall in behind them. When the old rolling mill had been 
reached our command was ordered to deploy to the right. Clai- 
born’s division kept straight on in the direction of where the 
Yanks were tearing up the Georgia Railroad, between Atlanta 
and Decatur. Our command went in rather a southeast direc- 
tion. We had not gone a great way until the rattle of musketry 
told us that the fight was on. Our command soon came to an old 
pine field . . . here we had come in range of their guns. Minie 
balls were rattling like hail up among the pines, cutting off 
limbs and twigs everywhere. Occasionally a shell or solid shot 
would come screaming through the pines like so many wild 
animals. 

“Here we were ordered to lie flat down on the ground, as 
every shell seemed to be hunting for us, as they came lower 
and lower . . . About one hundred yards from where we were 
in the old pine field was a piece of cleared land about one 
hundred yards wide, inclining towards the east. At the lower 
side of this strip of land was a good set of entrenchments, with 
no soldiers in them, and the plan was to fill up this vacancy 
with our command. On double-quicking through this open 
space into the works, we lost five men, killed outright, and 
several wounded, and about the same ratio throughout the 
regiment.” 

To their left was a battery of four or more cannons worked 



129 


JULY, 18G4 

by Captain Francis DeGress o^ Illinois, taking heavy toll of the 
Confederates. The 42nd Georgia Regiment planned to knock 
it out. The command was given, and the regiment stormed 
across the fields towards the rapid-firing cannons. Archer con- 
tinued his account: 

“When they had advanced to a certain point the Confederates 
raised the Rebel yell and charged bayonets right on to the bat- 
tery. The fighting was terrific; hand to hand fighting, with butts 
of their guns, etc., was general around the battery. Fi,.ally the 
men who commanded the guns, routed and panic-stricken, fled 
and left their guns in the hands of the victorious Forty-second 
Georgia. But General Logan, who commanded a division of 
Western Federals, on hearing of the loss of their fine battery, 
addressed his men, telling them that it never would do to let 
Washington hear that the Rebels had their fine battery; to 
follow him, that he would retake it. Over behind a large clump 
of woods his division formed, and at the command charge, they 
came like a storm above the thunder of artillery and the rattle 
of musketry. You could hear the Yankee battle cry, ‘Husal 
Husa!’ etc. Astride a fine dapple gray horse, with hat in hand he 
led his men. 

“Time and time again the little band of Confederates stood 
their ground, repulsing the blue lines of Logan’s Federals, only 
to see them rally again, and come with more men than ever. 
Finally after desperate hand to hand fighting, three or four to 
one, the Confederates had to give up and get away as best they 
could, leaving the guns again in the hands of the victorious 
Logan. How Gen. Logan escaped that day has always been a 
mystery to me. I guess his time had not come. During the fight- 
ing General McPherson, while out on his horse reconnoitering, 
came too close to a bunih of Confedeiates, who occupied a 
( lump of bushes. 

“General McPheison, on riding out into the open, not more 
than one hundred yards away, was discovered by the Confeder- 
ates, who began to yell at the top of their voices, ‘shoot the man 
on the horse!’ “ 

Major General James B- McPherson, thiiiy-six-year-old com- 
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mander of the Army of the Tennessee, wheeled too late. He fell, 
pierced through the heart. 

A Confederate leader. Major General W. H. T. Walker, divi- 
sion head of General Hardee, was killed a few minutes later. He 
was on a rise of ground, studying the battlefield through a 
telescope. His men rallied for a bayonet charge as the Rebel yell 
blended with the Yankee “Husa! Husa!” It was a primitive, 
savage chorus. 

The Union forces were in “great contusion,” Colonel Taylor 
Beatty, of Louisiana, decided, and that "if we could have held 
our position it would have been an utter rout.” 

A “good many” shells were exploding around Beatty in the 
city and he marveled at the number of people remaining 
through the day’s bombardment, especially the women. 

“About 4 o’clock we heard heavy firing,” S. P. Richards wrote, 
“and rapid discharges of musketry to the eastward, and, before 
dark, crowds of prisoners began to come in that our forces had 
taken in a successful flank movement by (Jen. Hardee. It then 
began to appear likely that Gen. Hood intended to hold the 
city if he could.” 

Colonel Barnett, aide to Hood, (on\eyed orders all after- 
noon at informal headquarters which had been established in 
the hot glare of the July sun— next to a park near the general’s 
house. Barnet noted in his diary: 

“We dragged out tables and chairs and the (Jeneral directed 
the battle by couriers who rode out Hunter Street. Colonel 
Hamilton brought the news Gen. William H. T. Walker was 
killed. 

“I ascended the cupola of the City Hall and heard the bullets 
whizz by. A shell burst in the street and tiarrowly missed Major 
A. J. West. I soon saw we had lost the battle.” 

Several times Hood rode his horse as far as a hillock on the 
Lucius J. Gartrell estate, where he could sec smoke pufls from 
the distant battleground— and, farther east, to Oakland Ceme- 
tei7. 

The rattle of small-arms fire crackled so distinctly throughout 
Atlanta that Wallace P. Reed, the young writer, believed “the 
forces were butchering each other on Whitehall Street.” Coin- 
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iers dashed back and forth to Hood’s street-table headquarters 
with “a bright, exultant look,” announcing: 

“We’ve got em . . . whipping them like hell , . . we’ll capture 
Sherman’s x^’hole army!” 

The onlookers cheered, and “a few score citizens lounged 
about the place,” Reed continued, “watching the iron face of 
the general in the vain hope of reading his thoughts. Suddenly 
the park was invaded by the hospital corps. Long tables were 
stretched out, and a crowd of professional looking men in uni- 
form took charge of them and commenced opening their cases 
of instruments. They were surgeons. It was not long before 
ambulances and wagons rolled into the park by the dozen, and 
the wounded were hastily taken out and placed upon the tables. 
After that it was cut and slash, for the work had to be done in 
a hurry. 

“The green grass took on a blood-red hue, and as the sur- 
geon’s saw crunched through the bones of the unfortunates, 
hundreds of gory arms and legs were thrown into the baskets 
prepared to receive them. This ghastly sight was too much for 
the citizen lookers on. They had seen one phase of the horrors 
of war, and they cared to sec no more. One by one they disap- 
peared, and soon the park tvas given up to the surgeons and 
their patients, the grim general meanwhile awaiting the returns 
a few yards away. 

"Wlien the engagement was over tlie people had a very con- 
fused idea of what liad occurred. They knew that the city had 
not been captured. They saw large squads of Federal prisoners 
marched in. They ts’cre told that McPherson had been killed. 
With these facts to guide them, it is little tvonder that they 
jumped to the conclusion that the Confederates had won a big 
victory, and some of the most sanguine predicted that Sherman 
would beat a retreat. Perhaps for the first '/ ne since Johnston’s 
removal, the non-combatants felt thoroughly satisfied with Hood. 
Thev had found out that he would fight, and hotv could there 
be any doubt as to the result when the men in gray were pitted 
against the men in blue? 

“The rattle of musketry had died away. The groaning 
wounded had been carried to the hospitals, and the prisoners 
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had been disposed of. Once more tlie civil life of the city was 
astir.” 

Sergeant Graham, of Illinois, was on picket duty, and “very 
fatigued from yesterday’s doings. . . . The enemy was seen in 
squads about a half mile away from our hospitals and they com- 
menced moving the wounded back to the rear. About 6 o’clock 
afterwards we were attacked by the enemy and driven in. They 
attacked rvith heavy fire and we had a hard day’s work. General 
McPherson was killed. I do not know our losses at present. 
Many of our regiment is missing. F. Coffeen killed Co. I— 
Sigler wounded Co. A. Our right was in the squad of 5 or 8 
men and came in the best they could and at night but half the 
regiment was collected. W’^e lay back in a temporary breastwork 
all night on a hill. The enemy was badly beaten, but we lost 
many good officers as well as men.” 

O. L. Braumuller, the elcven-year-old son of a music store 
proprietor, lived next to Hood’s headquarters on Whitehall 
Street. He had been alone with his mother since his father was 
in Nashville, trying to sell Tennessee bonds (and drums he 
had been manufacturing for the army). 

That Friday, he recalled, was “the hottest day 1 believe I ever 
saw. We could hear the firing around the city, and occasionally 
got a few tidings of the battle from .soldiers passing.” 

The house had been struck once, and young Braumuller 
figured the Federals were aiming at Hood's headquarters. A 
dugout had been completed in the back yard and he and his 
mother planned to spend the nights in it. 

Mollie Smith, a young Atlanta resident, watched a young lady 
of the neighborhood, who had died in the morning, being buried 
in her garden. 'Fhere was no coffin. The family feared to journey 
to the cemetery because of the shelling. All through the burial, 
Mollie heard the firing and occasionally, she thought, a Rebel 
yell. 

The Federals, meanwhile, were advancing on Covington. 
"Grandma” Smith, the nurse from Memphis, was told that 
Conyer’s station, ten miles north, was already captured and 
aflame. She climbed the dome atop her hospital and saw the 
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distant smoke spiraling up from the burning buildings at 
Conyer’s. 

Two hours later, a young girl helper ran excitedly to her, 
shouting that “blue coats” were entering Covington at full 
gallop. 

“I looked a little to the left of where I stood and sure enough 
here come some half a dozen dashing up, as though they in- 
tended to sweep everything before them. In the meantime 
orders had been distributed throughout the hospital for every 
one to save themselves as best they could; and if ever I saw what 
is called pell-mell I saw it there and then. Every one who could 
walk broke for the pine thicket. 

“Some did not stop under five miles, and some went fifteen. 
Dinner was being issued to the wards just as they first appeared, 
and before I was half done, there were not hands sufficient to 
carry the waiters to the rooms. Some were at the table eating; 
and you believe me, they did not stop to finish their dinner. 
Some were crying out, ‘good bye, grandma: you must do the 
best you can! \Vc hale to leave you in the hands of those fellows; 
but if we remain here, wc will be taken prisoners by them, and 
then we can do no one any good.’ I told them to run with all 
their speed, and escape if possible. And, sure, they took me at 
my word, and made good their escape. 

“I hastened to the wards ol the sick and wounded to see 
how the pc:)or helpless boys were standing the excitement. It 
was indeed a pitiful sight to k^ok on, one that would melt the 
most callous heart to sympathy, to see them unable to help 
themselves, and of course were at the mercy of those who were 
not expected to show mercy to any. Nearly the first question, al- 
mc:)st simultanec3usly asked by all, was, if I was going tc leave 
them." 

She assured them that she would not. T' heartened them al- 
though the druggist, ward master, and other nurses fled past 
as they spoke, just outside the hospital doors many were caught 
by the Federal cavalry and taken away as prisoners. Grandma 
Smith believed that the Yankees had promised them they would 
not be molested if they were attached to the hospital. 

“Yet it is a known fact that as the African c annot change his 
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color or the leopard his spots, neither can the real Yankee 
change his principles. . . . 

“Poor fellows, we did so much hate to see them dragged off 
to prison, especially as they were so much needed in the hospital. 
We were then left with no assistance, as all of the assistants were 
taken oft but one young man (who was smart enough to play 
off as a patient) and those who had gone so far as to escape 
capture. A kind negro woman was also left, who said that 
principle made her stay with old miss to help take care of the 
poor soldiers. She didn’t see what made all de fool niggers an* 
wimmin run for, no how; de Yanks didn’t want dem. Slie wan’t 
’fraid ob dem; she was gwine to stay right dar, and stand her 
ground, so she was. And she made good her word, but not fail- 
ing at intervals to rail out against ‘dem fool nigga’s an’ wim- 
min;’ saying, that if she was old miss, ‘dat dey shouldn’t put dar 
foots back here, after leaving her and de poor helpless boys to 
take care ob demselves.’ 

“Well, as soon as I could leave my business, I went to the 
office to see how our surgeons had stood by their helpless 
charges; and to my unspeakable surprise and alarm, I found 
Drs. Robertson and Doyle surrounded by some half a dozen 
Yanks. Dr. Robertson was addressing them with much elo- 
quence, as he was fully competent to do; saying. ‘You have 
come and taken me prisoner while performing my duty as sur- 
geon. The men whom you have disabled while contending for 
their just rights on the battle field, are under my charge. You 
have gone contrary to military rules in molesting me. I shall, 
therefore, appeal to (iencral (iirard for redress. I (ould have 
made my escape, but before I would have forsaken these, my 
wounded comrades, I would suffer myself to be shot down here 
in this yard.’ 

“He then called the attention of the captain, saying, ‘Let 
me introduce to you my chief matron. She is in hopes you 
will not suffer her to be molested. She wishes to be allowed to 
remain with these, her patients. She is the only one out of 
five ladies who were willing to run the risk of being captured 
for their sake; and 1 ask you to sec that she is respected.’ I was 
surprised; as well as satisfied, to receive a polite assuraiue that 
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I should receive all the respect due one engaged in such a 
charitable work; and should any of his men attempt to molest 
me, just report to General Girard/’ 

Grandma Smith was left alone that long afternoon. Not one 
in fifty of her patients, she calculated, was able to give another 
so much as a drink of water, and many were in dying condition. 
Almost all were on the critical list. She was shocked later when 
several shouting and threatening Yankees came into the wards. 

“One patient asked: ‘You are not going to molest us, are 
you?’ 

“ ‘Oh, no/ said they, ‘we will only parole you now, and 
when you are able to be moved, we will send you to prison. 
‘Well, you will not trouble grandma, will you? She stays with 
us.’ ‘Well, I suppose we will have to banish her to the North, or 
make her take the oath.’ ‘Nary time will you do either,’ said I. 
‘One who ranks a little higher than you requested me to report 
to General Ciirard if one of you dared to molest me, and I will 
do so.’ They soon sneaked out. 

“It was but a short time until the doctor was released, and 
back at his post. How relieved I was of a heavy burden. I was 
in great dread that they might take him off, and one so faith- 
ful deserved better treatment. Besides, some of his patients 
could not live without the ver) best of medical attention, and 
his assistants had just all they could do in their o'wn wards. 

“But alter the e\c iiemcnt of a few’ hours, all was well again, 
w'ith the exception of nurses and cooks. What a time I had, no 
one could giNC the most faint idea. \et it is an old and true 
saying, that ‘where there is a will, there is a way’ to surmount 
the most diHicult tasks; and 1 found it true in that instance, to 
my own experience and profit. 1, with the faithful one negress, 
who still kept abusing ‘dem dar fool ' aggers an’ wummin,’ 
prepared the supper for all hands, dished it up between us, and 
on. own true soldiers and friends, with another who came m 

unexpeetediy, ate our supper as usual. 

“We cleaned up and prepared the cooking room and fixtures 
for breakfast; then we took our rounds through all the wards, 
dressing wounds and preparing them for as pleasant ^ night s 
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sleep as circumstances would admit of. We endeavored to leave 
nothing undone that would add in the very least to their com- 
fort. Poor, dear fellows; how lonely riiey seemed without their 
nurses, and how hard it was that they should be deprived of 
their services in the manner in which they were, for they were 
worthy nurses. 

“After we were through with our patients, and I had watched 
by the bedside of one whose life was fast ebbing out, until my 
strength was almost gone, I retired to my room, but not to 
sleep, for at that time, as on many other occasions, sleep ap- 
peared to have deserted me. I could not sleep when I knew one 
of our brave fellows was breathing his last, far away from those 
who would have watched over him unceasingly, and smoothed 
his dying pillow, and shed tears over his departing spirit. Be- 
sides, I did not know at what time some Yankee might make 
his appearance and frighten us. I was sitting near my window, 
which gave me full view of the ward in which lay the dying 
soldier. 

“Every groan he made reached my cars, and went to my heart 
—as if my own dear son was in his stead, which made the gloom 
much more awful to me under the very unpleasant circum- 
stances, and tried my soul to its utmost capacity. While in this 
condition and wondering if my husband and son were safe, 
or were they among the slain or wounded of that awful day's 
struggle before Atlanta, until I became unconscious of the 
lapse of time, and I had forgotten the fact that I was a prisoner, 
cut off from them by the destruction of the railroads, and 
thereby all communication cut off by which I could hear from 
them. My situation became to me almost intolerable.” 

On her bedside table lay a letter from Freddy W. Brinkman, 
a former patient. During a short lull in the fighting he scrib- 
bled: 

“Grandma, I must close my letter now for the truce is out, 
and we are ordered in the ditches, in case the enemy should 
make another attack. I wish you would let my lady acquaint- 
ances read the papers when you get through with them, and 
whenever I have an opportunity to procure more, I will send 
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them to you. Jimmie and Johnnie join me in sending theii 
best respects to you. No more at present, but remain, as ever. 

Your faithful and devoted friend.'' 

Captairt Joseph Vale was with the cavalry which had seized 
Covington. 

. . near this place/’ he reported, ‘Sve ran into a train of 
refugees from Kentucky and Tennessee who stated that they 
had been running away from the ‘Yankees’ for over two years 
bc'cause they were led to believe that certain death awaited 
them if caught or overtaken. They being but harmless citizens, 
though strong secessicjnists, were brought in, and men, women 
and children fed, kindly treated, and eventually sent to their 
distant homes at the expense of the Government; the only 
thing they lost was all their serviceable horses.” 

And two miles to the north, at Oxford, Walter Clark was 
eating midday meal in the college chapel when the alarm was 
sounded, followed at once by the clatter of horse’s hoofs. 

“Tliere was some commotion outside and the men hurriedly 
left the table to investigate its cause ... a few feet from the 
door on a horse covered with foam sat a red-headed Yankee in 
blue uniform and with full equipment. The expected raid had 
materialized and Garrard’s cl i vision of Federal cavalry had pos^ 
session of the town. Most of the convalescents returned hastily 
to their quarters without finishing their dinner. 

‘‘The writer, not knowing when or where his next meal 
would be taken returned to the table and replenished his com- 
missary department to its fullest capacity. The raiders scattered 
through the village, pillaging to some extent private resi- 
dences, destroying government cotton and in this way burning 
the home of Mr. Irvine, an old citizen of the place. In due time 
they reached the premises of the lady, to whom reference has 
aheady been made. 

"Her husband was not at home. He was an honored minister 
of the Methodist church and was considered the champion 
sliorer of tlu conference to which he belonged. It was said that 
his family had hecome so accustomed to the sonorous exercise 
of his talent in this line that during his absence from home at 
night, they were forced tc^ substitute the grinding of a coffee 



138 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATl.ANTA 


mill to secure sleep, I am not prepared, Iiovvcver, to vouch for 
the absolute accuracy of this statement. Whether on this oc- 
casion he had received intimation of the enemy’s approach, and 
emulating the example of other male citizens of the village, had 
made himself conveniently absent, I do not now recall. 

“His wife, possibly relying on the fact that she was Northern 
born, or on providential interposition, for exemption from 
any war indemnity that her blue-coated guests might be dis- 
posed to exact, received them courteously and as long as their 
levy was confined to chickens from the barnyard (^r hams from 
the smoke house she managed to maintain her etjuilibrium. 
But when, in addition to these minor depredations, they bridled 
her pet family horse and led him forth to ‘jine the cavalry,’ 
patience ceased to be a virtue. 

“This crowning indignity furnished the straw that fractured 
the spinal column of the proverbial camel. She rose in her 
righteous wrath and in plain and vigorous Knglish she gave 
them her opinion of the Yankee army general, and of her un- 
welcome guests in particular. Her indignant j)rotest was un- 
availing. The stable was thencelorth tenantless. and as Tenny- 
son might have said, she mourned for the tramp of a vanished 
horse and the sound of a neigh that was still. 

“At 3 p.M. the convalescents were formed into line with 
orders to report to the provost marshall. W'e had marched but 
a little way, when a Federal colonel ordered us to disband 
until a p.M. I had borrowed the novel Macaria from a Miss 
Harrison in the village and decided to spend the interval in 
completing its perusal. 1 retiied to my cot in the college chapel, 
but somehow the bocjk did not interest me. X’isions of a Federal 
prison peered at me from every page and I ga\c it up. Having 
made an engagement to take lea with Mr. Hanison’s family 
that evening, I concluded, il allowed to leave the building, to 
return the book. Going down to rcconnoiier I saw one of our 
men walk up the street without being halted, and with as in- 
different air as I could assume, I followed suit. 

“Reaching Mr. Harrisem’s house 1 found the family anxious 
and excited. Mr. H., to avoid capture, had concealed himself 
in the garden. I expressed my regTcts tcj Mrs. 1 1, that I was 
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unable to keep my engagement, as I bad another, which was a 
little more pressing. She insisted that I remain with them 
until the hour [or leaving and I sat down to meditate on the 
fate that the future had in store for me. When a boy I had often 
sung the old hymn containing the words: 

" ‘Sweet prospects, sweet birds and sweet flowers,’ but the 
prospect that loomed up before me that summer afternoon had 
no flavor of sugar or honey and, as I now recall it, not even a 
trace of sorghum molasses to shade its bitterness. As I sat there 
on the piazza, a Federal brigade passed in a short distance of the 
house followed by a crowd of contrabands. One of the soldiers 
came in and took a ham from the pantry without taking the 
trouble to ask for it. Others passed through the yard on other 
errands. 

‘Nothing was said to me and I made no special effort to at- 
tract their attention. I was saying nothing, but I was doing 
some pretty tall thinking. The idea had occurred to me, either, 
as judge Longstreet has said, by ‘internal suggestion or the bias 
of jurisprudence,’ that if I remained quietly where I was, I 
might be overlooked and I decided to make the experiment.” 

During the afternoon, Clark heard of the shooting of Mr. 
Jones of Covington, an avowed Union hater. Mr. Jones was 
waiting with his squirrel rifle by the court house when the 
cavalry rode in. 

“ ‘Don’t shoot,’ the first Union soldier shouted to him, but 
his purpose was not to be changed and his victim dropped from 
the saddle. Reloading liis rifle and changing his position to 
another street a second squad of prisoners came by and again 
his rifle brought down its game. Reloading the third time he 
intercepted a platoon of cavalry and fired into it, wounding two 
of them. I'hcy captured him, shot him to death and then beat 
out his brains with the butts of their rificN. He doubtless antici- 
pated such a fate and went coolly to certain death with no 
h.-pe of fame and with only the satisfaction of getting two for 
one. 

“Geo. Daniel, a Confederate quartermaster, chanced to be 
at home on furlough in Covington . . . He had been out bird 
hunting that morning and on his return was captured by the 
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Yankees, who enraged by the killing of two of their men by 
Jones, determined to shoot Daniel simply because he was found 
with a gun in his hand. His protest that he was out for no 
hostile purpose availed him nothing. He was ordered to face 
his executioners and an effort was made to bind a handkercliicf 
over his eyes. He drew it away and said. ‘No, a Confederate 
soldier can face death without being blindfolded.’ The rifles 
rang out and he fell, another \ ictim to the humane influence of 
Northern civilization.” 

As the shadows of afternoon lengthened, Clark watched the 
convalescents being marched out of Oxford by the Union 
cavalry. His heart ‘‘grew lighter” as the line trudged off into 
the distance and finally vanished. Closing his book, Macaria, 
which he believed had saved him fiom (aptme, he walked back 
to the hospital, and his cot. 

Another patient. Colonel 11. 1). Capers, of the 12th Georgia 
Battalion, was somewhere in the (onntryside, having leaped 
through a rear window earlier in the day. I he cavalry, over- 
taking the Coloncrs Negro servant at a road fork, demanded the 
direction followed by the Colonel. 'I'lie Negro blandly pointed 
out the wrong one, and watched the horsemen gallop off. 

Oxford and Cosington, stouhed by the cavalry, were left 
alone that night. 

In Atlanta, the filing dwindled to the sporadic crack-crack 
of small arms, stabbing the peiimeters of the c ity, on which 
burned the campfires of both Yankees and Confederates. 


JUI.Y 2,‘l 


H Southern Press Association 

"Atlanta, July 27— Gen. Wheeler last evening attacked the 
enemy’s left, in the neighborhood of Decatur, and drove them 
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back, capturing 500 wagons with supplies, and a large number 
of prisoners. He is still pursuing. 

“There was very little fighting after dark yesterday. 

“Two tliousand prisoners, including 75 command officers, 25 
pieces of artillery and seven stands of colors have been brought 
in. 

“The losses on either side are not yet known. Ours were 
severe in officers. 

“Comparative quiet reigns this morning. There is some little 
skirmishing on our left.“ 

B The National Republican (Washington) 

“The Government is in receipt of a dispatch today from the 
telegraph operator at Chattanooga, via Louisville in the fol- 
lowing words, 

“ ‘Atlanta is not ours yet. Our forces find strong opposition. 
It seems that we are in possession of a part of the city but the 
enemy hold the rest.’ “ 

B Harper*s Weekly 

“The Rebel army was chiefly massed against our right. The 
struggle ended ^vith Hocxl’s defeat, with a loss on our side of 
about 2500 and on that of the rebels of about 6000. Genl. 
McPherson was shot while reconnoitring. He became separated 
from his staff for a moment and a rebel sharpshooter shot him 
from ambush. On Saturday there was an arrangement for the 
burial of the dead and the care of the wounded; this could not 
have been a truce, as Sherman in the meanwhile kept his heavy 
artillery playing upon the city. 

“Hood’s design in making the assaults on Wednesday and 
Friday was to destroy our forces on the right after which the 
army would be strong enough to conii )nt if not defeat the 
rt'mainder of our army. The plan promised a good degree of 
success. Sherman’s line was 14 miles long, and weak in the 
centre, lint the day was gained by Sherman, through the daunt- 
less courage which the separate divisions resisted the furious 
charge of Hood’s army. 

“The loss of the mills at Roswell, which were destroyed by 
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Sherman's army in its movement on Atlanta, was a severe blow 
to the Confederates. In addition to extensive flouring mills, 
there ^vere large cloth manufactories, producing monthly 30,000 
yards of cotton and 15,000 of woolen goods— principally for the 
army.*’ 

Hood dictated a dispatch to Secretary of War, James A. Scd- 
don, in Richmond: 

“In the engagement yesterday we captured 18 stands of colors, 
instead of five, and 13 guns, instead of 22, as previously re- 
ported. 

“Brig. Gen. Mercer was not wounded. 

“All quiet today except for a little picket liiing and occa- 
sional shells thrown into the city.” 

Under cloudy skies, Sergeant Graham moved out from his 
post of the previous night “by the main road to a posiiion on 
our left and commenced breastworks. Afterwards tore them 
down and built others further back. A (lag of truce was sent in 
by the enemy to bury the dead and to take off wounded to last 
until 8 A.M. now lay east of the town of Atlanta with im- 
mense breastwork in every possible direction and with other 
works and it will be hard for them, the enemy, to harm us much 
within them. Lay on arms all night up in the line at 8 o’clock.” 

Every tree not yet cut down was being felled within a mile of 
Atlanta’s inner defense line to give the gunners a clear field. 
Any Negro who ccjuld be found was put to work on the im- 
mense prefect. The sounds of axes, saws, and oaths, the sights 
and smells of black, glistening bodies, filled Atlanta. 

A few refugees fled down the two remaining thoroughlaies Uj 
Macon and West Point. There was an unanticipated busine.ss 
flurry on this Saturday. 

“People crowded the stores,” wrote Wallace Reed, the 
Atlanta writer, “and the roar of battle gave place to the hum of 
traffic. The prudent housekeepers who had been laying in sup 
plies of provisions in anticipation of a siege, continued their 
shopping . . . coffee at S20 a pound, sugar at $15; flour at $300 
a barrel— these were still lor sale, and there were many othei 
things at proportionate prices. No butter, liowever, no chickens, 
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no vegetables, and, in fact, nothing that would tempt an epi- 
cure. At a restaurant a guest would get a plate of ham and eggs 
and a cup of coffee for $25. On this very day a young man 
stepped iilto a clothing store and bought a felt hat for $150, a 
pair of shoes for $100, and a sack coat, of good durable cloth, 
for $200. These prices seemed reasonable enough to him, be- 
cause at the same place six months before he had paid $600 for 
a shawl.” 

Everyone wanted to know how the war was going and the few 
remaining newspapermen were besieged with questions. In a 
restaurant, one veteran journalist was asked about yesterday’s 
“Battle of Atlanta.” 

“ ‘I cannot promise you full details . . . my paper is conveyed 
by spies to Sherman’s headquarters, and I have to be very 
cautious.’ 

“ ‘But, major,’ said an anxious listener, ‘is it all right?’ The 
major frowned and glared at his interrogator. 

“ ‘Why, d— n it, sir, of course it is all right! What do you mean 
by such a question, sir?’ I didn’t know,’ was the hesitating re- 
sponse. ‘Well, confound it, sir, it you didn’t know it was your 
duty to trust those who do know.’ ‘But,’ continued the jour- 
nalist, softening a little, ‘I know you are anxious, and I don’t 
mind telling you that we have got Sherman just where we want 
him.’ Good!’ interrupted several. ‘Yes, he is now so far from 
his base of supplies that it will be an easy matter to cut him off, 
and then you will see whether his starving troops will light or 
not. My prediction is that tliey will desert to us, surrender, 
scatter— anything but fight. Mark that down!’ 

“The listeners turned away with new confidence, and they 
whispered to each other that the major had just seen General 
Hood, and knew what he was talking about. One young man 
was not convinced, and besides it madt no difference to him 
whetlier the major was right or not. He was a Unionist, working 
in one of tlie government shops, and he had been notified that 
day that fiis services were no longer needed, and that he tvould 
be conscripietl. Just after dusk this fellow slunk out of town 
through the woods on the right of the Georgia railroad. He had 
gone only a mile or two when he heard the sound of approach- 
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ing feet. He darted into the bushes, but the tliicat to fire upon 
him brought him out, and he found himself a prisoner in the 
liands of the Confederates. He told a plausible story, but it was 
no use. The next day he was on pieket in a suit of Ccjnfederatc 
gray. 

“ ‘At first 1 fired blank ( ai tridges,‘ he said afterwards, ‘thinking 
that the Federal pickets would understand me. But they didn't, 
durn 'em, and I got so blind mad to think of their firing at a 
good Union man that I fired balls after that, and I shot to kill. 
When a fellow hears musket balls whi/.zing about his ears it is 
no time to stand there like a sentimental fool wasting blank 
cartridges!' " 

“The enemy,” S. P. Richards aflirmed, “have thrown a great 
many shells into the city and scared the Tvomen and children 
and some of the men pretty badly. One shell fell in the street 
just below our house and threw gravel in our windows . . . this 
seems to me to be a very barbarous mode of carrying on war, 
throwing shells among women and children. The city authori- 
ties required me to do police duty, and I had to stand on guard 
on McDonough St. from 8 to 10 and 2 till 4 this night, and car- 
ried a musket for the first time in my life! My wife and children 
(two boys and two girls) had to put their beds on tlie floor be- 
hind the chimney to be secure from shells which were thrown 
into the city all night long. No more fell near our house how- 
ever, and but little damage was done anywhere.” 

Semmes penciled in a letter to “Eo”: 

“I WTote you yesterday and sent my letter by private hand 
(to be mailed somewhere south of here) from East Point. You 
will have learned of our partial victory. It would have been a 
complete victory but for the cowardice of the Georf^ia Brigade, 
whose bad conduct not only deprived us of complete success, but 
cost in the lines of many valuable men. I cannot learn that Brad 
is hurt and therefore feel sure he is safe. The hospitals all have 
to send to me and his name is not among the number of 
wounded and he is not reported killed. You may imagine my 
grief when I heard of poor Dawson's being badly hurt. I have 
seen him. He cannot speak . . . his lower jaw is terribly shat- 
tered, his teeth on both sides driven out and a portion of his 
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tongue cut off. He may recover, but if so is disfigured and 
maimed for life. I can write no more about him until I see him 
again tonight. Cliiskey is mortally wounded, I saw him, too, you 
remember )ie was from Washington. 

“Our loss is severe. Many of the old Regiment arc wounded, 
but they did as they always do, most splendidly. As soon as I 
can I will call to see the Claytons, and see how they fared dur- 
ing the battle. 

“God bless you and mine, 

J- 

“We took 28 guns and about 3000 or 4000 of the wretches.” 

John Henry Marsh, friend of Dr. Charles T. Quintard, wrote 
the Army chaplain—St. Luke’s minister, from the trenches: 

“We carried several lines of the enemy’s entrenchments, kill- 
ing numbers of the enemy, capturing many prisoners, and sev- 
eral pieces of artillery. I grieved to say tliat our loss was very 
heavy in men and officers, especially in officers. Many of the 
noblest and most gallant spirits in the Army of the Tenn. have 
been sent off. They ha\e truly sacrificed life; for our glorious 
cause and country. In walking through the hospitals on the 
morning after the fight, I could not restrain my tears; Gordon, 
Weems, Cluskey, Daws(m, Walker, Murray, Martin, and many 
other noble spirits were down. Some of the warmest and most 
intimate friends I had in the Army were shot and torn to pieces. 
The Great God in his infinite goodness and mercy saw fit to 
spare my worthless life again. Oh, Dr.l how deeply thankful 1 
felt at being permitted to go through the battle with life when 
so many nobler and better spirits were being cut down at every 
step around me . . . Dr., I never prayed on the battle field 
before; but this time I prayed to the Great God to spare me 
. . . even while I write minnie balls whistle over and around, 
the ring of the rifle never ceases. The announcement of Gen. 
Johnston having been relieved of comd causes the greatest 
gloom.” 

Mollie Smith, the young Atlanta lady, visited the wounded, 
accompanying a group of older women who were taking refresh- 
ments to the tent hospitals. 

“On arriving there,” site wrote, “we found our men had been 
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sent off. We gave the provisions to some Fcdcrals who had been 
wounded and captured the day before. We could not help feel- 
ing sorry for them, although they were trying to destroy our 
homes and ruin our country. We spoke kindly to them and they 
seemed grateful and said they were sorry they ever entered the 
army and would be glad when the war was over. 

“On my way home I expected every moment to be struck by 
a shell, as they were flying in all directions, l)ut I reached home 
in safety.” 

“I am now in position about a hundred yards from the nursery 
we visited when I came from Pensacola,” Andy Neal of Atlanta 
wrote his mother. “I had the misfortune yesterday to have my 
horse killed in the action by a shell. I was holding him by the 
bridle when the shell exploded between us doing me no hurt 
except stunning me considerably. My horse received a wound 
in the fight of the 20th as I was riding at the head of the bat- 
tery which came over disabling him. I intend in future to ride 
a Battery horse in Battle for it is more trouble to get good 
horses than ever. Mine was worth S2000 but I do not know that 
the Government will pay me that much for him. I intend to 
take a good horse from the Battery for the present and instead 
of asking the Government to pay lor the horse killed ask that 
I be allowed to keep one, a proposition I think will be assented 
to. 

“I have had due in(|uirics and seanhes made lor the box 
Cousin Martha sent me but can hear nothing of it. 1 siip[)ose 
it was sent to the (iriflin R. Committee and as usual taken by 
them to feed a lot ol straggling soldiers who had deserted their 
posts at the front and were plundering and pillaging all over 
Atlanta. I am getting to think these relief committees are the 
greatest humbug about the Army. Their attentions are univer- 
sally directed at those least deserving. I had rather see one dirty 
ragged soldier return to the Army to stand by us in the trenches 
than all the Commitrees about here. 

“I rode over Atlanta yesterday and it really makes me sad to 
witness the ruin and desertion cjf the place. I hc soldiers have 
broken open many stores and scattered things over the streets 
promiscuously. There is the same noise and bustle on Whitehall 
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but instead of thrift and industry ana prosperity it is a hurried 
scramble to get away fleeing from the wrath to come. If Sodom 
deserved the fate that befell it Atlanta will not be unjustly pun- 
ished for since this war commenced it has grown to be the great 
capital place of corruption in official and private circles. While 
I regret the loss of Atlanta on account of its great value to the 
Country as a military base and its incalculable value on account 
of its Arsenals, foundries, manufacturies of railroad connections 
I can scarcely regret that the nest of the speculators, t’^ieves, etc. 
is broken up. The constant and glorious patriotism and self- 
sacrificing devotion to our Cause displayed by the women of 
Atlanta is the only redeeming virtue of the place . . . 

"P. S. The Q. Master has not paid us off in four months.” 

Colonel Taylor Beatty, Hardee’s military lawyer, had heard 
another rumor: that Lieutenant General S. D. Lee was on his 
way with 10,000 fresh troops. 

“Where he is to get them I don’t see, especially if Smith is in 
Mississippi and has not been whipped that we know of . . . con- 
siderable firing all day on the town; I believe, though, that no 
damage has been done.” 

Meanwhile, the surgeons continued their work in the park. 
Local soldier W. P. Archer, wrote: “you could not put your fin- 
ger down on any part ol a man’s person that you could not find 
some soldier hit by a minie ball or piece of shell. 

“Reports on both sides agree that the loss was about eight to 
ten thousand on each side, probably more on the Federal side, 
from the fact that they were mostly aggressors. This battle gave 
the Federals another big advantage, as they after the battle ob- 
tained a position east of the city where they could fire their 
shells and solid shot into the hea’ t of the city with ease, which 
they did. 

“Out on the railroad . . . non-conib«iants, women and chil- 
dren, who were unable to refugee and get out of the way, tun- 
neled under the banks of the railroad cuts, and lived there, to 
keep from being killed by Sherman’s shells. These shells being 
fired high up tiver our lines of foriilications, in a kind of rain- 
bow fashion, would come screaming and drop over the city, 
bursting and sending their missiles in every direction.” 
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In Oxford, Miss Fair, a beautiful refugee from Charleston, 
crawled out of hiding in the attic of a neighbor’s house (the 
Rivers). Miss Fair had bobbed and dyed her wavy, brown hair and 
applied burned cork to face and hands. Wearing a “cracker” bon- 
net and home-spun dress, and carrying a basket of parched, 
ground peas, disguised as a Negro market woman around Fed- 
eral encampments south of Marietta, she was, in reality a Con- 
federate spy. 

Her latest letter, to Governor Brown, outlining the informa- 
tion she had obtained about Sherman’s plans, was in the Oxford 
post office when Garrard’s cavalry stormed into the town. The 
mail was seized. 

Miss Fair’s father— guiltless but terrified— had clambered up 
out of the well in his friend’s back yard, where he had shared 
a clammy night’s dwelling with snakes and frogs. 

One letter, from A. F. Samuels of “near Atlanta” was ad- 
dressed to Grandma Smith in Covington: “I have been very 
busy dressing the w^ounded, and have not had time to answer 
before noiv; and as it is almost dark, f cannot promise to write 
you a long letter this time. 

“Our regiment was badly cut up, a gieat many of the boys 
were killed and wounded. CUis Flotroii and Freddy Brinkman 
were seriously wounded, and I greatly fear that Cius will die. 
They w^ere wounded in the charge made yesterday. I suppose 
that you have heard that I am now staying at the Division Hos- 
pital, where I can do a great deal more good than in charging 
Yankee breastworks. I could not stand the hardships of the cam- 
paign, and my health is completely prostrated. I expect to be 
ordered on duty in some of the hospitals shortly and I should 
be only t(Jo happy to come to you, and lemain w ith you until the 
termination ol this unholy war. I feel that my proper sphere is 
ncjt to inflic t, but to relieve human suflering, and I long to be 
in a position where 1 can exercise my vocation to good purpose. 
It is getting tocj dark to write any more, and I will now close, 
by bidding you Ciod speed. 

Your devoted friend.” 

|oe F. Harper, Company H, !)ih I'cnnessec Regiment also 
wrote to his foimer nurse: 
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“Mrs. S. E. D. Smith: 

“Though youth and beauty arc blighted, and though old age 
is creeping over thy honored brow, yet there is a strong attrac- 
tion of filial affection for thy parental love and care impressed 
on my heart that time and change cannot efface. 

Joe F. Harper.’’ 

Captain J. C. Van Diizer, cipher operator. United States Mili- 
tary Telegraph Service, tapped to Major T. T. Eckert, in Wash- 
ington, at midnight: 

“As I write, our heavy artillery is at work and large fires are 
burning in Atlanta, supposed to be the enemy destroying stores 
preparatory to evacuating.’’ 

Young O. L. Braumuller sat in front of his mother’s new 
dugout in the back yard, next to Hood’s headquarters, and 
watched the shells. “They made a beautiful fireworks display.” 


jiu.Y 24 


S The New York Times 

"Washington, Sunday, 10:00 Official dispatches of another 
battle before Atlanta fought on Friday were received by the au- 
thorities last night. At the time of sending the dispatch the con- 
test was still gtuug on, but the results, as far as developed, were 
favorable. .\ position had been gained from which Sheiman was 
able to bring his siege guns to bear on the city. Extensive fires 
were raging within its limits as though 'he enemy were burning 
stores, etc. 

“During this engagement, Gen. McPherson was killed. This 
sad report it was at first hoped would prove unfounded but it 
has been fully confirmed.” 

"Baltimore, Sunday, July 23— \ private dispatch received by 
a relative of Gen. MePher-son in this city last night, dated near 
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Atlanta July 23, announced that that gallant officer was killed 
in battle the day previous, and his remains would be sent home 
in charge of members of his staff.” 


■I Mobile Neiu'i 

“I can give you no idea of the e.vcitement in Atlanta. Every- 
body seems to be hurrying off, and especially the women. 
Wagons loaded with household furniture and everything else 
that can be packed upon them crowd every street, and women, 
old and young, children innumerable, are hurrying to and fro, 
leading pet lambs, deer and other little household objects of 
affection, as though they intended to save all they could. 

“Every train of cars is loaded to its utmost capacity and there 
is no grumbling about seats for even the fair ones are glad to 
get even a standing place in a box car. The excitement beats 
anything I ever saw, and I hope I may never witness such again. 
But in the midst of all this the soldiers are cool and cheerful, 
and sanguine.” 


m Na.sfn’ille Watchman and Reflector 

“I have seen the children of once wealthy slaveholders clad in 
the coarse negro doth which formerly teas only used by slaves.” 

All was “quiet,” according to Cieneral Hood’s morning report 
to Secretary Seddon, "except a little picket bring and occasional 
shells thrown into the city.” 

Sherman, ever nearer to his opposing general, replied, “Cer- 
tainly not!” to the request of the Cihristian Ciommission to send 
delegates to the front: “oats and gunpciwder are more important 
now than any kind of moral or Cdirislian agents. Each regiment 
at the front now has a chaplain.” 

At the same time he advised Major (kneral II. \V. llalleck. 
Chief of Staff, in Washington: “On making up reports and ex- 
amining the field, I find the residt of Hood’s attack on our lelt 
more disastrous to the enemy than I repcjrted. Our loss will not 
foot up 2,000 killed and wounded, whereas we have lonnd over 
1,000 rebels dead, which will make, with the usual proportion 
of wounded, a loss to the enemy of full 7,000. Cieneral Garrard 
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has also returned, perlettly successful, having completely de- 
stroyed the two large bridges near Covington, 40 miles toward 
Augusta^ brought in 200 prisoners and some good horses, and 
destroyed the public stores at Covington and Conyers, including 
2,000 bales o[ cotton, a locomotive and a train of cars. Our 
communications are yet all safe, and the army in good condition 
in all respects. As soon as my cavalry rests I propose to swing the 
Army of the Tennessee round by the right rapidly and interpose 
between Atlanta and Macon, the only line open to the enemy.*' 
(»encral Kenner (^arrard informed Sherman from headquar- 
ters of the 2d Cavalry Division that . . one train (platform) was 
burnt at Covington and a small train (baggage) at station near 
the Ulcofauhachec captured and burnt. The engine to the last 
train was detached across the river. Citizens report a passenger 
train and a construction train, both with engines, cut oflf be- 
tween Stone Mountain and Yellow River. Over 2,000 bales of 
cotton were burnt. A large new hospital at Ccjvington for the 
accommodation ol 10,000 patients from this army and the Army 
of \'irginia, composed ol over 30 buildings, besides the offices, 
just finished, were burnt, together with a very large lot of fine 
carpenters tools ... in the town of Oxlord 2 miles north of 
(a)\ington, and in C.o\ ington was c^ver 1,000 sick and wounded 
in buildings used foi hospitals. The convalescents able to walk 
scattered thiough the wo(k1s while the firing was goins: on in 
town and 1 did not have time to hunt them up . . . those in hos- 
pitals togethei with their surgeons were not disturbed.” 

'There was no choir-singing on that lazy, cooler Sunday for 
the Knglish-born stationer, S. P. Richards, since “the foe is still 
outside and continues to pop shells at us. No church in the city 
open. Father came in this morning but left in such a double 
c|uick that I did not see him. jabe also caine in, for the first time 
since he left last ^Veclncsday night. He has moved the stock and 
nc groes to Mr. Staidey’s . . . miles from Atlanta without loss or 
accident. Father is still at the farm with Old Dinah.*’ 

Yet church bells pealed at least once. A shell resounded 
against the bell of the first church built in Atlanta, Wesley 
Clhapel, at Pryor and lIc*)uston stieets. However, the belfry was 



152 


LAST TRAIN TRO^f ATLAN l A 


not seriously damaged, and the Reverend Lorenzo D. Houston 
was out of the church at the time. 

Picket firing was heard continuously along the crescent 
formed by Sherman’s army, extending an estimated two-thirds 
of the way around Atlanta. The siege guns were spotted at inter- 
vals dotting this same crescent. The citizens could do nothing 
but strengthen their bombproofs and prepare for the worst. 

“The men moved about the streets as usual,” Wallace Reed, 
Atlanta’s writer-historian, found, “discussing the topics of the 
day, and dodging an occasional shell. The ladies busied them- 
selves with their household matters, with their ears on the alert 
for the well-known sounds of danger. Many times during the 
day a busy housewife would unceremoniously drop her sewing 
and gathering her little ones together, would make a wild and 
precipitate plunge for the back yard, where the family would 
quickly disappear into the bowels of the earth, there to remain 
until there was a lull in the storm of lead and iron. 

“Most of the shells had percussion caps, and, as fully three- 
fourths of them had struck on the wrong end, they failed to 
explode.” 

The clearing of trees and strengthening ol forts and breast- 
works were directed by the military engineer, Colonel L. P. 
Grant, of Atlanta. 

“The last letter that I wrote home was to Sarah and dated 
July 9th,” started Private Alonzo Miller of Company A, 12th 
Wisconsin Infantry, to “Dear Father and the Rest.” 

“Since then I, or the Regiment, has moved several times. It 
moved to Marietta and on to the (Chattahoochee River, crossed 
it on to Decatur, passed through the village. Our men had got- 
ten there before our ("orps did, destroyed the railroad track. 
Decatur is six miles from Atlanta. We marched on two miles, 
then Co. A 12 went out on skirmishing that night, built pits in 
the morning, was ordered to charge on the Rebs, which we did, 
and drove their skirmisheis back to their breastworks and took 
a part of the work, but the Rebs were too stiong; our forces 
could not hold them. I’ell back a little but not without lighting 
like sixty. Our Company had 5 or (5 killed and 15 or more 
wounded. We held our ground the best we could. Made pits at 
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night, we made good works. The Regiment Io.st 150 or more, 
21 killed 1 know of. The bnllets missed me, but quite a number 
fell by n\^ .side. In the morning the Rebs fell back. Notv we 
occupy their works and about noon the Rebs charged on our 
rear, captured some of our wagons and then made a charge of 
our whole lines. I tell you it was which and t’other, fighting on 
three sides, but we held them and were reinforced by a Corps 
coming in. Recaptured some of our wagons, took two Regiments 
of Reb pri.soners. I tell you I lay close to the ground if ever I 
did one time. The Reds had one end of our fort on one side, 
our men the other, fighting like sixty. In the morning the Rebs 
fell back . . . the Rebs lay piled up, dozens or more killed and 
wounded. The Rebs got it killed without number. I could stand 
up on the breastworks and count 50 dead Rebs, some dressed in 
fine clothes as if they came out to fight for the day, with new 
guns. Our loss was large, but nothing compared to theirs. We 
have worked days and nights. I have worked building works 
that will hold them back. We are within two or three miles of 
the city. I was out last night helping dig a pit for our picket 
post works until 12 o'clock and then went out on the picket. 
Stood one hour, then back to the pit. Was relieved by 4 o’clock 
A.st. I w’ent back to our Camp, got my breakfast, then I took a 
nap. Today I have a chance to rest. While we were marching 
1 had plenty of blackberries. One day I ate two quarts. There 
ha\e been any amount of them. Green apples I liaxe when the 
Rebs will let me get them, but here we got to stay close to our 
works . . . Our Army is doing something today at other places 
. . . This is my last sheet of paper.” 

Alonz-o, twenty-three years old, from Prescott, Wisconsin, was 
a member of Major (ieneral Frank P. Blair’s 17th Army Corps. 

Salvaged from the battlefield svas a scrap of unsigned letter; 
“Saturday night I had a note from Grif (Griffin) Killian; Mrs. 
C.’s brother lost leg July 21st, and died that night at Solomon 
home . . . Great many wounded are coming down every day, 
probably one or two hundred on an average. I am anxious to 
see that dear old face and curls up here.” 

A neighbor’s family came to young Mollie Smith’s house, 
“seeking shelter, saying their home had been struck by a shell 
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and that much damage had been done. Because our house was 
built of brick, people thought we were proof against the shells. 
... We moved some bedding into the basement and slept there. 
. . . Other friends came in during the day and wanted to stay 
with us, feeling we were secure.” 

O. L. Braumuller, just a boy, felt constrained by the restric- 
tions of war. He wrote: 

”I couldn’t run around town and mix with the soldiers, for 
I had the full responsibility of taking care of mother.” 

Grandma Smith welcomed back most of the soldiers who had 
fled into the woods surrounding Covington, and thereby es- 
caped “northern prisons, where they would have been treated 
as if they were brutes, in violation of all principles of humanity, 
religion or civil modes of warfare.” 

Since the road to Covington was cut: “We felt like we were 
confined in a temporary prison. Yet, when our boys, who had 
deserted from necessity for a time, returned, we felt like our- 
selves again; and with glad hearts we greeted them, as though 
we had not seen them for months. All were joyful. 

“Many were the laughable stories each one had to relate con- 
cerning their flying trip in the country. One of them, Frank 
Hodge, of the Fifth Arkansas Regiment, was minus a leg, and 
outran others who did not have to go on crutches. They col- 
lected in squads near houses, and the family damsels supplied 
them with plenty of good provision— not forgetting to stand 
picket ready to give the alarm, should the enemy appear. Some 
made promises that they would never desert old grandma again; 
that it was too bad that she should be left all alone. Little did 
they know how soon their fidelity would he put to the test by 
another Yankee dash, when they were just becoming quiet from 
the effects of the former. We had hoped that General Hood 
would keep them too closely engaged in front for them to have 
any time for working in the rear of his army, and giving us 
another scare. Yet wc kept a careful lookout; so, if possible, not 
to be surprised. The patients who could be moved, were sent in 
wagons to Social Circle, and from there by cars to Greensboro 
and Augusta. Therefore, we were gradually guarding against 
another fright, which to some of us who had remained, wa» 
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somewhat unexpected. Owing to supplies being cut ofiE, evacu- 
ation was necessary; but it was being done gradually, as there 
was some^of the patients not in a condition to be moved.” 

A. F. Samuels, one and a half miles from Atlanta, wrote an- 
other letter to “Grandma.” 

“Dear Friend,” he began, “I resume my pen this morning if 
for no other reason than to avoid sending you a blank sheet. 

I always dislike receiving a blank sheet, it looks to me un- 
friendly. Freddy Brinkman and Gus Flotron were both dying 
when I saw them last. This makes two more brave and noble 
spirits that our company have to mourn. We left Dalton with 
thirty-six; thirteen of those have been wounded, and eight killed 
-twenty-one in all. But I hope they have taken their flight to a 
better world, ‘where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest.’ I am fearful that the sad scenes which I have 
passed through in this war w'ill leave a cloud upon my spirits 
for the rest of my life; but I hope that it has been the means of 
bringing me into the ark of safety. It has taught me to place my 
trust in God alone, and to read and love His Holy Word. Who 
then can say that it has not been a real blessing to me? You have 
doubtless heard of poor Conner’s death. I was with him w’hen 
he breathed his last. \Ve conversed earnestly for a long time, 
and I cannot help remarking one expression that fell from his 
lips a short time bcfoie he died. Taking hold of my hand, he 
uttered in a very peculiar and solemn tone, ‘Doc, this is the last 
campaign.’ God grant his words may prove true. 

“The roar of cannon and rattle of musketry are dinning in 
my ears as I rvrite, and from my very heart I utter a fervent 
prayer to God to spare the few friends that I have left. Alas, 
how few in number! I almost feel desolate. 

Your earnest friend.” 

The smell of woodsmoke, instead of gunpowder, hung over 
Decatur, where Sherman’s men were once more ripping up the 
railroad tracks and twisting them over roaring bonfires, kindled 
from the ties. The piney fumes were thick in Mary Gay’s house 
as she read the Bible to Toby, pausing finally to ask if he thought 
he would die. 

“ A’es’m, I think I am.’ 
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“I bowed my head close to him and wept, oh, how bitterly. 

“ ‘Miss Mary, don't you think Fll go to heaven?* he anxiously 
asked. 

“ ‘Toby, my boy, there is one thing I want to tell you; can 
you listen to me?* 

“ ‘Yes’m.* 

“ ‘I have not always been just to you. I have often accused 
you of doing things that I afterwards found you did not do, and 
then I was not good enough to acknowledge that I had done 
wrong. And when you did wrong, I was not forgiving enough; 
and more than once I have punished you for little sins, when I, 
with all the lights before me, was committing greater ones every 
day, and going unpunished, save by a guilty conscience. And 
now, my boy, I ask you to forgive me. Can you do it?’ 

“ ‘Oh, yes’m!’ ” 

At Toby’s request she went to the Floyd spring to obtain a 
pitcher of cool water. It took her almost half an hour to return 
with the clear, pure water. The boy drank thirstily of it and 
Mary thought he was better. But by evening his temperature 
soared, his breathing became labored, momentarily eased again. 
Then, with unbelievable suddenness— he was dead. 

Mary ran lor her mother. “We stood and ga/ed upon him as 
lie lay in death in that desolated house, and thought of his fidel- 
ity and loving interest in our cause and its defenders, and of his 
faithful service in our efforts to save something from vandal 
hands, and the fountain of tears was broken up and we wept 
with a peculiar grief over that lifeless form. 

“My m(;ther was the first to become calm, and she came very 
near to me and said, as if afraid to trust her voice: 

“ ‘Wouldn’t it be well to ask F.liza Williams and others to 
come and lay him out?’ 

“Before acting on this suggestion I went inlo another room 
and waked Telitha and took her into the chamber of death. A 
dim and glimmering light prevented her from taking in the full 
import of the scene at first; but I took her near the couch, and, 
pointing to him, I said: 

“ ‘Deadl-Deadl’ 
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“She repeated interrogatively, and when she fully realized 
that such was the case, her cries were pitiable, oh, so pitiable. 

“I sank down upon the floor and waited for the paroxysm 
of grief to subside, and then went to her and made her under- 
stand that I was going out and that she must stay witli her mis- 
tress until I returned. An hour later, under the skillful manipu- 
lation of good ‘Eliza Williams*— known throughout Decatur as 
Mrs. Ammi Williams’ faithful servant— and one or two others 
whom she brought with her, Toby was robed in a nice white 
suit of clothes prepared for the occasion by the faithful hands of 
his ‘Miss Polly,’ whom he had loved well and who had cared 
for him in his orphanage.*’ 

Meanwhile, sputtering fuse shells arced into Atlanta, present- 
ing— to a few citizens— “a beautiful appearance, resembling so 
many rockets.’’ 

Soon the large warehouse on Hunter Street, between White- 
hall Street and Mrs. Durham’s home, was on fire, spreading to 
the rear of Davis’ modern brick building on Whitehall. Water 
pressure dropped, imperiling that entire side of the street. 

The shelling increased as though Sherman’s gunners, like 
fireflies, were attracted by the mounting flames. Shells streaked 
out of the niglu skies, resembling long-tailed, angry comets. 


JULY 25 


■I Soutlterji Press Association 

^'Atlanta— The enemy made an attempt last night to break our 
lines but were repulsed by Cheatham after a conflict of one 
hour. 

“During the day quiet prevailed around the city, the only 
demonstration being occasional picket firing. At midday today 
the Yankees opened with shell again upon the city, shelling it 
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one hour, with some vigor. No notice of his intention to shell 
the city was given to enable the women and children to be re- 
moved to places of safety. His barbarous violation of the usages 
of civilized warfare only enabled him to murder a few non-com- 
batants. Most of the shells came from twenty pounder Parrott 
guns in position on the line of the Western Sc Atlantic Railroad, 
with occasional missiles from another gun cast of tlie city. 

“The gallant operations of Wednesday and Friday seem to 
have impressed the Yankees with a wholesome desire to 
strengthen their flanks, which tliey are doing. Their display of 
rocket signals has becii brilliant, indicating some movement on 
their part.” 

m Rjchninrid Snitmcl 

“There has been continuous skirmishing lor the past two 
days. Many shells from the enemy’s batteries have entered the 
city, and a few houses have been struck, but no material damage 
has been done. 

“The enemy’s extreme right endeavored to gain possession of 
a commanding eminence between their and our lines, but were 
repulsed by the 11th Texas Regiment.” 


The New York Times 

''Nashville, IFeducir/ay— Information received trom an oflicer 
at the front says in two battles in Iront ol Atlanta, (ia., we have 
destroyed the better portion of the enemy’s best two corps. 

“All the prisoners captured on the 22d and 2'kl unite in say- 
ing that the rebel Gen. Hood was killed on the 2!^rd. ’ 

Shortly after midnight, two soldiers knocked on the door of 
Mollie Smith’s lK)Use, reejuesting permission to bring over a 
sick lady who lived in a wooden building across the street. 

“It was pouring down rain,” wrote Mollie, “and of course we 
could not refuse to give shelter. We did not know who she was, 
but we ministered to her wants until daylight. The men came 
for her, took her away, and the house she left was almost de- 
stroyed by shells. 

“Just as the family seated themselves at the breakfast table, 
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a thirty-two-pound shell struck the house. It hit the room above 
the dining room, and the brick wall amounted to nothing in the 
way of piptection. The shell made an opening of some three feet 
in the wall, tearing into atoms the door leading into the hall. 
It passed into the opposite room and exploded near the piano, 
wrenching off one leg and carrying it to the opposite side of 
the room, where it turned it upside down. 

“One end of the sofa was torn to pieces, every pane of glass 
broken in the windows and the blinds smashed. Pieces of shell 
penetrated to a closet in an adjoining room and tore some cloth- 
ing. Other pieces went through the floor, and the bedclothes 
caught on lire. The house was so filled with smoke that we 
thought it was blazing. Some soldiers who were camped near 
us rushed in and took part of our things out into the street, 
w'liere they stayed all day. The shelling was so great that my 
father could not have them put back until night. 

“The family and friends ran off, not knowing where to go or 
what to do, and. of course, the soldiers enjoyed our breakfast.” 

The Union troops watched shells dropping into the stricken 
city and heard their distant blasts, concluding that the siege 
would not “last much longer.” 'I'hey were confident that the 
last railroad artery into Atlanta would be cut before the w'eek 
was out. 

Smoke from the warehouse blaze of the previous night min- 
gled with that from burning railroad ties to hang like a shroud 
over the city. People coughed and rubbed at their stinging eyes. 

At daybreak, Mary Gay woke Senator Robert Jones, a family 
friend, to inquire about a coffin for Toby. There seemed little 
time in which to bury him before the Union troops reoccupied 
Decatur. She asked Uncle Mack, the blacksmith, and his asso- 
ciate, Henry, to dig a gra\e and prepare for the burial. 

“After consultation with my mother, it was agreed that that 
should take place as soon as all things were in readiness. Mr. 
Jones made a pretty, well-shaped coffin out of good heart pine, 
and the two faithful negro men already mentioned prepared 
with care the grave. When all was in readiness, the dead boy 
was placed in the coffin and borne to the grave by very gentle 
hands. 
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“Next to the pall-bearers my mother and myself and Telitha 
fell in line, and then followed the few negroes yet remaining in 
the town, and that funeral cortege was complete. 

“At the grave an unexpected and most welcome stranger 
appeared. Uncle Mack told me he was a minister, and would 
perform the funeral service— and grandly did he do it. The very 
soul of prayer seemed embodied in this negro preacher’s invo- 
cation; nor did he forget Toby’s ‘nurses,’ and every consolation 
and blessing was besought for them. And thus our Toby re- 
ceived a Christian burial.*’ 

Since shells “seemed to be flying in every direction,’’ Mollie 
Smith’s family left their house and sought the railroad tracks 
for safety. 

Mollie’s mother had remembered to pack a bandbox contain- 
ing her best bonnet, “one of her treasures which had been a gift 
from my brother just before he left for the army.’’ Two stray 
dogs bounded down the tracks, yelping and fighting. They ran 
headlong into the bandbox, dumping tlie hat onto the dusty 
ties. 

“Her indignation was so great and she was so much concerned 
over her hat that she failed to see that I was also in danger until 
someone said; ‘Mrs. S. thinks more of her bonnet than she does 
of her daughter.’ It undoubtedly seemed true at that time, for 
nice bonnets were scarce. . . . The dogs ran against me and 
knocked me over, but no damage was done either to me or to 
the bonnets. The incident created no little stir for a while. . . . 

“My father found us and told us a friend on Alabama Street 
said for us to come to her house, that she had not been troubled 
with shells. We gladly accepted the invitation and while resting, 
our thoughtful cook prepared us something to eat. 

“We had not tasted food that day. Our cook, however, on 
leaving home, had snatched up the coffee bin, a chunk of ham 
and a batch of dough. She soon had the meal ready and we had 
just seated ourselves at the table when, bang, came a shell and 
buried itself in the ground near the gale. We knew the next 
one would strike the house, so we did not stop to eat but jumped 
into a government wagon, placed at *'ur disposal, and went out 
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Peters Street a mile or two, and stopped on a high hill over- 
looking the city. 

“We spread our dinner, picnic fashion, and had commenced 
eating when a man rode up and said: Tor mercy's sake, get 
away from here, the Yanks will see this wagon and mule, think 
you are some soldiers camped here, and shell you. This place 
was Hood’s headquarters and he was shelled out only two days 
ago. You must leave.* 

“We decided to risk the shelling and finished our meal un- 
molested. We could see the shells flying over the city, and when 
one exploded in the air, there was a white smoke. We could also 
hear the crash when the houses were struck. We remained on 
that hill for hours watching the shells and wondering when we 
could go back to our homes. 

“As we were going out of the city we met the militia, several 
hundred strong, coming in, and we had to stop until they had 
passed. It seemed a long time to us, especially as the shells were 
flying over our heads. 

“In the wagon were old and young ladies, children and serv- 
ants. When the shells came whirling by the old ladies would 
exclaim: ‘Lord, have mercy on us,* but the young ones would 
laugh. We thought it was fun to be running away from home 
and riding around in a covered wagon. It was certainly very 
exciting, but too soon we saw the serious side. 

“About sunset father found \is and took us to a friend’s home, 
where we gladly spent the night.” 

From “Camp ISIth Senior Reg’t Tenn. V^ols., in line of battle 
near Atlanta,’’ a soldier she knew only as “Johnny,’’ wrote to 
Grandma Smith. 

“Through the mercy of God I have been spared through two 
dreadful conflicts, wliere the leaden messengers of death came 
thick and fast around me, and where death was stared in the 
face by thousands of those gallant souls of Hardee’s Corps. It is 
with a heart beating with thanks to His holy name that I at- 
tempt to write you a few lines this morning in answer to yours 
of the 20th, which was handed to me by Mr. Midlebrook, who 
arrived last evening. Olr, dear grandma, would I were with you, 
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where I could express myself as I wish; but it is impossible, so 
I shall content myself with writing you a few lines. 

“You have, perhaps, 'ere this heard of the last battle we have 
had, but I fear have not heard the worst that is to come— that is 
the loss (I fear) of my two companions. Gus and Freddy, and 
the wounding of Jimmie and Willie. Thus you see I am left 
alone with but one with whom I love to associate, Tett Perkins. 
Willie was wounded on the 20th, when we so recklessly charged 
the enemy’s works. He was taking a wounded man from the field 
when he was wounded in two places, shoulder and leg. Gus, 
Freddy and Jimmie on the 22d, where we gained such a victory. 
We had driven tlie enemy from his first works, and were firing 
from them ourselves, when Gus came running by me, calling 
me to come on, saying ‘there they go.’ I called him to me, and 
made him stay, as he was rushing heedlessly on to death. My 
attention was called away for a moment, when one of the boys 
called me, and there lay Gus weltering in his own blood, shot 
through the head, the ball entering the right eye, coming out 
in front of the ear, and tearing away half of it. Oh! you cannot 
imagine my feelings to see my old messmate the second time 
thus struck clown by tlie enemy. I never left him until I got him 
started back to the division hospital, which I was a long time in 
doing, as I could get no litter to carry him from ilie held to the 
brigade hospital. I got some of the boys to help me, and with 
two or three blankets I got him off. Almost his lirst words were, 
‘Wesley, write to motlier Smith and Mrs. Neal.’ Jimmie Thirl 
assisted me in getting him off the field, and then went back to 
the command, and in a short time came back slightly wounded. 

“I was going for some water, when some one called me; I 
looked, and saw little Freddy sitting up, leaning against a tree, 
and oh! what a different person from what he formerly was. I 
did all I could for all the boys, and then went back to the com- 
mand. I went over the portion of the field we had fought ewer, 
and I am glad to know that Gus and Freddy are revenged. I 
have not heard from the boys to-day. Yesterday evening Midle- 
brook told me Freddy was dying; Gus had been sent off. I have 
strong hopes that Gus will recover. Freddy I did not think from 
the first would get over it; the ball entered just below the nip- 
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pie of the right breast, coming out below the ribs on the same 
side. I believe he is resigned to the will of God, and if he should 
die, I eaiipestly hope he may go to a better land. I conversed 
with him sometime after he was wounded, but he had taken so 
much opium he was almost asleep. Oh, have I not cause to be 
thankful to God for thus sparing me, while there were many, 
perhaps better than I, called ‘to that bourne from whence no 
traveller returns?’ 

“Grandma, I must bring my letter to a close, I wish I had 
time, I would write all the evening. I am going to hunt for Jim- 
mie, and give him the tobacco pouch. I have some trophies of 
the battle I want to send down by uncle Jim, if I can see him. 
You see what fine paper and envelopes I have, besides a fine gold 
pen and pencil, with a pocket inkstand. I will write again as 
soon as I find where you are. There is no mail to the army now, 
therefore it will be sometime before you get this. I wrote to 
Mrs. Neal, and told her to let you know the contents of her 
letter, provided you were in Covington. No more. May God 
bless and ultimately save us in Heaven, is the prayer of 
Your affectionate friend, 

Johnny.” 

Joe Semmes wrote to "Iio” of the “great affliction of the Clay- 
ton family . . . the death of poor Gussy and Dawson’s being 
again badly wounded. The enemy continue their wanton shell- 
ing of the city— one battery of 20-pound Parrott guns in par- 
ticular fires regularly every .‘1 minutes day and night into the 
very heart of the city never replying to our batteries or firing 
upon our lines— of course some of the unfortunate people get 
killed and wounded, though a great many have left, and others 
have and are constructing caves in. which to hide. A shell struck 
in Mrs. Clayton’s back building and exploded under a bed in 
which were two children without harming them but burnt up 
the building. For .‘10 hours they shelled my Depot where our 
stores were being issued; without intermission the shells struck 
all over, around and everywhere— but one teamster was killed 
and one wounded. On my represertting the condition of Depot 
and that the enemy had the exact range, Genl. Hood ordered 
us witli the trains of carS a little out of the range and now I am 
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writing in a car on the R. Road whilst the shells are flying over 
me and about 200 yards to my left right straight into the center 
of the city. 

“In spite of the danger and the horrors around me cannot 
help being amused sometimes at the ludicrous incidents whicli 
occur and it is really fascinating to watch at night the flying 
shells which look like great shooting stars coursing through the 
air and explodng with a bright red glare. But enough of the 
terrible scenes of this all important city— a city destined to be- 
come celebrated for either our glorious success or defeat. It is 
to be held at all hazards and Sherman will try to take it at all 
and any cost. . . . 

“I am well during all these troubles, and am chiefly troubled 
because I no longer hear from you. . . . God bless you and pray 
for me. 

Your devoted husband.” 

The shelling produced a new category of persons . . . the 
“siege liars.” These individuals compounded the difficulties and 
discomforts of the situation with their peculiar genius for pre- 
varication. 

“ ‘Do you know that Sherman is going to open fire with three 
hundred cannon all at once’ ” was a typical opener for a siege 
liar, according to Wallace Reed, the writer. 

“ ‘Great heavens! Is it possible? How do you know?’ 

“ ‘I don’t know,’ replied the other, ‘but it seems to be well 
understood that it is a fact. Sherman has demanded the surren- 
der of the city by a certain hour to-day, and if we refuse he is 
going to wipe us up with his big guns.’ 

“ ‘But can it be true?’ 

“ ‘Yes, I think so. Some of the fellows around headquarters 
heard all about it. I’m going home and move my family down 
into the bomb-proof.’ 

“Each day some such rumor was started. Nobody had time to 
investigate. The only thing to be done under the circumstances 
was to have everything ready for a hasty run to cover.” 

More credible still were the atrocity reports. On this Monday, 
for example, it was learned that a seventeen-year-old girl was 
raped and murdered by Federal soldiers twelve miles north of 
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Atlanta. The mother and father were first ejected from their 
farmhouse. 

Nor wfre the armies immune from such misinformation. 
“About 1 1 ordered to be ready with our troops for something 
but don’t know what,’’ Sergeant William Graham, of Illinois, 
recorded. “False alarm. Rumor of reinforcements arriving for 
us.’’ 

General Hood, an admirer wrote, “is about 6 feet 2 inches 
high, with full broad chest, light hair and beard, blue eyes and 
is gifted by nature with a voice that can be heard above the roar 
of battle.” Nevertheless, on this day he employed a field order 
rather than his vocal chords to exhort the Army of Tennessee: 

“Soldiers: Experience has proved to you that safety in time of 
battle consists in getting into close quarters with the enemy- 
guns and colors are the only unerring indication of victory. 
The valor of troops is easily estimated, too, by the number of 
those received. If your enemy be allowed to continue the opera- 
tion of flanking you out of position, our course is in peril. Your 
recent brilliant success prove your ability to prevent it. You 
have but to will it and God will grant us the victory which your 
commander and your country so confidently expect. 

J. B. Hood, General” 

In Newnan, nurse Kate Gumming learned that “Drs. Hender- 
son, Devine and Reese are on their way there. Dr. H. has spent 
the week at the Gamble Hospital with Dr. Wildman. Dr. W. is 
an Englishman. Last Monday our surgeons made up their minds 
that Dr. Henderson had been sent here by Dr. Foard to ‘spy out 
the nakedness of the land.’ It was in vain I protested that I be- 
lieved such was not the case. In going into the wards I found the 
nurses all busy getting ready for the great inspector, as they 
called him. I did not try to undeceive them, as I knew the wards 
could not be injured by a little extra cleanliness. . . . 

“The nurses were sadly disappointed, as no inspector had 
been round to see how nicely they had put on their comforts 
and set their little bottles in military array.” 

Outside of Atlanta, late that night. Sergeant Graham admired 
the display of rockets thrown up, “by us.” 

O. L. Braiimuller, th^ boy who lived next door to General 
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Hood, was again sitting in front of his dugout watching the 
night’s bombardment when “a few shells exploded nearby.” 
Then, he “sort of lost interest in the affair.” 


JULY 26 


The New York Times 

“Nashville, Monday, July 25— The remains of General McPher- 
son reached here at 9 a.m. today and were escorted through to 
the Louisville depot by the Llth Regulars. Capt. Lamont, of the 
Tenth Tennessee Infantry, Col. Scully of the Regidar Artillery, 
Generals McElroy and Gillom, and Gov. Johnson and Staff 
were in the procession, which comprised all the ofiicers of the 
different departments in the city. 

“The remains lea%e by special train at 12 o’clock noon accom- 
panied by a guard of the 1,'lth Regulars, of two officers and 50 
men to Sandusky, Ohio. . . . 

“Our army is in good condition and the situation is favor- 
able. 

“Official news is in from in front ol Atlanta. It is meagre but 
no reverses are reported. Gen. Sherman still maintains his ptisi- 
tion and is vigorously advancing.” 


M The Jii( hmoud Gazelle 

“All that we really know is that the fighting has been very 
heavy, that the losses have been severe on both sides, and that 
Gen. Sherman up to Saturday last, did not occupy Atlanta. 

“In Icjsing Gen. McPherson, Gen. Sherman has lost his best 
officer and it is doidjtful whether there now remains in the 
Army of Tennessee a commander who is capable of adecjuately 
filling his place.” 
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Hi The Richmond Inquirer 

“The news of the victory at Atlanta . . . delighted the public 
as much as any that has been received during the war. It caused 
a general joy throughout the city and will carry the same to all 
quarters of the country. Gen. Hood has signalled his acceptance 
of command of the Army of Tennessee with a brilliant victory, 
and justihed his selection by success. . . . 

“Light breaks from the only dark point in our lines. Atlanta 
is now felt to be safe, and Georgia will soon be free from the 
foe. The central army of the Confederacy has recovered its pres- 
tige and defeated the exultant foe.” 

The Macon Telegraph printed a letter to “Dear Clisby.” It 
read: 

“Last night I slept undisturbed for the first night in three in 
consequence of the shelling of the city. Since Friday a 20-pound 
Parrott shell has been thrown into the city every 10 minutes 
until 4 o’clock yesterday afternoon. The picket firing ceased 
about the .same time, and all has been perfectly quiet till this 
hour, when only a musket or two has been heard, ^\’hat this sud- 
den cessation means I am unable to tell. Some think it means a 
fight today, some think a notification to non-combatants of a 
general shelling of the city, others think a new movement of the 
two armies. Great many houses have been pierced by shell. A 
shell exploded in Mr. John Lovejoy’s dining room, another on 
the corner of J udge Ezzard’s house, and I could mention at least 
200 more, and wonderful to say only one or two persons have 
been luirt. Mrs. Weaver was wounded, the same shell killing her 
child in her arms. 

“A dozen shells have struck Wesley Ch tpel and the parsonage. 
Two batteries have the range of the Car Shed and the Wesley 
Chapel, and they peg away night and day, making line shots in 
tile direction of the State Railroad bridge. The women and chil- 
dren fly to the cellars and the men walk about carelessly watch- 
ing where the shells strike. Everyone is sanguine of success. I 
refrain from alluding to the army. Suffice it to say all right. 

“The Executive Aid Committee is well represented in Mr. 
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McLin, who distributed 5,400 rations yesterday to the unfor- 
tunate women and children of Atlanta. This was a contribution 
from the brave men of Stevenson’s Division. May they live long 
to bless the country. 

’'Parties who have arrived at Macon from Atlanta report the 
Yankee loss in the recent engagement at 18,000 and our loss at 
7,000. The Yankees lost five general officers, names not given, 
and we one, Gen. Walker. Nearly all the Yankee dead and 
wounded fell into our hands.” 

On that cloudy Tuesday, the Office of the Quartermaster 
General officially announced its evacuation to Macon, ‘‘where it 
will remain for a short time” before continuing on to the state 
capital, Milledgeville. 

Sergeant Graham, from Illinois, found picket firing “sharp,” 
and once during the morning his outfit was ordered to man the 
breastworks in anticipation of another assault by Hood. 

In Newnan, Fannie Beers, a Richmond nurse, had been “dis- 
quieted” for several days over rumors that one of Sherman’s 
tough cavalry leaders. Major General Edward McCook, was 
planning a raid on the village. Newnan, already full of the sick, 
wounded, and refugeed, was the destination of additional hun- 
dreds daily. All became apprehensive at the prospect of fighting 
in so congested an area. Mrs. Beers had her little boy with her; 
her husband was fighting outside of Atlanta. 

Kate Gumming, a fellow nurse in Newnan, received, “a lot 
of badly wounded; some of them . . . shot near the spine which 
paralyzes them so that they can neither use hands or feet. There 
is one very large man, named Brown, who is as helpless as an 
infant. Another, Captain Curran, is almost as bad. A fine-look- 
ing young man from Kentucky has lost a leg and arm; there 
is but little hope of his recovery. Mr. Pullet, a Georgian, is 
wounded through the lungs; the least movement causes the 
blood to run in streams from his wound; the doctors have little 
hope of saving him. Mr. Thomas is wounded through the head; 
his brain is oozing out, and at times he is delirious. Mr. Orr is 
injured in the spine, and is perfectly helpless. Mr. Summers of 
Mississippi is wounded in the right hand and can not feed him- 
self. Mr. Harper is badly wounded, and can scarcely eat any- 
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thing. Mr. Latta, his friend, had his leg amputated. I have 
written to the chaplain of their regiments, the Twelfth and 
Forty-seventh Tennessee, informing him of their condition. Mr. 
Henderson from Tennessee is severely wounded. We have so 
many poor, helpless fellows, that it is heart-breaking to look 
at them. I went down to the train when they arrived and they 
were a sad sight to behold. A handsome Texan died as soon as 
he was brought up to the hospital. A particular friend and one 
of his officers were with him. There were about 50 bi ought to 
our hospital. A number were sent to the Gamble. 

“The first thing we did was to get them something to eat. We 
had buttermilk which they relished. 

“Mrs. Captain Nutt, a lady from Louisiana, brought us some 
nice rags, an article which we were entirely out of; and she also 
gave us her aid. Mr. Moore also assisted. At a time like this the 
nurses are all kept busy attending to the wants of the surgeons. 
We washed the men’s hands and faces, and fed them. 

“Among these martyrs is a young man who, the surgeons are 
certain, shot himself intentionally. We have a case of that now 
and then. Some time ago, a man, rather than be returned to 
duty, cut three of his fingers off with an ax, and a bad job he 
made of it. 

“As Miss W. is gone, Mrs. W. takes her place; so we have 
many more duties now than we had. Many of the men are un- 
able to feed themselves. I go over at mealtime and assist the 
nurses. 

“Mr. Rabbit, a member of Garrety’s battery, is here badly 
wounded. He has suffered awfully from having gangrene in his 
wound. Dr. Well ford, his surgeon, thought at one time he 
would lose his leg. 

“There is an old lady here taking care of her sick son; she 
lives across the river about 15 miles distant. She says she has the 
felicity of having the Federal cavalry surrounding her place. 
They go into houses and what they do not carry away they 
destroy. They have a dreadful antipathy to crockery, and break 
all the poor peoples’ dishes. 

“I met a Mr. Miller visiting Mr. Dougherty’s who told me 
that these vandals had called on him, and after robbing him of 
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every thing worth taking, took some dressed leather that he 
prized very highly; and before his eyes cut it into pieces. It 
seems to me that they are bent on creating a market for their 
own wares.” 

By evening, in Atlanta, Sergeant William Graham received 
orders to be ready to march. In the chilly dark “at 2 a.m. in the 
morning we left our works quietly.” 


JULY 27 


^ The New York Times 

'^Washington^Q^cidiX information from Atlanta states that 
there were no operations yesterday, but there was hard work 
in the trenches. There had been no fighting.” 

'*Two Miles from Atlanta--Hood is covering the removal of 
the army and government property; and if he remains much 
longer in our front must be captured by our army, which is 
closing in around that doomed city. 

“Gate City is already being evacuated. Men, women and chil- 
dren, human and inhuman chatties are being hurried south, 
and the Atlanta Appeal alone seems to stand at the post of 
danger.” 

H Richmond Sentinel 

“There had been no dispatch received from Georgia up to 
6 o'clock last evening. 

“We learn from the Georgia papers that Sherman’s raiding 
parties are operating on the Montgomery and West Point and 
Georgia State roads, with the design of cutting off supplies from 
Atlanta.” 

Much of the enveloping Union army marched until 4:00 a.m. 
At daybreak, detachments stacked their rifles west of the rail- 
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road between Atlanta and Marietta and ate breakfast. The food 
was cold— and wet, 

Atlanta, '»on that damp Wednesday, began its second week of 
shelling. The casualties were surprisingly few. Many buildings 
were hit and, as Wallace Reed noted in his personal journals: 

“An exploding bomb would tear up several rooms in a 
house, or when it fell in the street a deep hole would be left, 
big enough to swallow an army wagon with its mules. The 
people, however, were so watchful that they managed for a time 
to escape injury. It was no uncommon thing for a lady to walk 
some distance to see a neighbor. Sometimes she would be 
caught on the way in a pattering shower of shells, and then she 
would run merrily into the nearest yard and huddle down in 
a bomb-proof, perhaps ^vith perfect strangers. But that made no 
difference. A common danger made everybody well acquainted, 
kind and hospitable. 

“People living in the vicinity of tall steeples and the smoke 
stacks of mills and factories had a hard time. The enemy’s guns 
were trained upon these prominent objects, and sometimes 
their lire was too hot for anything. Then, too, the outgoing 
trains made a rumble that could be distinctly heard by the out- 
side gunners, and random shots were constantly fired as feelers.’’ 

The previous night, the members of a family in the southern 
section of Atlanta had sat on their piazza, fanning themselves. 

“Occasionally,” Wallace Reed reported, “a fuse shell ascended 
with a whish into the mid-heavens, and burst with a deafening 
explosion. The watchers were not much afraid of these missiles, 
as they could see their approach a long way off. 

“Suddenly there was a thunder dap in the next yard. Several 
panels of the fence were knocked down, and a few stray frag- 
ments of shell knocked off two or three of the banisters of the 
piazza. In less than ten seconds the family had found its way 
into the reliable bomb-proof. 

“ ‘Pshawl I am not going to stay down here this hot night,’ 
said the only man in the party. ‘I’ll go up to my room and finish 
reading the Life of Napoleon, and if there is any real danger 
I will come down to you.’ 

“There were tears and protests, but the colonel, as he was 
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called, was stubborn. So he went upstairs in the wing of the 
building nearest to the bomb-proof and seated himself by a 
window, where he had the advantage of a light, and could also 
look out upon the city. The shelling was terrific, but the in- 
mates of the dug-out, every time they took a peep, could see 
the colonel turning over tlie pages of his Napoleon, apparently 
forgetful of the stirring occurrences around him. 

“Had a volcano broken loose? The ground trembled under 
the shock of the explosion, and after the lurid glare had died 
away, the dense fumes of sulphur filled the air, and made the 
atmosphere so thick that nothing could be seen. Before the 
terrified people in the bomb-proof had pulled themselves to- 
gether, something very much like a singed cat, only much 
bigger, rolled down into their midst, and then sat up with a 
sneeze. 

“It was the colonel! There were frantic inquiries, and a close 
inspection of the victim, but it was soon discovered that he had 
escaped without any more serious damage than a few bruises, 
and the blackening of his face with gunpowder. 

“ ‘How did it happen?’ asked everybody in a chorus. 

“ ‘Don’t ask me,’ replied the colonel irritably. ‘You know as 
well as I do. It must have been a twenty-four pounder, I know 
I can’t hear, and I can hardly see and I’m all choked up with 
sulphur and rubbish.’ 

“Just then his wife, who had looked out gave a cry, ‘Where is 
the left wing of the house?’ she asked. 

“ ‘Don’t know. Don’t ask me. I couldn’t bring it with me, 
you know. It was all I could do to get here myself.’ 

“When morning dawned the extent of the wreck could be 
seen at a glance. The shell had completely demolished the 
wing in which the colonel had been sitting in an upper room, 
and his escape appeared miraculous.’’ 

The shelling slackened in Atlanta, but the rain started. Tay- 
lor Beatty, for one, thought it a “good shower,’’ and hoped for 
more. 

Before Sergeant Graham had paused in his early morning’s 
march. Grandma Smith was packing a number of her patients 
off farther south. It was yet dark, and quiet in Covington. 
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She had breakfast ready for her wards by dawn. As the trays 
started down the long rows of cots, she recorded, the ward 
master called out: 

“ . the Yankees are in town again!’ 

“ ‘Oh,’ says I, ‘surely you are mistaken.’ 

“ ‘No, I am not. Just look up the street, yonder, and you 
will see them yourself.’ 

“I did look; and sure enough there they came in full tilt 
close at us. The boys all began saying, ‘Grandma, what shall 
we do?’ 

“ ‘Stay just where you are; run in the cellar and hide; or 
jump in bed and play off sick, like Chris, and I’ll see that they 
do not get you.’ All who had time, did so; but some were not 
fast enough. In about two minutes some four or five dirty, 
drunken scamps dashed up, almost in the door, saying ’Oh, 
you d— Rebels, come out of there, and march on the square, 
where General Stonernan is. We will show you how to fight 
against the Union.’ 

“The boys gave me an enquiring look. Says I, ‘Go with them, 
boys, like gentlemen and soldiers; they won’t keep you long.’ 

“Iti the meantime, Dr. Robertson came and requested me to 
see that none escaped, lor Dr. Nichol, the post surgeon, had 
surrendered the hospital and all the inmates. I then felt indeed 
like I was a prisoner: but I knew that our surgeon would not 
suffer us to be imposed upon, and I continued serving up 
breakfast, with the assistance of the still faithful negro woman, 
who did not have quite the same grounds for abusing ‘dem dar 
niggers,’ for one man stood his ground, saying ‘he see ’nuff ob 
dem Yanks toder time, and he wan’t ’fraid ob dem dat he 
knowed.’ 

“While I stood gazing at the two boys who they were taking 
off, three or four tvho had remained in the yard pretending to 
be sentinels, rode up to the kitchen window, and demanded, 
‘hand us out them biscuit there, and that chicken; we are 
hungry.’ 

“The cook gave them a quizzical glance. 1 ordered him to 
give it to them, for I saw they were drunk, and I was afraid 
of their doing mischief. There they set on their horses until 
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they devoured the last mouthful that was on hand, and swore 
because there was no more. By way of quieting them, I said, 
‘Gentlemen, I hope you will not so far forget the dignity of 
gentlemen, and that your mothers were women, as to impose 
on a lone woman because she is in your power.’ 

“One of them began to reel, and spit, and mouthe out, ‘Oh, 
no, madam, we will not forget our mother; she %vas a nice and 
mighty good woman.’ I felt greatly relieved when they were 
called off. Our poor boys had to fast until more was cooked for 
their breakfast. 

“Our liead surgeon was again marched off to headquarters 
by a motley set, but was soon relieved by the intercession of a 
Federal surgeon of the same name— Wm. H. Robertson. He 
showed every mark of a gentleman in his treatment of the 
faculty, for which they were under many obligations to him. 

"The sick boys kept their beds during the most of the day. 
Those who had taken refuge in the cellar, remained there 
closely hid, while I picketed and supplied them with food. If 
ever a set of Yanks were cheated out of a trophy, it was Stone- 
man’s set of vagabond depredators that day. Our two boys that 
were carried off, returned in a short time. Oh, did not my heart 
leap with joy when I saw them returning. 

“ ‘What did you tell us, grandma?— you said we would not 
stay long.’ ‘How did you get off so soon?’ I asked. ‘Well, just 
as we presented ourselves to his honor General Stoneman, a 
courier dashed up, and I gave him a paper. On looking at it, 
he said to us, “you can go to h— 1, tor all I care, I have no use 
for you now." ’ 

“ ‘I know why, says I; ‘1 guess (Jeneral Wheeler and his men 
are too close on his heels for his good health. . . .’ 

“As soon as I had completed the morning repast, I walked 
up to one of our wards on the square, to see how they were 
doing after they had been surrounded all morning by their 
tormenters. I hardly noticed the band of thieves who had been 
first among us; but I was compelled to notice these, as they 
made themselves more conspicuous than the first. I thought, 
as I had to be among, and annoyed by the detestable hords, I 
would look at them as they were passing. I stood in the door 
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and viewed them to my heart’s disgust as they defiled. Here 
tliey came dashing through the town pell-mell, while their stars 
and stripss still floated to the breeze on the square; and if ever 
the once revered banner of a country was trailed in the dust, it 
truly was at that time, to the disgrace of those bearing it. The 
sight which met my eyes there, as displayed by the defenders 
of this once noble flag, was surely disgusting in the extreme, 
and one calculated to inspire in the hearts of all honest South- 
ern people the most bitter hatred towards the invaders of their 
homes under the plea of defending the honor of the stars and 
stripes. Chickens, eggs, turkeys, ham, and in fact every available 
article they could possibly find to steal, they had on their 
horses. From the manner they hastened off, it was very evident 
that something was in the rear that did not appear very attrac- 
tive to them. 

“They had quite a number of stolen horses and mules, on 
which they had mounted about as many sable riders, social 
companions, for their forward move. The unfortunate negroes 
had been gulled off by their equality friends. Some of them 
could be heard bidding their friends good bye, saying they 
were free, and were going to fight ‘de white trash.’ Poor, de- 
luded creatures. . . . 

“While we were standing in the door gazing at the vast 
crowd of flying foes, our attention was attracted to a very dirty 
Yankee, who came dashing up and peeped in, and at the same 
lime hurriedly ciKjuired, How many patients have you here?’ 

“I answered three. 

“ ‘You have been sending them off, haP’ “ ‘Yes; every one we 
could,’ I replied. “ ‘.Are there any of the Ninth Texas here?’ 
“ ‘No; none in your reach.’ ’’ 

Householders in Covington were toH by the cavalrymen 
that they were en route to liberate Andersonville. A few sol- 
diers threatened to return for “vengeance” if they found their 
countrymen to be receiving the cruel treatment in prison as 
was rumored. 

By evening. Major General George Stoneman’s cavalry was 
galloping out of town, with the advance pickets of Joe Wheel- 
er’s horsemen already riding hard after them. Grandma Smith, 
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appreciative of her “deliverance,” heard the firing between the 
opposing cavalrymen. 

“Quiet had begun to prevail again,” she wrote, “dinner was 
given to the patients, and the general duties of the evening 
were in progress, when suddenly another fright, more fearful 
than that of the morning, though it proved a hoax, that ten 
thousand Yankee infantry were near town, and would soon be 
there, and would sweep everything before them. But this all 
soon blew over, and all was cheerful. 

“Now the hidden boys came out in the fresh air, and all 
right. The sick left their beds, delighted at their speedy re- 
covery. All were ready to join in the changing events of the 
day, and many were the merry laughs at the Yankees being so 
completely humbugged out of a number of Rebel prisoners. 
That night many of them came to the conclusion that escape 
was the better part of valor. Having run the risk of being cap- 
tured more than once within the last few weeks, they adopted 
the old adage, that ‘a burnt child dreads the fire.’ Therefore, 
several left.” 

Union forces were moving position for the night. The rain 
began again, and many of the troops lay in the soggy fields. 

Others crawled near campfires to reread the letters received 
“from home.” 

Railroad passengers from Macon and Griffin had not yet 
arrived in Atlanta by midnight. According to rumor, the loco- 
motive, Sunshine, blew up at Love joy’s Staiion, killing the 
engineer, James Hiskeith. 


jiJi.Y 28 


■■ Southern Press Association 

“Macon— Latest advices from Atlanta by train and telegraph 
are to yesterday evening. 
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“We learn by the train which left at nightfall that the enemy 
attacked our left, extending from the city towards the Chatta- 
hoochee, yesterday and were repulsed and driven about a mile. 
Late last evening orders were received by telegraph to send cars 
and bring the wounded to the rear. 

“A telegram from a high officer to Gen. Johnston, dated 
Atlanta, yesterday, has been received here stating that fighting 
is now going on, and we have driven them. Details not known. 
Generals Siewart, Walthall and Loring are reported wounded. 

“Private telegrams from Grifiin report General Wheeler was 
wounded. A cavalry force of the enemy, strength unknown, 
struck the Macon and Western Railroad below Jonesboro, this 
morning, and are reported to be tearing up the road in this 
direction. Another cavalry force of the enemy is today reported 
near Clinton, advancing towards this place. 

“Ciov. Brown today issued a proclamation ordering all aliens 
in the State who refuse to volunteer to defend the State which 
affords them protection, to leave the State within 10 days; also 
that the orders of Confederate officers attempting to protect 
from a( five service their favorites in civil pursuits, when the 
State needs all who are able to bear arms in front of the enemy, 
cannot be respected by the State officers. While it is not his 
purpose to cripple the Confederate Government in providing 
all necessary support for the army, he will execute the laws of 
the State, compelling all detailed persons attending to ordinary 
business to aid in repelling the enemy. 

“He denies the Confederate Government’s right to divest 
the State of its jurisdiction over the whole militia by mustering 
into service and detailing them to remain at home engaged in 
the common avocations of life. All persons claiming to be em- 
ployed by the Confederate (Government must be exempted by 
certificates of the State authorities, on evidence that they are 
constantly employed and are indispensably necessary.” 

At daylight, Sergeant William Graham moved past William 
Coursey’s place and the Poor House to a position near the Lick 
Skillet Road and Ezra Chapel, a meeting hall on the west side 
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of Atlanta. “We pulled our rail pens for breastwork. Continued 
firing at the lines. Killed a calf and had some meat. 

“About 8 ordered forward and after forming two or three 
times we finally stopped one and are now putting breastworks. 
Firing all along the line. This is a movement on the enemy 
left to advance the line. After getting our works the enemy 
commenced an attack on the 15th Corps, upon our train and 
right but were repulsed after five distinct charges. Very heavy 
musket firing: the attacks extended to the right of the 17th 
Corps.” 

That Thursday morning fight became one of the most san- 
guinary the Atlanta soldier, W. P. Archer, had experienced. 
He watched his friends being carried off the field through the 
woods to division hospitals. 

“Their litters, being noted, were as bloody as if hogs had 
been stuck on them; their flagstaffs were shot to pieces; their 
colors were shot into ribbons, and not more than one-lialf of 
that fine brigade that left that morning* returned.” 

At 9:45 A.M. Brigadier General F. A. Shoup, Hood’s Chief 
of Staff, hurried a dispatch to Surgeon A. J. Foard, Medical 
Director, Army of Tennessee— “The commanding general de- 
sires you to thank the proper authorities of the several relief 
associations for the valuable assistance they have rendered the 
sick and wounded of this anny. He highly appreciates their 
efforts and is glad to assure them they are rendering vast 
service.” 

Captain Evan P. Howell, across the (ity from F/ra Church, 
wrote his wife, Julia, in Augusta. A few weeks before he had 
evacuated Julia and one-year-old Clark from their home on 
the Chattahoochee. Frightened by the nearing cannon fire, 
Julia had filled her apron with l>iscuits, tied the cow behind 
their wagon as a supplier of fresh milk for the boy, and plodded 
from the danger area at a pace dictated by the cow. 

Their home was in ashes. Evan had not heard from Julia 
since then, “owing to the fact 1 fnesnmc of the Ijreaking up of 
the usual mail route from Atlanta to Augusta by the Yankees. 
Your last letter was dated the 18th and I am now exceedingly 
anxious to hear from you again. But 1 am not at all certain 
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that you will get this nor am I certain that I will receive one 
from you in some time. 

“We are»still standing quiet since our big fight on last Friday. 
We occupy the ditches around town, and the enemy just in 
front of us; sharp-shooting and cannonading now and then. 
The enemy shell the city once in a while, doing no other dam- 
age than kill a few women and children. A lady was nursing 
her child in town the other day and a shell burst in the house, 
killing the child, and the splinters from the house wounded the 
lady frightfully in the face. 

“Dean and Charlie are well. Jerry wishes to be remembered 
to his family. I have one of Grandpa Howell’s boys ‘Tom’ 
staying with me now, he is a fine negro and waits on me very 
well. He ran off and left his wife for fear the Yankees would 
get him, and came to me. He is a very likely boy. I wish so 
much I could be with you to eat your nice okra soup and your 
corn, etc. I do hope that the next summer will permit us to 
enjoy ourselves under our own vine and fig tree. And then our 
earthly happiness will begin. Or has it already commenced and 
will then only mature . . . 

"You asked me in your last letter if I would like to have a 
needle case. I wotild like very much to have a very small one 
fitted out with thread and buttons. ” 

Joe Semmes, in his warehouse at East Point, had not heard 
fioni his w’ife, Eo, since July 10. "I have told you how precious 
your letters are to me and you little know how keenly I feel 
the loss of them. I trust before many days the mails will reach 
me again. 

“Since my last, after a good deal of trouble, the Claytons 
succeeded in getting away with nearly everything. I gave them 
three good cars which had contained meal and into two they put 
all their household goods and the other made a comfortable 
chamber for the sick girls and Cousin Caroline herself. They 
did not get off a minute too soon for today we hear that the 
only Railroad left to us, the one by which they left, has been 
cut by the enemy. 

“The Batieries which played upon the city j.roper have ceased 
their fire, from what cause I cannot learn, but as we placed in 
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position some superior guns I suppose they may be knocked out. 
Only such shells and shot as overshoot the works now fall in 
the city, and but three have come close to us in the last twenty- 
four hours. 

“Yesterday about 12 o clock, immediately in front of me, the 
enemy assaulted our lines furiously but were quickly and easily 
repulsed, with what loss I cannot say, only Genl. Ector lost a 
leg. The enemy were making another flank move yesterday 
and we look for another fight in a day or two. Hood is de- 
termined to fight them whenever he can get a fair chance. 
Warfield’s command was in the battle ol the 22nd and lost 22 
men and a Major wounded, none killed outright, he was un- 
hurt. Billy ^Valker who used (o be with Speed in Memphis 
w'as killed, he was related to the family by the mother’s side 
and was a very fine young man and a good soldier. Genl. S. D. 
Lee is in command of Hood’s old corps. 

“This is all the news I can tell you of myself. I can only say 
that I am tolerably well, and love you as much as you could 
wish, and much more than I know how to put on paper. 

“What shall I do about the money lor Julia’s board? I can 
raise it but how can I send it? You have never told me about 
the receipt of the 10 pounds of sperm candles I sent you last 
spring. They cannot now be had, and 1 am deiermiiied you 
shall have them it they were left in Montgomery. I send a 
heartfull of love to all my little ones and my relations. God 
bless you.’’ 

Julia, Sernmes’ oldest daughter, was in a convent in Charles- 
ton; little Eo, Malcolm, and Eustis were with their mother. 

At 4:40 p.M. General Shoup again transmitted an order to 
Dr. Foard— “You will please cause the wounded to be shipped 
to the rear as rapidly as possible tonight. As soon as you ascer- 
tain what can be acccjinplished, repcjrt the facts.’’ 

In Newnan, scouts announced before evening that the Fed- 
erals were crossing the river in large numbers. Nurse Kate 
Gumming Icjoked out of her hospital window. She saw the sky 
glaring in the direction of Palmetto, a small town on the rail- 
road. 

“We knew then what we had ic^ expect, and got ready as 
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usual; whiskey, and every thing of any consequence, was sent 
off; the men who were able taking to the woods. 

“Some d£ the Negro women refused to go this time, as they 
had such a hard time of it before; but off they went, ‘truck’ 
and all. The old woman who suffered so much before we could 
not prevail upon to remain behind the others.” 

And, “as dark came” around Ezra Church, Sergeant Graham 
relaxed in a strange quiet though “some shells exploded in our 
camp at dusk, doing no damage. The loss on our part was light, 
that of the enemy heavy.” 

Trains rolled south from Atlanta, evacuating the Gate City’s 
hospitals, in accordance with Hood’s orders. Taking advantage 
of the confusion, drunken Confederate cavalrymen looted stores 
in Atlanta. “The greatest outrage our soldiers have ever com- 
mitted,” as one irate citizen declared. 

Sherman flashed Thomas: ‘’Let two of your Napoleons or 20- 
pounder Parrott batteries keep up fire on Atlanta all night, 
each battery throwing a shot every 15 minutes, partly for effect 
and partly as signal to our cavalry.” 


JULY 29 

Frank Leslie's Illustrated Weekly (New York) 

“Gen. Logan’s ITith Corps has again added to the imperishable 
honors won on many a bloody field. It ha^ met the enemy again 
and routed them. The battle of the 28th tvas more brilliant 
than any of its predecessors, from the fact that the whole rebel 
army was massed against a single corps, with a view, if possible, 
of breaking it, and getting at our communications in the vicin- 
ity of the Chattahoochee. . . . 

“The skirmishing commenced early in the morning . . . the 
assailants, after driving in our pickets, moved up steadily and 
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with a Steady step, opening out when within 400 yards of our 
fortification. Gen. Hood superintended the movement, and 
was seen riding up and down the lines encouraging his men, 
and pointed out the early victory he anticipated, while his 
subordinates were equally busy in urging the lines forward. 
Along our lines they observed a general and his staff moving 
slowly and halting as if to confer with every regimental com- 
mander . . . the commander was Gen. Logan. There was a 
storm of bullets flying around him; he wavered not but con- 
tinued his movements down the lines. ‘Keep your men here,’ 
was his order to each regimental commander, ‘till the rebels 
are within easy range, then let no shot be thrown away.’ Meet- 
ing no force, the assailants took courage, and when within 200 
yards raised a tremendous yell, and started on the double quick 
but at that instant the signal was given and every battery 
double-shotted with canister was let loose, and the apparently 
deserted fortifications being lined with heads, and at every foot a 
shining musket was aimed at the assailants. I have frequently 
heard of the murderous fire poured forth from the heights of 
Bunker Hill and from behind the cotton bales of New Orleans, 
but how feeble those when compared with the destroying 
volley ivhich swept in a single instant hundreds of men into 
eternity and laid thousands upon the earth maimed, many of 
them for life, on the plains before .Atlanta. 

“The human tide which flowed on with apparently irresist- 
ible force now ebbed and rolled bat k in terror and dismay.” 

S The New York Times 

“The battle of the 28th inst. was an assault in force on the 
Fifteenth Corps and appears to have resulted in as complete a 
defeat of the rebels as that of the 22d. Six hundred and forty- 
two dead rebels were buried by our forces after that battle.” 

■I Atlanta Appeal 

“The progress which the enemy has made toward the heart 
of the Confederacy, and the enterprise he has manifested by 
hb raids upon our railroads and undefended points, ought to 
convince our people that there is no security from danger but 
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in active, energetic, self-defence. The people of the Gulf States 
have so long lived remote from the actual theater of the war, 
that they |iave flattered themselves with the belief that their 
homes would never be visited by the relentless invader. The 
events of the last few weeks will serve to disabuse them of this 
fond delusion, and teach them that if they would continue to 
live as freemen, they must arm and rally to the front in their 
own defence. 

“The guns of the tyrant foe arc now thundering at their 
very doors, and supineness and inaction now are criminal; yea, 
suicidal. No one will for a moment deny but there are able- 
bodied men enough in the State of Georgia, and Alabama either 
to annihilate Sherman and his army or to drive them howling 
back to tiie Oiiio River. Will they not, at a crisis like this, 
come promptly to the rescue and aid our veteran soldiers in 
the good and holy cause? If those living south of us would 
defend their homes, their property, their liberty and the rights 
they have inherited from a heroic ancestry, now is the time 
and Atlanta the place to make that defence. . . . 

“Arms are now plentiful and what is now needed is men and 
boys to load and shoot them.” 

hriday dawned humid and foggy. There was an oppressive 
silence as two armies waited, almost face to face, in Atlanta’s 
wasteland of jagged wooden parapets. 

At breakfast time, a few shells whined into the Union camp, 
“but done no injury,” as one soldier wrote in his notebook. 
After breakfast, .sometimes wriggling forward on their stomachs, 
opposing pickets changed the watch. 

“Poor Ciladden,” Colonel 'raylor Beatty observed, "was dead 
Avhen 1 got there— had just died— he was shot through both 
legs. Made preparations to bury him.” General Hardee’s lawyer 
was shocked to learn that all oflicers but one of the First Lou- 
isiana had been wounded at F.zra Church. 

The Union forces were back in Decatur. On Mary Gay’s 
front yard the tents of the Army of the Ohio were spread. Ever 
since Toby’s funeral she had heard the “thunder tones” of 
artillery echoing from liHl to hill. 
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That day, Mary resolved to smuggle Northern newspapers to 
Atlanta. She hoped their contents would be “valuable to my 
people.^ 

There was an “insolent” quality to the enemy soldiers, which 
made her doubly desirous for a quick end to the war. However, 
one exception threaded his way through the Blue encampment 
rolling away from her doorstep— a “tall, lank, honest-faced 
Yankee.” 

Gaining the porch, he removed his cap and mopped his brow 
with a stained handkerchief. The morning had turned hot, al- 
most breathless, and even the flies clung with languor to tlie 
paint-peelings of the front columns. 

“ ‘Is Miss Gay in?’ he asked. 

“I responded that I was she, and he handed me a letter ad- 
dressed to myself. I hastily tore it open and read the contents. 
It was written by a reverend gentleman whose wife was a distant 
relative of my mother, and told that she was very ill. ‘Indeed,’ 
wrote he, ‘I have but little hope of ever seeing her any better, 
and I beg you to come to see her, and spend several days.’ 

“I showed the letter to my mother, who was sitting near by, 
and, like myself, engaged in studying the situation. She strenu- 
ously objected to my going, and advanced many good reasons 
for my not doitig so: but my reasons for going counteracted 
them all in my estimation, and I determined to go. 

“Taking Telitha with me, I carried the letter to the Provost 
Marshall and asked him to read it and grant me the privilege 
of going. After reading the letter, he asked me how I obtained 
it, and received my statement. He then asked me if I (ould 
refer him to the party who brought it to me. Leaving the letter 
with him, I ran home and soon returned with the desired 
individual who had fortunately lingered in the yard in antici- 
pation of usefulness. Convinced that the invitation was genuine, 
and for a humane purpose, this usually morose marshall granted 
me a ‘permit’ to visit those prior old sick people, for the hus- 
band was almost as feeble as his wife. I told the obliging mar- 
shall that there was another favor I should like to ask of him, 
if he would not think me too presumptuous. 

“ ‘Name it,’ he said. 
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“I replied, ‘Will you detail one or more of the soldiers to 
act as an escort for me? I am afraid to go with only this girl.’ 

To this he also assented, and said it was a wise precaution. 
He asked me when I wished to come home. 

“ ‘Day after tomorrow afternoon,’ I told him, and received 
assurance that an escort would be in waiting for me at that 
time. 

“It now became necessary to make some important prepara- 
tions for the trip. A great deal was involved, and if my plans 
were successful, important events might accrue. A nice white 
petticoat was called into requisition and, when I got done with 
it, it was literally lined with Northern newspapers: The ‘Cin- 
cinnati Enquirer’ and ‘The New York Daily Times,’ ‘The Cin- 
cinnati Commercial Gazette’ and ‘The Philadelphia Evening 
Ledger’ under the manipulation of my fingers, took their places 
on the inner sides and rear of the skirt, and served as a very 
stylish ‘bustle,’ an article much in vogue in those days. This 
preparatory work having been accomplished, it required but a 
few moments to complete my toilet and, under the auspices of 
a clear conscience and a mother’s blessing, doubtless, I started 
on a perilous trip. The ever-faithful Telitha tvas by my side, 
and the military escort a few feet in advance. 

“After a walk of a mile and a half, I reached my destination 
for that day. I found the old lady in question much better than 
I had expected. Nervous and sick himself, her husband had 
greatly exaggerated her afflictions. By degree, and under protest, 
I communicated to these aged people my intention of carrying 
information to Hood’s headquarters that might be of use to 
our army. Both were troubled about the possible result if I 
should be detected: but my plans were laid, and nothing could 
deter me from pursuing them.’’ 

Meanwhile, scouts arrived at Kate Cumming s hospital and 
U'portcd that the Union troops had gone “in the direction of 
Jonesboro, on the Macon Road. We had respite again.’’ 

At 3:25 p.Nt. General Shoup transmitted an urgent order to 
Hood’s three corps commanders, Hardee, Lee, and Cheatham: 
“The supply of ammunition is very small. General Hood ap- 
peals to you to use every means to reduce its expenditure. 
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Skirmishers even must not fire except in cases of necessity. 
This is important.” 

A bitter joke swept the trenches around Atlanta following 
the slaughter at Ezra Church. 

“Well, Johnny, how many of you are left?” a Union picket 
supposedly called out. 

“Oh, about enough for another killing,” was the grim answer 
from the Confederate picket. 

Colonel Beatty succeeded in obtaining a “good” coffin to bury 
his friend. Gladden. Services were held at 6:30 p.m., close by 
the officers’ tents. Beatty prepared to change his post in the 
morning— “hd. qutrs. have already moved.” 

Life in Atlanta went on. Dr. Logan, exhausted from caring 
for the wounded and shipping them south, left Atlanta to try 
to reach his family, already sent away. He believed they were 
cut off by Sherman’s army. 

A son was born late in the afternoon to Dan Pittman. 

Richard Peters, traveling through Georgia and Alabama in 
connection with railroad and defense work, was at home where 
he hoped to remain for two tveeks. 

There was an evening lull in the shelling. 
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Bi The New York Times 

“Washington, Friday, July 2P— the latest official dispatches from 
Gen. Sherman’s anny state that he is steadily drawing his lines 
closer around Atlanta. 

“He has as yet received no tidings of the cavalry force sent 
out to cut the Macon and Columbus Railroad which is the 
only means of escape to the rebel army from Atlanta. 
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^‘Washington, Friday, July 29— A dispatch received here 
claims that Gen. Hood has made efforts to renew the assault 
upon Cell. Sherman's lines, since the Battle on Friday last. 
They were, however, feeble efforts, and easily and promptly 
repelled, with an aggregate loss to Sherman of only about a 
hundred men." 

■I Richmond Sentinel 

“Nashville— No one would grieve for the loss of the city of At- 
lanta more than we, and few, perhaps, apprehend its loss. We 
learn, from both public and private sources, that new troops in 
large numbers are daily joining Hood’s army. We hear that 
there are many more on their way to join it; and expect daily 
to hear that all Sherman’s lines of communication with the base 
of operations are cut. We hear of no fresh troops on their way to 
join him. Kentucky is full of ‘rebel guerrillas.’ A general rebel- 
lion against the Federal Government is daily apprehended. 
More Federal troops are needed there, and are earnestly called 
for; but the United States Government can spare none to 
send. . . . 

“If he cannot take Atlanta today, he will be still less able to 
capture it tomorrow, and the next day and the next. 

‘‘But suppose he were to take it? Would this better his situ- 
ation? No, but make it far worse. He would lose a third or a 
fourth of his army in the battle by which he won it, be in no 
condition for a forward movement, and less able than ever to 
retrace his steps to Chattanooga, and thence to Nashville. Vic 
tory or defeat will be equally fatal to him. Cut off from rein 
lorcements, he is situated just as Pyrrhus was in Italy, when 
looking over the field of battle after a splendid victory, that 
great warrior exclaimed, 

‘‘ ‘One more such victory and I am undone. 

“Let Slierinan gain two great victories over us, and he and 
his army are ours. But wx" will have them on cheaper and better 
terms. He will gain no victory. His lines of communication 
will be cut off. He will be compelled to attack Hood behind 
his intrenchments—will be defeated; and, seeing no hope of 
escape, he and his aniiy will surrender at discretion. This is 
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the most probable result and at all events, sooner or later, and 
whether he captures Atlanta or not, he and his army will be 
captured or cut to pieces in the attempt to retreat.” 

Cots whitened the Court House lawn in Newnan. Kate Cuni- 
niing was with her patients when a courier rode into town. He 
announced to a crowd of the curious, who quickly congregated 
around him, that the Yankees were but six miles away. 

A locomotive at the depot, at the foot of the hill from the 
hospitals, pouring woodsmoke into the hot, dusty air, emitted 
“a most unearthly whistle,” followed immediately by musketry 
firing. All the men who had been idling about the Court 
House, townspeople and ambulatory patients, took to their 
heels. 

“I never saw men run as all did,” was the observation of 
Kate Cumming who hereupon followed their example: She 
thought she should gather up the trinkets and money given her 
by the wounded soldiers for sale keeping. She had put the little 
cache down on one of the surgical dressing tables. As the little 
Scottish nurse rushed across the hard-packed c lay street, bullets 
“whizzed past” her head. 

Fannie Beers, on duty before dawn, was about to serve break- 
fast in one of the hospitals down the street from the Court 
House. She was thinking what a “bright and lovely” day it 
was when she heard the crack-crack of rifle fire followed by 
shouting and a general cennmotion in the streets below her 
windows. 

Curiosity consumed Mrs. Beers and she clattered down the 
worn wooden hospital stairs and outside. At the same time, 
Kate, clutching the trinkets and money, raced past the hospital 
and up the nearest hill. 

Both nurses became part of a moment-by-moment swelling 
crowd, m(;re anxious to gain the nearest rise and watch the 
fighting as spectators than they were to flee. 

Word was passed that Brigadier Cieneral Philip 1). Roddey 
arrived from West Point by train with six hundred cavalry- 
men, some dismounted, the previous night. F.n route to At- 
lanta, they ha.stily grabbed their arms when they learned of the 
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impending Federal raid— their first warning being the engineer’s 
whistle. The engineer himself had been asked to surrender by 
an advance Union cavalryman who could not know the identity 
of the train’s passengers. 

Mrs. Beers heard the cries of “The Yankees! The Yankees!’’ 
all about her. She later recorded: 

“The firing continued for a few moments, then ceased. When 
the smoke cleared away, our own troops could be seen drawn 
up on the railroad and on the depot platform. The hill on the 
opposite side seemed to swarm with Yankees. Evidently they 
had expected to surprise the town, but, finding themselves op- 
posed by a force whose numbers they were unable to estimate, 
they hastily retreated up the hill. By that time a crowd of im- 
petuous boys had armed themselves and were running down 
the hill on our side to join the Confederates. Few men fol- 
lowed (of the citizens), lor those who were able had already 
joined the army. Those who remained were fully occupied in 
attending to the women and children. 

“It was evident that the fight was only delayed. An attack 
might be expected at any moment. An exodus from the town at 
once began. 

“Already refugees from all parts of the adjacent country had 
begun to pour into and pass through, in endless procession and 
every conceivable and inconceivable style of conveyance, drawn 
by horses, mules, oxen, and even by a single steer or cow. Most 
of these were women and boys, though the faces of young chil- 
dren appeared here and there,— as it were, ‘thrown in’ among 
the ‘plunder,’- looking pitifully weary and frightened, yet not 
so heart-broken as the anxious women who knew not where their 
journey was to end. Nor liad they ‘where to lay their heads,’ 
some of them having left behind only t!;. smoking ruins of a 
home, which, though ‘ever so lowly,’ was ‘the sweetest spot on 
earth’ to them. McCook, by his unparalleled cruelty, had made 
his name a horror. 

“The citizens simply stampeded, ‘nor stood upon the order 
of their going.’ There was no time for deliberation. They could 
not move goods or chattels, only a few articles of clothing: no 
room for trunks and boxes. Every carriage, wagon, and cart 
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was loaded down with human freight; every saddle horse was 
in demand.” 

Kate Gumming recognized General Roddey, who had 
mounted his horse without taking time to saddle the animal 
or don his uniform coat. “A lady and myself tried to procure 
him a saddle, but were unsuccessful; the lady got him a blanket. 

“It was rumored that the enemy had surrounded the town 
and would likely fire upon it. We all suffered much from 
suspense, as we had many wounded and if there was a battle in 
town, they would fare worse than any others. How I did hate 
to think about all the poor fellows lying so helpless, momen- 
tarily expecting a shell to be thrown in their midst. 

“We had them all moved into the strongest buildings; the 
Court House was crowded, although every one said a cannon 
ball could easily penetrate its walls. 

“ Roddey ’s men were drawn up in line of battle on one side 
of our hospital. The citizens sent baskets of provisions to the 
soldiers who were in battle array, and we sent them what we 
could.” 

Mrs. Beers supervised the moving of the Negroes attached 
to the hospital out of the town to places of temporary safety. 
They joined other slaves belonging to residents of Newnan. 

“These poor creatures were as much frightened as anybody 
and as glad to get away. Droves of cattle and sheep were driven 
out on the run, lowing and bleating their indignant remon- 
strance. 

“While the citizens were thus occupied, the surgeons in 
charge of hospitals were not less busy, though far more col- 
lected and methodical. Dr. McAllister, of the ’Buckner,’ and 
Dr. S. M. Bemiss, of the ‘Bragg,’ were both brave, cool, execu- 
tive men. Their self-possession, their firm, steady grasp of the 
reins of authority simplified matters greatly. Only those unable 
to bear arms were left in the wards. Convalescents would have 
resented and probably disobeyed an order to remain. Not only 
were they actuated by the brave spirit of Southern soldiers, but 
they preferred anything to remaining to be captured— better far 
death than the horrors of a Northern prison. So all quietly pre- 
sented themselves, and, with assistant-surgeons, druggists, and 
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hospital attendants, were armed, officered, and marched off to 
recruit the regiment before mentioned. 

“The ladies, wives of officers, attendants, etc., were more diffi- 
cult to manage, for dread of the ‘Yankees,’ combined with the 
pain of parting with their husbands or friends, who would soon 
go into battle, distracted them. Fabulous prices were offered 
for means of conveyance. As fast as one was procured it was 
filled and crowded. At last, all were sent off except one two- 
horse buggy, which Dr. McAllister had held for his wife and 
myself, and which was driven by his own negro boy, Sam. 
Meantime, I had visited all the wards, for some of the patients 
were very near death, and all were in a state of great and in- 
jurious excitement. I did not for a moment pretend to with- 
stand their entreaties that I would remain with them, having 
already decided to do so. Their helplessness appealed so strongly 
to my sympathies that I found it impossible to resist. Besides, I 
had an idea and a hope that e\en in the event of the town being 
taken I might prevail with the enemy t<} ameliorate their condi- 
tion as prisoners. So I promised, and quietly passed from Avard 
to ward announcing my determination, trying to speak cheer- 
fully.’’ 

Kate Cumming, Fannie Beers, all the men and women in 
Newnan— hospital staffs, patients and townspeople— awaited the 
battle. On one hill the Union troops could be seen planting a 
cannon aimed at the heart of the village. 

During this time, Mary Gay svas continuing her journey from 
Decatur to Atlanta, rvliich she had started the day before. 

“The rising sun of another day saw Telitha and me starting 
on our Avay to run the gauntlet, so to speak, of Federal bayonets. 
These good old people had given me much \aluable informa- 
tion regarding the tvay to .Xtlanta— infon .ation Avhich enabled 
me to get there without conflict with either Confederate or 
Federal pickets. Knowing the topography of the country, I took 
a circuitous route to an old mill, Cobb’s I believe, and from 
there I sought the McDonough road. I didn’t venture to keep 
that highway to the city, but I kept within sight of it, and under 
cover of breast-tvorks and other obstructions, managed to evade 
videttes and pickets of both armies, .\fter tvalking fourteen or 
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fifteen miles, I entered Atlanta at the beautiful home of Mrs. 
L. P. Grant, at the southern boundary of the city. That estima- 
ble lady never lost an opportunity to doing good. On this occa- 
sion, as upon every other offering an opportunity, she remem- 
bered to do good. She ordered an appetizing lunch, including 
a cup of sure-enough coff'^e, which refreshed and strengthened 
me after my long walk. Her butler having become a familiar 
personage on the streets of Atlanta, she sent him as a guide to 
important places. W'e entered the city unchallenged and moved 
about at will. The force of habit, probably, led me to Mrs. 
McArthur’s and to Mrs. Craig’s on Pryor Street. The head of 
neither of these families was willing to accompany me to Con- 
federate hcaclcjiiarters, and without a guide, I started to hunt 
them for myself. W’hat had seemed an easy task now seemed 
insurmountable. I knew not in what direction to go, and the 
few wliom I asked seemed as ignorant as mysell. Starting Iroin 
Mrs. Craig’s, I went towards the depot. 1 had not proceeded 
very far before I met Major John Y. Rankin. I could scarcely 
restrain tears ot joy. lie was a member of the \ery same com- 
mand to which my brother belonged. Prom Major Rankin I 
learned that my brotlier, utterly prosiiated, had been sent to 
a hospital, either in Augusta or Madison. 

“Preferring not to stand upon the street, I asked Major 
Rankin to return with me to Mrs. Craig’s, which he did, and 
spent an hour in pleasant conversation. Mrs. Craig was a de- 
lightful conversationalist, and while she was entertaining the 
major with tliat fine art, I retired to a private apartment, and 
with the aid of a pair of scissors ripped off the papers from my 
underskirt and smoothed and folded them nicely, and after re- 
arranging my toilet, took them into the parlor as a trophy of 
skill in outwitting the Yankee. Telitha, loo, had a trophy to 
which she had clung ever since we left home with the tenacity 
of an eel, and which doubtless she supposed to be an offering 
to ‘Marse Tom' and was evidently anxious that he shotdd re- 
ceive it. Having di.smissed Mrs. Grant’s butler as no longer 
necessary to my convenience, Major Rankin, my.self and Telitha 
went directly to the headquarters of his command. The papers 
seemed to be most acceptable, but I noticed that the gleanings 
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from conversation seemed far more so. The hopefulness and en- 
thusiasm of our soldiers were inspiring. But alasi how little 
they kn^w of the situation, and how determined not to be 
enlightened. Even then they believed that they would hold 
Atlanta against Herculean odds, and scorned the idea of sur- 
render. At lengUi tlie opening of Telitha's package devolved 
on me. Shirts, socks and soap, towels, gloves, etc. formed a com- 
pact bundle that my mother had sent to our soldier:. 

“I now turned my thoughts to our negroes, who were hired 
in different parts of the ( ity. Rachel, the mother of King, hired 
herself and rented a room from Mr. John Silvey. In order that 
I might have an interview with Rachel without disturbing Mr. 
Silvey 's family, I went to the side gate and called her. She 
answered and came immediately. I asked her if she realized the 
great danger to ^\’hith she was continually exposed. Even then 
‘shot and shell’ were lalling in every direction, and the roaring 
of cannon was an unceasing sound. She replied that she knew 
the danger, and ihougiu I was doing wrong to be in Atlanta 
when I had a home to l)e at. I insisted that she had the same 
home, and a good vacant house was ready to receive her. But 
she was inipers ious to e\ery argument, and preferred to await 
the coming of Sherman in her present quarters. Seeing that I 
had no inllueiue over her, I bade her goodbye and left. 

“Telitha and 1 had not gone farther than the First Presby- 
terian Cihurch, not a stpiare away from the gate upon which I 
had leaned during this interview with Rachel, before a bomb- 
shell fell by that gate and burst into a thousand fragments, 
literally tearing the gate into pieces. After this fearfully im- 
pressive adventure, unfortilied by any ‘permit’, I struck a bee 
line to Mrs. Cirant’s. An old negiu man belonging to Mrs. Wil- 
liams, who had ‘come out’ on a previous occasion, was there, 
and wanted to return under iny protection to his home within 
the enemy’s lines. Very earnest assurances from Mrs. Grant to 
that effect convinced me that I had nothing to fear from be- 
trayal by him, and I consented that he should be a member of 
iny company homeward bound. Two large packages were ready 
for the old man to take care of, about which Mrs. Grant gave 
him diret tions, so//,o vocr. Putting one of them on the end of 
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a walking cane, he threw it over his right shoulder, and with 
his left hand picked up the other bundle. Telitha and I were 
unencumbered. We had not progressed very far before we en- 
countered our pickets. No argument was weighty enough to 
secure for me the privilege of passing the lines without an 
official peniiit. Baffled in this effort, I approved the action of 
the pickets, and we turned and retraced our steps in the direc- 
tion of Atlanta, until entirely out of sight of them, and then we 
turned southward and then eastward, verging a little northward. 
Constant vigilance enabled me to evade the Yankee pickets, 
and constant walking brought me safely to the home of my 
aged and afflicted friends, from whi( h I had started early in 
the morning of that day. These friends were conserxative in 
every act and word and, it may be, leaned a little out of the 
perpendicular towards that ‘Haunting lie,’ the Ihiited Slates 
flag; therefore they were favorites among the so t ailed defenders 
of the Union, and were kept supplied with many palatable 
articles of food that ^vere entirely out ol the reach of rebels 
who were a\owed and ‘dyed in the wool.’ ” 

In Newnan there had been se\eral houis of suspense, and 
sporadic firing. Unexpectedly, in early afiernoou, cheers rang 
above the firing, and Kale Cununiug heard that (ieneral 
Wheeler’s cavalry was pounding down the* highway to relieve 
the beleaguered defenders, boys, old men, and Roddey’s me.iger 
cavalry. 

“(), how joyfully we hailed them! They came galloping in 
by two different roads; the enemy in the* meantime hearing of 
their approach, were rerrealing. I hey were holly [lursued and 
when, four miles from town our men came u|^ with them, they 
made a stand and had cjuite a battle. 

“We heard the txjoniing ol cannon, it scHined to me*, abcjut 
two hours. \\'e eagerly listened to h(‘ar if it came nearer, as 
then we would knenv whelhc-r we were* successful or not; but 
it did not seem to move from one* spot. W’e had no idea in what 
force the enemy were, scj did not know what to expec t. 

“About 4:00 i».m. word was lirought that we had killed and 
captured the whole command. I hen the wounded from both 
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sides were brought in. I do not know how many there were in 
all, but not over nine or ten were brought to our hospital. 

“Hundreds of well prisoners marched in a different manner 
from what they had expected. 

“Captain , a patient in one of the hospitals, went to the 

battle as a spectator. He took charge of a prisoner, promising 
to bring him to town. Instead of doing so, he took him into the 
woods and shot him. A gentleman who was with him did not 
see the deed, but heard tlie shot. 

“A Iriend has told me that when our soldiers were informed 
of the circumstance, they were very indignant, and vowed, if 
they could lay hands on the captain, they would hang him, 

“Such men ought not to be permitted to bring dishonor on 
a brave people, and deserve punishment. I have never been an 
advocate of the black flag, but I think it would be mercy to an 
act of this kind, lor then the enemy would know what they 
had to expect and would fight valiantly before giving them- 
selves up. 'This unfortunate man had surrendered in the faith 
that he would be treated as a prisoner of war 

“There miglit be some excuse for a man in the heat of battle 
refusing to take prisoners, when he saw his comrades slain 
around him, but this captain had no such excuse. He has been 
guilty of murder, and ol the most cowardly kind. . . . 

“When this captain was asked by a friend why he had com- 
mitted the deed, he gave as justification the barbarous treat- 
ment of his mother and sister by Federal soldiers. . . . 

“Dr. Hughes and other surgeons were for hours on the battle- 
field, attending to the wounded. Dr. H. says he never worked 
harder in his life. Four-filths of ihy. wounded were Fcderals who 
appeared very grateful for what he did f r them. 

“At the commencement ol the battle. Dr. H. and others had 
sent word around to the citizens, telling them to prepare food 
for our soldiers by the time they wc^uld return. 

“Mrs. \V. and myself were kept busy all the afternoon re- 
ceiving the food. All-rich and poor-sent something. One 
crowd of \ery poor-lcx^king women brougut some cornbread 
and beans, which 1 am certain they could ill afford. They said 
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they would gladly do without themselves, so our brave de- 
fenders had them. 

‘‘When the men came in, some of the nurses helped us to 
serve out the food, as we found it impossible to do so by our- 
selves. We were very busy till about 10 o’clock when an officer 
proposed that some of the commissary officer should take the 
things and divide them. 

“The men had remained in the yard while we handed them 
the food. They put me in mind of a lot of hungry wolves. Poor 
fellows! Many of them had not eaten any thing in a long time. 
They were mainly Wheeler's men; Roddey’s men had been 
fed by the citizens. 

“I heard many complaints against General Wheeler; the men 
say, if he had acted differently, not one of the raiders would 
have escaped. As it is, many hundreds have escaped, and their 
general, McCook, with them. 

“It seems that General Roddey had his men all ready to make 
a charge and General Wheeler would not give the word of 
command . . . our men speak very highly of the manner in 
which the people of Newnan have treated them." 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Beers walked outside of the town, holding 
aloft a wood torch, to gieet Wheeler’s incoming cavalry. So 
confused had been the day, she was not even certain it would 
be Confederate cavalry. If not, she hoped to “intercede for my 
sick, perhaps to prevent intrusion into the wards." 

“The men had ridden far and fast," she wrote. "They now 
came to a halt in front of the hospital, but had not time to 
dismount, hungry and thirsty though they were. The regi- 
mental servants, however, came in search of water witli dozens 
of canteens hung around them, rattling in such a manner as 
to show that they were quite empty. For the next half-hour, I 
believe, I had almost the strength of Samson. Rushing to the 
bakery, I loaded baskets with bread and handed them up to 
the soldier-boys to be passed along until emptied. I then poured 
all the milk I had into a large bucket, added a dipper, and, 
threading in and out among the horses, ladled out dippcrfulls 
until it was all gone. I then distributed about four buckets of 
water in the same way. My excitement was so great that not a 
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sensation of fear or of fatigue assailed me. Horses to the right 
of me, horses to the left of me, horses in front of me, snorted 
and paired; but God gave strength and courage: I was not 
afraid. 

“A comparatively small number had been supplied, when a 
courier from Roddey’s command rode up to hasten the rein- 
forcements. At once the whole column was put in motion. As 
the last rider disappeared, and the tramping of the horses died 
away in the distance, a sense of weariness and exhaustion so 
overpowered me that 1 could have slept where I stood. So 
thorough was my confidence in the brave men who were sure 
to repel the invaders that all sense of danger passed away. 

“My own sleeping-room was in a house situated at the foot 
of the hill. 1 could have gone there and slept securely, but 
dared not leave my cliarges. Sinking upon the rough lounge 
in my oflice, intending only to rest, I fell fast asleep.” 

While Fannie Ilecrs slept Union squads near Atlanta, on a 
‘‘graves party,” counted 2,400 Southerners they had buried by 
late evening. 

A rhythmic chant filled Sherman's army— “tobacco and At- 
lanta, tobacco and Atlanta!” A shortage of smoking tobacco 
had gi’own acute. 


JULY 31 


H Soutlirni Press Association 

”M(u on—A fon e of ca\alry appeared in Jones county day before 
yesterday. Night before last they cut the Central railroad in two 
places, at Gordon and near Walnut Creek bridge, two miles 
fnnn here. .-\t the same time, tliey made a demonstration on 
Macon, and were repulsed yesterday after some severe skir- 
mishing. 

“During the fight, several shells were thrown into the sub- 
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urbs. One fell in the city. It is not known what damage has 
been done to the railroad. The Yankees are reported to be fall- 
ing back near Clinton. Their strength is not known. Our loss 
is 40 killed and wounded. 

'*Gri[fin, Georgia— Passengers by the train from Atlanta report 
that a Yankee raiding force entered Newnan yesterday— Rod- 
dey’s cavalry happened to be on hand and pitched into the 
raiders and defeated them with great loss, killing a large number 
and capturing from 700 to 1,000 prisoners. A gentleman who 
was there says he counted 96 dead Yankees in one place. Col. 
Brownlow is reported killed. 

“\V"e captured all their artillery. 

“This is supposed to be the same party that tore up the road 
at Lovejoy’s. We captured a large portion of the wagons taken 
from us at Fayetteville.” 


E The New York Times 

''11 aj/i/zig/oii— Information from Cen. Sherman’s army repre- 
sents affairs to be in the highest degree satisfactory. Our move- 
ments for the past day or so have met with no opposition from 
the enemy, but they crouch behind their fortifications, thus 
evidently showing they are afraid of the artillery of (ien. Sher- 
man. 

“The weather here has been intensely warm for the past two 
days, thermometer 95"'^ in the shade. 

“Gen. Sherman is again in motion in front of Atlanta. Hie 
army began moving yesterday on the last line of (ommunica- 
tion with the rest of the Omfederaty left to Hood. An early 
engagement is anticipated, as the armies are so near to each 
other that the slightest movement may stir up a fight. 

“Most of the people in this vicinity who have remained have 
provided themselves with liombproof habitations in the groui)d 
and during the tremendous cannonading of Wednesday clung to 
them like woodthiuks.” 

“Nothing unusual happened yesterday,” it appeared to 
General Sam French. “Today is Sunday, and it dawned as 
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though peace had spread her white wings over the land, for 
not a gun has yet been heard, and so it continued most of the 
day. Divine service was held in the brigades, and in the pond 
in front of niy quarters a baptism took place.” 

Several hundred yards west of French’s outposts, on the next 
hilltop, tlie main “hot shell” battery of Sherman’s artillery wai 
operating. Massive siege guns had arrived from Chattanooga 
It was frustrating to Sam French to watch the Federals heat 
cannon balls over a wood fire, then load their guns and lob them 
overhead into Atlanta. The battery was so strongly defended 
that French could not attempt to carry it by assault. 

Colonel Taylor lieatty of Louisiana, rode into the city early 
to send a telegram “to Tew’s wife (shot through the entrails).” 
The telegraph line was not operating and the streets were filled 
with officers and gossip. 

“The railroad is cut between here and Macon and it is said 
a good many of our wagons were sent to the rear and burned 
... we have captured and destroyed one of the raiding parties 
but it seems that there was another which got as far down as 
Macon where they were fighting the militia this morning or 
last night. The trains, it is said, will go through this evening.” 

Citizens suggested that Hood re.scind a standing order about 
blowing train whistles. Fngineers had been instructed to 
sound whistles loudly all the way into .\tlanta— in the hopes of 
fooling Sherman’s gunners into thinking troop-laden trains were 
arriving in c\cr-iiu leasing numbers. So far, the result had been 
to make the pa.ssengcr depot the obvious target. 

Meanwhile, a militiaman was pecking away at a dud shell with 
a rock. It had fallen near his post shortly after dawn, and he 
grew covetous of its powder. 

He had been hammering for nearb four hours when the 
shell suddenly detonated. He was shockingly mutilated before 
the eyes of passers-by who had watched him from a safer dis- 
tance. 

Mrs. lleers tvas awakened hy another nurse who said there 
was a dying patient in a ward across the square of Xewnan. 

“As we passed out into the street.” she later recorded, “an- 
other beautiful morning was dawning. Upon entering Ward 
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No. 9, we found most of the patients asleep. But in one corner, 
between two windows which let in the fast-incrcasing light, 
lay an elderly man, calmly breathing his life away. The morn- 
ing breeze stirred the thin gray hair upon his hollow temples, 
rustling the leaves of the Bible which lay upon his pillow. 
Stooping over him to feel the fluttering pulse, and to wipe the 
clammy sweat from brow and hands, I saw that he was indeed 
dying, a victim of that dreadful scourge that decimated the 
ranks of the Confederate armies more surely than many battles 
—dysentery— which, if not cured in the earlier stages, resulted 
too surely, as now, in consumption of the bowels. 

“He was a Kentuckian, cut off from home and friends, and 
dying among strangers. An almost imperceptible glance in- 
dicated that he wished me to take up his Bible. The fast-stiff- 
ening lips whispered, 'Read/ 

“I read to him the Fourteenth Chapter of Sr. John, stopping 
frequently to note if the faint breathing yet continued. Each 
time he would move the cold fingers in a way that evidently 
meant 'go on/ After I had finished the reading, he whispered, 
so faintly that I could just catch the words, 'Roik of Ages,* and 
I softly sang the beautiful hymn. 

“Two years before I could not have done this so talmly. At 
first, every death among my patients seemed to me like a per- 
sonal bereavement. Trying to read or to sing by the bedsides of 
the dying, uncontrollable tears and sobs would c hoke my voice. 
As I looked my last upon dead laces, I would turn away shud- 
dering and sobbing, for a time unfit lor duty. Xow, my vciice 
did not once fail or falter. Calmly I wale bed the dying patient, 
and saw (as I had seen a hundred times before) the gray shadow 
of death steal over the shrunken face, to be replaced at the last 
by a light so beautiful that I could well believe it came shining 
through ‘the gates ajar.’ 

“It was sunrise when I again emerged Irom Ward No. 9. 
Hastening to my room, I quickly bathed and redressed, re- 
turning to my office in half an hour, refreshed and ready for 
duty. 

“The necessity for breakfast sullicient to feed the hungry 
patients recalled to me the improvidence of my ac tion in giving 



JULY, 1864 


201 


away so much bread the night before. It had gone a very little 
way toward supplying the needs of so large a body of soldiers, 
and now* my own needed it. 

“There was no quartermaster, no one to issue fresh rations. 
Again I had the cows milked, gathered up all the corn-bread 
that was left, with some hard-tack, and with the aid of the few 
decrepit nurses before mentioned made a fire, and warmed 
up the soup and soup-meat which had been prepared for the 
convalescent table the day before, but was not consumed. My 
patients, comprehending the situation, made the best of it. But 
the distribution was a tedious business, as many of the patients 
had to be fed by myself. 

“I had hardly begun when some of the men declared they 
‘heard guns.’ I could not then detect the sound, but soon it 
grew louder and more sustained, and then we knew a battle 
was in progress. For hours the fight went on. We awaited the 
result in painful suspense. At last the ambulances came in, 
bringing some of the surgeons and some wounded men, re- 
turning immediately for others. At the same time the hospital 
steward with his attendants and several of our nurses arrived, 
also the linen-master, the chief cook, and the baker. With them 
came orders to prepare wards for a large number of wounded, 
both Confederate and Fedtnal, Presently a cloud of dust ap- 
peared up the road, and a detail of Confederate cavalry rode 
into town, bringing eight hundred Federal prisoners, who were 
consigned to a large cotton warehouse, situated almost midway 
betueen the hospital and the railroad depot. 

“My terrible anxiety, suspense, and heavy responsibility was 
now at an end, but days and nights of nursing lay before all who 
were connected with either the Buckner or Bragg Hospitals. 
Additional buildings were at once sei/cd and converted into 
wards for the reception of the wounded of both armies. The 
hospital attendants, though weary, hungry, and some of them 
terribly dirty from the combined effect of perspiration, dust, 
and gunpowder, at once resumed their duties. The quarter- 
master reopened his cjliice, retiuisiiions w'ere made and filled, 
and the work of the different departments was once more put in 
regular operation. 
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was busy in one of the wards, when a messenger drove up, 
and a note was handed me from Dr. McAllister— ‘Some of our 
men too badly wounded to be moved right away. Come out at 
once. Bring cordials and brandy— soup, if you have it— also fill 
the enclosed requisition at the drugstore. Lose no time.' 

“The battle-field was not three miles away. I was soon tearing 
along the road at breakneck speed. At an improvised field-hos- 
pital I met the doctor, who vainly tried to prepare me for the 
horrid spectacle I was about to witness. 

“From the hospital-tent distressing groans and screams came 
forth. The surgeons, both Confederate and Federal, were busy, 
with coats off, sleeves rolled up, shirtfronts and hands bloody. 
But our work lay not here. 

“Dr. McAllister silently handed me two canteens of water, 
which I threw over my shoulder, receiving also a bottle of 
peach brandy. We then turned into a ploughed field, thickly 
strewn with men and horses, many stone dead, some struggling 
in the agonies of death. The plaintive cries and awful struggles 
of the horses first impressed me. They were shot in every con- 
ceivable manner, showing shattered heads, broken and bleed- 
ing limbs, and protruding entrails. They would not yield 
quietly to death, but continually raised their heads or struggled 
half-way to their feet, uttering cries of pain, while their dis- 
torted eyes seemed to reveal their suffering and implore re- 
lief. I saw a soldier shoot one of these poor animals, and felt 
truly glad to know that his agony was at an end. 

“The dead lay around us on every side, singly and in groups 
and piles; men and horses, in some cases, apparently inextri- 
cably mingled. Some lay as if peacefully sleeping; others, with 
open eyes, seemed to glare at any who bent above tliem. Two 
men lay as they had died, the ‘Blue’ and the ‘Gray,’ clasped in 
a fierce embrace. What had passed between them could never 
be known; but one was shot in the head, the throat of the 
other was partly torn away. It was awful to feel the conviction 
that unquenched hatred had embittered the last moments of 
each. They seemed mere youths, and 1 thought sadly of the 
mothers, whose hearts would throb with equal anguish in a 
Northern and a Southern home. In a (orner of the field, sup- 
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ported by a pile of broken fence rails, a soldier sat apparently 
beckoning to us. On approaching him we discovered that he was 
quite dead, although he sat upright, with open eyes and ex- 
tended arm. 

“Several badly wounded men had been laid under the shade 
of some bushes a little farther on; our mission lay here. The 
portion of the field we crossed to reach this spot was in many 
places slippery with blood. The edge of my dress was red, my 
feet were wet with it. As we drew near the suffering men, 
piteous glances met our own. ‘Water! water!’ was the cry. 

“Dr. McAllister had previously discovered in one of these the 
son of an old friend, and although he was apparently wounded 
unto death, he hoped, when the ambulances returned with the 
stretchers sent for, to move him into town to the hospital. He 
now proceeded with the aid of the instruments, bandages, lint, 
etc., I had brought to prepare him for removal. Meantime, tak- 
ing from my pocket a small feeding-cup, which I always carried 
for use in the wards, I mixed some brandy and water, and, 
kneeling by one of the poor fellows who seemed worse than the 
others, tried to raise his head. But he was already dying. As soon 
as he was moved the blood ran in a little stream from his mouth. 
Wiping it off, I put the cup to his lips, but he could not swallow, 
and reluctantly I left him to die. He wore the blue uniform and 
stripes of a Federal sergeant of cavalry, and had a German face. 
The next seemed anxious for water, and drank eagerly. This 
one, a man of middle age, was later transferred to our wards, 
but died from blood-poisoning. He was badly wounded in the 
side. A third could only talk with his large, sad eyes, but made 
me clearly understand his desire for water. As I passed my arm 
under his head the red blood saturated my sleeve and spread in 
a moment over a part of my dress. So we went on, giving 
water, brandy, or soup; sometimes successful in reviving the 
fKitient, sometimes able only to whisper a few words of comfort 
to the dying. There ivere many more left, and Dr. McAllister 
never for a moment intermitted his efforts to save them. Later 
came more help, surgeons, and attendants with stretchers, etc. 
Soon all were moved who could bear it. 

“Duty now recalled me to my patients at the hospital. 
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‘‘My hands and dress and feet were bloody, and I felt sick 
with horror. 

“As I was recrossing the battle-field accompanied by Dr. Wel- 
ford, of Virginia, the same terrible scenes were presented to the 
view. The ground was littered with the accoutrements of sol- 
diers— carbines, pistols, canteens, haversacks, etc. Two cannon 
lay overturned, near one of which lav a dead Federal soldier still 
grasping the rammer. Beneath the still struggling horses lay 
human forms just as they had fallen. Probably they had been 
dead ’ere they reached the the ground, but I felt a shuddering 
dread lest perhaps some lingering spark of life had been crushed 
out by the rolling animals. 

“We had nearly reached the road when our attention was ar- 
rested by stifled cries and groans proceeding from a little log 
cabin which had been nearly demolished during the light. En- 
tering, we found it empty, but still the piteous cries continued. 
Soon the doctor discovered a pair of human legs hanging down 
the chimney, but with all his pulling could not dislodge the 
man, who was fast wedged and only cried out the louder. 

“ 'Stop your infernal noise,’ said the doctor, ‘and try to help 
yourself while I pull.’ By this time others had entered the cabin, 
and their united effort at length succeeded in dislodging from 
the chimney— not a negro, but a white man, whose blue eyes, 
glassy with terror, shone through the soot which had begrimed 
his face. He had climbed up the chimney to escape the storm of 
shot, and had so wedged himself in that to release himself un- 
aided was impossible. Irrepressible laughter greeted his appear- 
ance, and I— I am bitterly ashamed to say— fell inio a fit of most 
violent hysterical laughter and weeping. Dr. Wcllord hurried 
me into the buggy, which was near at hand, and drove rapidly 
to town, refusing to stop at the hospital, landing me at my room, 
where some ladies who came from I know not where kindly 
helped me to bed.’’ 

Fannie Beers was soon asleep, under heavy sedation. 

Kate Gumming, meanwhile, had found Newnan a scene of 
“military display.’’ 

“Nearly all of the cavalry are here. I have seen many hand- 
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some flags— trophies. I went and asked for a piece of one, which 
was given me. 

“The'^wounded prisoners have been taken to the Buckner 
Hospital. The cannon that we expected would shell Newnan is 
here. The firing we heard did not do any damage. It is said that 
there was so much consternation among the enemy that they did 
not know where they were firing. 

“Some of the negro men from the Gamble Hospital have been 
telling us that there was quite an exciting scene there yesterday 
morning when the raiders came in. All were at breakfast and 
knew nothing of the enemy’s approach till they commenced fir- 
ing. They fired right into the hospital at the same time shouting 
and yelling at a terrific rate. The negro men got out of their way 
as quickly as they could. A number of the citizens were shot at, 
and some captured. All are now released. 

“One of our patients, Mr. Black, a Kentuckian, who was stop- 
ping at a farm-house was roused from his bed and made a pris- 
oner. He was with them when they heard Wheeler and Roddey 
were after them, and says he never saw men so badly frightened. 
They treated him well, as they knew the tables would soon be 
turned. 

“Many of them told him, and indeed I have heard it from 
others, that when they came here they felt confident that they 
would be captured. Their time would be out in a week; they 
would then be of no service to the United States Government. 
By sending them on this raid they would draw cavalry from our 
army. 

“My wonder is that the enemy fight as they do, when they are 
treated with such inliumanity by their own people. 

“Dr. Henderson has come back from the army and has started 
for Mobile. I expect he will have a ha’d time in getting there, 
as the road between Opelika and Montgomery is reported to be 
torn up by tlie late raiders.” 

In Covington, Grandma Smitli was helping evacuate the hos- 
pital. After breakfast she supervised the carting of trunks and 
boxes of medical equipment and bedding to the depot. She tried 
to have them stacked as close to the track as possible in case of 
a rush for the train. 
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“There was a vast crowd already collected,” she wrote, “and 
the ground was completely strewn with every description of 
plunder that could be thought of. All were anxious to leave the 
land of Dixey. Each one seemed to have an eye single to their 
own individual interest in relation to making good their escape 
in case a train should arrive, and one was momentarily expected. 
But hope, which often sheds its rays of promise, withered. The 
portals of the anxious heart are lighted up by it only to be 
darkened by a driving cloud of disappointment. As in all our 
terrestial undertakings, so in this, we were doomed to disap- 
pointment.” 

In Atlanta people sought shelter from an early afternoon 
shower. 

On Fairlee Street, near Walton, a block from St. Luke’s 
Church, Maxwell Berry, a contractor, came home for Sunday 
dinner. A new notebook was in his poc ket. Berry, who wore a 
Lincolnesque sort of beard, had given thought, then selected 
brown-eyed nine-year-old Carrie from among his four daugliters 
and one son. 

The war and, indeed, the shelling had gone on long enough, 
he told Carrie, without some member of the family maintaining 
a day-by-day diary. Carrie he considered the most serious-minded 
of his children, and could be depended on to keep a faithful 
chronicle, even as she had lieen to knit socks and care for her 
one-year-old sister, Zulette (“Zuie”) or lour-) ear-old Fannie. 

Soldiers often camped in the back yard of their one-story 
frame house, amongst the magnolia, and flower beds, and, when 
they did, Mrs. Berry baked endless pans of cornbread for them. 
They were so grateful that they scmietimes wrote letters of ap- 
preciation. 

That afternoon, little Carrie, placing a piece of gum in her 
mouth from a sweetgum tree, her candy, walked in her usual 
quick way along the graveled paths in the yard, passing between 
the soldiers’ tents, pausing to pat the pony one of the men had 
given her, then sat down between the vegetable patch and the 
chicken pen. She made her first entry. 

“Gen. Johnston fell back across the river on [uly 19lh, 18(51, 
and up to this time we have had but few cjuiet days. We can 
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hear the canons and muskets very plane, but the shells we dread. 
One has busted under the dining room which frightened us very 
much. C)ne passed through the smokehouse and a piece hit the 
top of the house and fell through but we were at Auntie Mark- 
ham’s, so none of us were hurt. We stay very close in the cellar 
wlien they are shelling.” 

It was hot again alter the rain, and when Carrie had finished 
she put her pencil down and listened to the lazy locust hum of 
almost August which not even the siege could stop. She won- 
dered if, before supper, she would have time for her favorite 
game— blind man’s buff— providing the shells did not fall. 

At dusk it rained again. Near midnight picket fire was ex- 
changed. The shots ( racked over the tree-stumped earth ringing 
Atlanta, stabbing the night with spasmodic, angry blue-red 
flames. 
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H Southern Press Association 

"Macon— The raiders have made no demonstration against this 
place since Saturday. They have withdrawn from the line of the 
Central railroad, and are now between Clinton and Monticello. 

“When our cavalry were operating against them they appar- 
ently made Clinton the center from which they sent out parties 
to operate against Macon, Griswoldville, Gordon and the line 
of railroad at this place and Griswoldville. They were repulsed 
at the latter place, but succeeded in burning 27 cars. At Gordon 
they burnt about .SO cars, and the freight depot, and Oconee 
bridge and the track. 

“The telegraph line is only partially destroyed.” 

B The New York Times 

“It may be regarded certain that a large rebel force exists in 
Atlanta. It has been developed at the skirmish line beyond a 
doubt, where their pickets arc as numerous as our own. 

" just now there is a lull. Sherman is studying the board. His 
adversary has a slight advantage. Sherman is the skillfullest 
player, and it is his next move. He'll checkmate Hood, sure.” 

“The month of August,” wrote Sherman, “opened hot and 
sultiy, but our position before Atlanta was healthy, with ample 
supply of wood, water and provisions. The troops had become 
habituated to the slow, steady progress of the siege; the skir- 
mish-lines were held close up to the enemy, were covered by rifle- 
trenches or logs, and kept up a continuous clatter of musketry. 
The main lines were held farther back, adapted to the shape of 
the ground, with muskets loaded and stacked for instant use. 
The field-batteries were in select positions, covered by hand- 
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some parapets, and occasional shots from them gave life and ani- 
mation to the scene. The men loitered about the trenches care- 
lessly, or busied themselves in constructing ingenious huts out 
of the abundant timber, and seemed as snug, comfortable and 
happy as though they were at home.” 

Gen. Sam French, among those opposing Sherman, awoke in a 
less satisfied frame of mind, as “the enemy commenced artillery 
fire on the redoubt in front of my house. One shell killed a mule 
in the yard, another broke my wagon tongue, while a third 
knocked the pipe from Hedrick’s (my orderly) mouth, etc. 

“My application to be relieved from duty was returned dis- 
approved, and I was informed that I would not be relieved.” 

Soon the rain resumed. 

“Nothing of much importance has transpired during the week 
that we are aware of,” S. P. Richards, the bookseller, noted. 
“We have had shelliyig scmi-occasionally but this far none of 
the deadly missiles have readied our house and we could look 
upon them at a safe distance with composure. For fear that they 
should ever reach us I have done several hard days’ work pre- 
paring a ‘pit’ in our cellar, to retreat to for shelter. One pierced 
the top cornice of our store and went into Beac h 8: Root’s build- 
ing opposite. 

“I have had to stand on guard every other night the past week 
and drill a little with the militia, but the duties have not been 
arduous and I will not complain so long as we have no other 
duty to perform. If they go on making us do active seivice at 
‘the ditches’ or ‘the front’ I shall try to get off from it. Our gar- 
den is helping us out a great deal these hard times. We have not 
suffered much from thieves and have given away such ‘truck’ as 
we did not need. Corn, tomatoes and butter-beans are now in 
full feather. The enemy have made two raids below us, one 
upon the Macon R.R. which they cut near Jonesboro, but not 
badly; another upon the Central R. R. near Macon, and doubt- 
less astonished the Maconites by throwing several shells across 
the river into their quiet city! From what we hear, however, it 
seems that both these parties have ‘come to gi ief’ by being over- 
hauled by our forces. 

“Our city is very quiet now except when the shelling is in 
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progress. Yesterday, the Lord’s Day, not a Protestant Church 
was open; all the ministers have forsaken their posts except the 
Catholic; they had service I noticed. The Episcopal minister I 
think is here but the Church is under repairs. I had to drill at 
the City Hall instead of singing at the Sanctuary. On Sat. night, 
though, our choir met at our house and sang. We have seen it 
stated in a Griffin paper that Col. Lamar and Lt. Col. Van Val- 
kenburgh of the 61st Georgia Regt. were killed at the Battle of 
Monocacy, and I fear it is true. It is a dreadful blow to James’ 
wife, if so, for she seems to be devoted to him, and has been 
hoping and fearing for so long a time. It really seems as though 
sooner or later the sword claims all as its victims, however long 
it may spare. Sherman’s host still surrounds us, no, not exactly 
surround, but still besiege us on the North and North-west try- 
ing to come in. Our General is trying to out-general and hood- 
wink them, but it appears doubtful wliich will gain the point. 
It is to be hoped the contest will not be prolonged indefinitely 
for there is nothing much to be had to eat in Atlanta though if 
we keep the R.R. we will not quite starve, I trust.” 

Nine-year-old Carrie Berry noted the rain. “And we thought 
we would not have any shelling today so I nurst Sister while 
Mama would do a little work.” 

"You may fire from ten to fifteen shots from every gun you 
have in position into Atlanta that will reach any of its houses,” 
Sherman ordered General Schofield at 1:30 p.m. “Fire slowly 
and with deliberation between 4:00 p.m. and dark. I have in- 
(juircd into our reserve supply and the occasion will warrant 
the expenditure. Thomas and Howard will do the same.” 

On Marietta Street, sandbag r.nnparts were reinforced to pro- 
tect both buildings and pedestrians. 

Soldiers, weary, dirty and hungry, doggedly defended the 
small patches of .Atlanta earth to which they had fallen back 
after Peachtree Creek. One, Hosea Garrett, Jr., color-bearer of 
Hardee’s 10th Texas, had been lying in “the ditches near the 
city” for a week. 

“The enemy,” he wrote his uncle, the Reverend Hosea Gar- 
rett, of Chappell Hill,- Texas, and whom he knew as ‘Elder H. 
Garrett,’ “has almost quit shelling this portion of our line. It 
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is said they are concentrating their forces on our center; for what 
purpose, I cannot say. I hardly think they will charge our works. 
I have heard repeatedly that the Yankee Gents can’t get their 
men to charge rebels’ works, and I believe it from what I have 
seen. I have heard them blow their forward calls but could not 
get their men to advance. . . . 

“I suppose you have heard, oi will before this reaches you, 
that Gen. Hood is in command of this Army. For what reason 
Johnston was released it is more than any of us know. The 
army had the utmost confidence in Genl. Johnston and I will 
say that I have not heard a man say anything about it but what 
regretted his being released. All that I hear say anything about 
Genl. Hood say that he is too fond of charging the enemy’s 
works. We had rather not charge them, but would rather be 
charged by them, until our number equal their. We are all 
quite tired of this war but will stay as long as life lasts or see the 
end of this cruel war. . . . 

“Father (John Garrett) is in the enemy’s line. How they 
have treated him I cannot say, as I have not heard from him 
in more than a month. I suppose that they have taken all that 
he had, for I understand that they take even the ladies’ wearing 
apparel, also that of helpless children. 

“I can’t believe that God will let such a people go unpun- 
ished. I believe that the day for their overthrow is not far dis- 
tant. I have heard that they cut the throat of every wounded 
man that they came across in Miss. They drove Forrest back 
the first day 5 miles, and this is the treatment that our brave 
soldiers, wounded at that, received at their hands. And I heard 
that some of our men found some of their wives tied to stakes 
and dead from the cruel treatment that they received from their 
foul hands. If such as this will not make men desperate, what 
will? We are not what we should be in a religious point of view, 
but I am certain that we have no soldier that would commit 
such outrageous acts on helpless women and children as theirs 
has been guilty of. I would to God that our entire Army were 
true Christians. I have been spared this far, for which I thank 
God, for both by day and night, I desire and entrust in the 
prayers of all relatives and friends in Texas. . . . 
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“J. L. Clark fell, pierced through the head with a minie ball 
on the 27th May. John Gary fell on the same day, shot through 
the bo5y, but was carried to the Field hospital and died in a 
day or two. . . . 

‘‘Tom Barton of our Co. is dead. His brother William 
wounded in some hospital. George Hill that lived with Keva- 
naugh is also killed. I could mention numbers of others, but not 
of your acquaintance. H. D. Malone of our Co. wa- also killed, 
not far from Marietta. . . . Col. Wilkes son killed not far from 
the same place. All the bravest men in our Co. have been 
killed. . . . There are thousands of families that were in fine 
circumstances that have been broken up by the enemy, and 
I do not see anything but starvation for such unfortunates. . . . 

“I have been thinking for some time that I would like for 
you to preach my funeral at Old Providence Church if I should 
fall in our struggle for liberty. ... I have selected the 2d chap- 
ter of Paul to the Ephesians, 8th verse. It reads, ‘For by grace 
are ye saved through faith and that not of yourselves: it is the 
gift of God.* . . . 

“There is considerable roar of cannon on our left. It may 
be that the enemy is shelling the city.’* 

Thomas Jefferson Newberry, of Yalobusha County, Missis- 
sippi, had fought through more than two years of war without 
being hurt or becoming sick. He worried iliat he had gained 
weight, but was resigned to remain in the army “as long as the 
war lasts.” 

He wrote, from Atlanta, to his father, M. C. Newberry, in 
C.offeyville: 

‘ I must drop you a few lines this evening to let you know that 
1 have come through the late battle safe. It was fought on the 
28th of July a few days ago. 1 have Ir.n in four battles since I 
lelt home. I have bin in eight battles besides several skirmishes. 
Our last battle we lost our Capt. Reynolds. He was Comding 
our Company, he was mortally wounded. I expect he is dead by 
this time, he is from Oxford, Miss. William Brown was killed, 
poor fellow, he was a good Soldier and a brave one. He was 
shot through the heacj above the right e>e with a minnie ball. 
He fell dead. I don’t think he hardly knowed he was struck. 
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You can tell Mr. Brown that he was killed and that he lost a 
brave Son and a noble Soldier. I thought I would write him a 
letter. 

“Well Father We are constantly mooving. Sometimes we move 
from one end of the line to the other several times a day. Pen 
and ink wont begin to tell you of our movements, so I cant tell 
you of nothing only of the fights and not able to tell you any- 
thing about them only when they occurred. Tell Mr. Mitchell 
John says he come through safe. He would rite but says he 
has no paper. I have not herd from you in a month or more 
I am looking for a letter from you every day. I write to you 
every few days. I had to throw away my knapsack in our last 
fight. If you ever get Layton send him here I want him to toat 
my clothes. Tell Mr. Boyle John says he is well and come 
through the fight safe. John Mitchell will send a note in this 
to his farther. Tell Johny howdy and Mary Susan and Addie 
and tell them to write. Goodbye and howdy. Write soon and 
often. 

Your Son, T. J. Newberry. “ 

Civilians in Atlanta all but forgot the aroma of coffee. A 
mixture of roasted cereals and (it was said) sawdust with a 
hint of coffee beans was black-marketed at soaring prices. The 
hospitals fared little better. Fannie Beers found only one sack 
of “precious real coffee” remaining at her hospital in Newnan. 
It was, thus, an experience to be awakened by an attendant 
holding a cup of fresh, genuine coffee. Mrs. Beers drank it, in- 
dulged in a further luxury— a warm bath— and was at work in 
the wards by 6:00 a.m. Today, her problem was a new one, 
involving conscience and her hatred (or the North. She was 
compelled to nurse Federal soldiers. 

“Pray for strength,” Dr. Gore had told her, “to cast out evil 
spirits from your heart. Forget that the suffering men, thrown 
upon our kindness and forcl)eaiance. are Yankees. Remember 
only that they are God's creatines and helpless prisoners.” 

Mrs. Beers admitted to heisell it would be the hardest battle 
of her life, determined as she was to “do right.” Her will to 
help, however, was stiffened by an unexj^ected leali/ation, as 
she observed attendants larrying bloody legs and arms away 
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from tlie Federal wards for burial behind the hospital. Now 
she knew, “some of their surgeons were far rougher and less 
merciful^ than ours; and I do not believe they ever gave the 
poor, shattered fellows the benefit of a doubt. It was easier 
to amputate than to attend a tedious, troublesome recover. So, 
off went legs and arms by the wholesale.” 

To Fannie Beers it was an exhilarating, spiritual revela- 
tion when in “five minutes” she felt “all animosity” vanish 
and “my woman’s heart melted within me.” 

They were strangers, she recognized, and unwelcome stran- 
gers, “but far from home and friends, suffering, dying. The 
surgeons said to me, ‘Madam, one-half the attention you give 
to your own men will save life here.’ 

“The patients were badly— many fatally— wounded. They 
were silent, repellent, and evidently expectant of insult and 
abuse, but after a while received food and drink from my 
hands pleasantly, and I tried to be faithful in my ministrations. 

“I believe that most of the soldiers in this ward were from 
Iowa and Indiana. One ... a captain of cavalry, who was shot 
through the throat and liad to receive nourishment by means 
of a rubber tube inserted for the purpose. A young man in 
a blue and yellow uniform— an aide or orderly— remained at 
his side day and night until he died. His eyes spoke to me elo- 
(juently of his gratitude, and once he wrote on a scrap of paper, 
■('lod bless you,’ and handed it to me. He lived about five days. 

"The mortality was very considerable in this ward. I grew 
to feel a deep interest in the poor fellows, and treasured last 
words or little mementoes as faithfully for their distant loved 
ones as I had always done for (Ion federates. 

“.'Vmong tlt,c personal belongings fa’-^en from me by raiders 
at Macon, CJeorgia, was a large chest, full of articles of this 
kind, whidi I intended to return to the friends of the owners 
whenever the opportunity offered. 

“In another ward were several renegade Kentuckians, who 
constantly excited my ire by noting and ridiculing deficiencies, 
calling my own dear boys ’Old Jeff’s ragamuffins,’ etc.” Fannie 
told them that Dr. (K)rc was a Kentuckian, and one of the 
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wounded Federal soldiers replied, “Well, Fm a Kentuckian, 
too, what have you got to say about meT' 

Mrs. Beers replied icily: “I think you hold about the same 
relation to the true sons of Kentucky that Judas Iscariot bore 
to the beloved disciple who lay upon the bosom of our Sav- 
iour.“ She stalked out of the ward, though confessing to her- 
self the whole repartee had been “spiteful.” 

Grandma Smith, meanwhile, had progressed a scant ten miles 
from Covington to the tiny flatlands village, Social Circle, sur- 
rounded with the hospital staff, a few patients and an uneven 
mountain range of crates and personal luggage. The noise, 
the unending chatter, the confusion, had not abated. The day’s 
swelling humid heat, while compounding the torment of the 
wounded and sick, was ripening the odors from the gangrenous 
cases which hung fetid in the pine-sweet summer air. 

“All eyes,” Grandma wrote, “were fixed in the direction that 
should bring to our hearts great joy, waiting for the cars to 
come that would soon take us from danger to the land of liberty, 
for we felt that we were perfectly surrounded, and as if the 
walls of a prison encompassed us; and, to add to our already 
unhappy state of mind, it was rumored through the crowd that 
we need not be surprised if, instead of the expected train of 
relieving cars, the Yankees dashed in upon us, as they were 
near by. But we were at their mercy at any moment, and we 
had no way of helping oursehes. So, there we sat, still hoping 
that the train would venture that far. Soon some one c ame dash- 
ing up, saying, ‘sa\c yourselves il you can. I he Yanks are 
within two miles of the place!’ 

“If you ever saw a flock of sheep frightened, in a cl(3se pen, 
and no way by which to get out— or anything else of the same 
nature, you can imagine scjinething of the excitement which 
prevailed at that time among us; and ilien imagine a flock of 
wild deer, badly frightened, running first one way, then an- 
other, no two going the same way, and yc^u have a faint idea 
of what took place in that crowd. Their movements seemed per- 
fectly aimless, except that the general desire was to get away 
from the Yankees; and what become of the most of them I am 
unable to say, as I never saw them afterwards. 
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‘‘The depot was minus men, women, children, and negroes, 
in the shortest possible time, as if there had never been one 
on the ground. The young man who was conducting us out, 
Johnnie Davis, of the 154th Tennessee regiment, and one of 
the Misses Conner, had gone a short distance, to see an old 
friend of her’s, where they were when the startling intelligence 
reached them. I do not suppose that they hardly knew how 
they made their way to the depot, as they were aln.ost unable 
to speak from excitement and running. Almost as quick as 
thought the boxes and trunks were thrown into the wagon, and 
up the hill we ran, and, without ceremony, took refuge in a 
side room of the post office, expecting every moment to see a 
brigade of Yankees dash in upon us. 

“Every few moments some one of us would act as scout, or 
outside sentinel. In the course of an hour, or perhaps more, the 
joyful tidings that it was all a hoax were sent flying through 
town; that a few of Stoneman's men had been seen trying to 
make their escape to parts unknown, General Wheeler having 
proved the wunner of the day in an engagement wdth him, some 
few miles from Covington, capturing the raiding general and 
most of his men, and leaving the stragglers to the mercy of the 
wide w'oods; and many of them were seen skulking in the out- 
skirts of the neighborhood; and it was reported that some were 
found not far off, in a starving condition.” 

Grandma Smith, nonetheless, spent the afternoon in the post 
office. At dusk, a “stahvart looking man” poked his head in 
the door. 

“ ‘Lord Ciod!,’ he exclaimed as if frightened. 

“One of the young ladies was sitting in the door. He in- 
(juired of her, ‘who are those persons in there?' 

“She replied, ‘Ladies from Covington.' 

“ ‘Have you seen any Yanks pass here this evening?’ 

“ ‘No.' 

“ Are there any Rebs here?’ 

“ ‘Yes, plenty of them.’ 

“He immediately turned on his heels and was off in so 
short a time that the young men who were in the room never 
got a sight of him. On turning the corner of the house he met 
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the negro man who had charge of the wagon, and made par- 
ticular inquiry who our party were; where we were going; and 
whether any Yanks had passed that day, etc. I think it was one 
of the enemy's stragglers. It put us on our guard, fearing he 
might repeat his visit; but we saw no more of him.” 

The little group settled down to sleep there the night. 

Before dark, in Atlanta, Carrie Berry and her family “had 
to run to the cellar.” On the opposing side, however, the shell- 
ing which sent citizens scurrying for refuge appeared “sub- 
limely grand and terrific.” This was the opinion of Captain 
David P. Conyngham, youthful Irish-born officer and corre- 
spondent for The New York Herald. 

“The din of artillery rang on the night air,” he wrote. “In 
front of General Geary's headquarters was a prominent hill, 
from which we had a splendid view of the tragedy enacting 
before us. I sat there with the general and staff, and several 
other officers, while a group of men sat near us enjoying the 
scene, and speculating on the effects of the shells. It was a 
lovely, still night, with the stars twinkling in the sky. The 
lights from the campfires along the hills and valleys, and from 
amidst the trees, glimmered like the gas-lights of a city in the 
distance. We could see the dark forms reclining around them, 
and mark the solemn tread of the sentinel on his beat. A rattle 
of musketry rang from some point along the line. It was a false 
alarm. The men for a moment listened, and then renewed their 
song and revelry, which was for a while interrupted. The song, 
and music, and laughter floated to our ears from the city of 
camps, that dotted the country all around. 

“Sherman had lately ordered from Chattanooga a battery of 
four and a half inch rifles, and these were trying their metal 
on the city. 

“Several batteries, forts, and bastions joined in the fierce 
chorus. Shells flew from the batteries, up through the air, 
whizzing and shrieking, until down they went, hurling the 
fragments, and leaving in their train a balloon-shaped cloud 
of smoke. From right, and left, and centre flew these dread 
missiles, all converging towards the city. From our command- 
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ing position we could see the flash from the guns, then the 
shells with their burning fuses, hurtling through the air like 
flying meteors.” 


August 2 


■H Richmond Sentinel 

“We are without later intelligence from Atlanta. United States 
papers of the 30th say that Sherman is gradually drawing nearer 
to the city. The report that Atlanta has fallen is not true. We 
have every reason to believe that the next news from Georgia 
will be of a cheering character.” 


S The New York Herald 

“Our skirmishers are actually throwing rifle bullets into At- 
lanta. A few more assaults and Hood’s army will be played out. 
So close are w'e to .Atlanta that I might say we have invested 
it . . . the fall of Atlanta is only a question of a few days.” 

“Washington— The situation at Atlanta is considered by the 
government and by General Sherman as very favorable. 

“It is reported semi-oflicially that since Gen. Hood took com- 
mand of the rebel army he has lost 25,000 men in killed, 
wounded and prisoners. Nothing better could be wished than 
that he should continue to dash his army to pieces against Sher- 
man’s lines. 

“The end in Atlanta is not far distant, and the final vic- 
tory there will have an important influence upon the campaign 
in Virginia.” 

To General Sam French, the sliells seemed to whine overhead 
like lazy cicadas. His anger boiled as he thought of Richmond. 
He addressed another letter to the lair of the Confederacy, and 
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then made his own memorandum— “I wrote to the Adjutant 
General to be relieved from command in or serving with this 
army!” 

Matthew Andrew Dunn, bivouacked not many yards from 
French’s headquarters, started a note to his wife, “Stumpy.” 
The tliirty-one-year-old farmer from Amite County, Missis- 
sippi, was a member of Company K, .SSrd Regiment, Missis- 
sippi ^'^olunteers. He found little time in the past montli to 
continue organizing Baptist Bible classes among his regiment. 
When not fighting, he had conducted a fruitless lialf year’s 
campaign to collect $S90 he figured his company and the Con- 
federate Government owed him. 

Notv, during a lull, he sat down behind the breastworks. He 
pulled his hat half o\er his forehead, and committed his lone- 
liness to paper. 

“Dear Stumpy: I avail myself of the present opportunity to 
write you a few lines— knowing that you are uneasy about me. 
I think I will have an opportunity of sending this a portion 
of the way by hand. I am happy to say to you that iny life is 
yet spared and my health is good. I sent word to you in Clem’s 
letter a few days ago that l ad ivas wounded on the 22d but 
it was a mistake. But since then on the 27th he was in another 
battle and was shot through the leg below tbe knee which 
caused his leg to be amputated above the knee. His Brigade 
went in the fight before ours, and as we went in I met liim 
lying on the road side. I stopped with him a few minutes and 
he told me that he did not think the bone was broken. But 1 
suppose after the doctors examined it they thought it best to 
take it off, I know it will nearly kill Ma to hear of it but it is 
a portion of the horror of this Cruel War. The fight he was in 
on the 22d was a very hard one but a complete thing on our 
part. He captured three horses and Jimmy Perkins one. Their 
brigade captured 14 pieces of artillery and many prisoners. 
They charged the Yankee works and the Yankees being very 
stubborn they remained behind their breastworks until our 
men scaled tfiem, then they had a hand to hand fight. . . . 

“Our Division met with a serious misfortune on the 20th of 
July— we charged the Yankees and our brigade being on the 
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extreme right of the Division we were badly cut to pieces by a 
Brigade on our right not coming up to support our flanks. Over 
half our Regiment that was engaged was killed and wounded. 

. . . We lost our Col. He charged waving his sword until he 
lell. . . . John H. T urnipseed was killed a few days ago while 
on picket. We are losing some of our near and dear friends but 
I hope God will soon stop it. We are enduring many hardships 
but I try to submit to it cheerfully, feeling assure 1 that we 
will come out all right. 

“I suppose Porter and Betty arc married at last. It must have 
been a sudden thing as you never spoke of it in your letter 
of the 24th. That is the last letter I have had from you. I am 
very anxious to hear from home. Oh my love if I could only see 
you and our dear little ones again what a pleasure it would 
be. But (»od only knows whether I will have that privilege or 
not. I want )ou to try to raise them up right. Train them 
while they are young— and if I am not spared to see you I hope 
we will meet in a happier world. I want you to be fully recon- 
ciled for it. If 1 am wounded 1 will be home as soon as I can 
and if I am killed I hope that 1 am prepared to go. . . . Try 
and send me a letter every chance you have as the Yankees cut 
our Rail Roads occasionally which stops communication. Tell 
Julia that Clem will not write as Paper is scarce but he is all 
right and Hemp and Prior also, and Jimmy. 'Pell Ma that Tad 
will be sent home as soon as he is able. ... I can't write all the 
news for want of paper and this is badly done as I am writing 
on a plate . . . kiss the children, and tell them to be good chil- 
dren. I hope God will bless us. Good bye my dear. Your hus- 
band. 

M. A. Dunn 

“Andrew lias just come in with a nice bucket of rice and 
squash and a very fancy shirt for me. He keeps me in good 
clothes.’' 

A neighbor sat down to write Mrs. William Barnes a con- 
gratulatory note. Tlie elderly Atlanta lady was refugeeing south. 
Her caretaker this morning, seeing a large cannonball in the 
back yard and a hole in the wall of the house, went inside. 
The heavy shot, he found, had plunged through the roof, a 
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small feather bed in the attic as well as Mrs. Barnes* own 
larger bed, a thick bolster atop it, and then on outside. The 
rooms, reported the caretaker, were filled witli “more feathers 
than a chicken coop after a possum fight.” 

A guest, believed to be a slightly injured soldier, who had 
just checked out of the Trout House, was equally lucky. A 
shell exploded in his room, leaving torn lathe and scorched 
wallpaper, but miraculously did not damage adjacent rooms. 

Before noon it turned “quite hot*’ in Atlanta. A vidette pit, 
at almost the northern extremity of Peachtree Street, was now 
one of the principal targets of “firing along the picket lines.” So 
heavy had been losses in this one strongpoint that soldiers re- 
ferred to it as the “dead hole.” In front of Columbus Pitt’s 
home, it was but seven feet long, lour feet wide and four feet 
deep, banked with red clay in front, planked on the bottom. 

Facing it, no more than one thousand yards distant, was a 
similar pit of Federal sharpshooters, all believed equipped 
with rifles mounting telescopic sights. Before the defenders 
grew more wary, seventeen of their number were killed. There 
was strange, grim testimony to Union marksmanship: each 
Confederate who lost his lile was shot cleanly through the head. 
Not one man was wounded in this pit; he survived or was 
slain instantly as he poked his head above the red clay bank 
to peer across the No Man’s Land which, until a lew weeks ago, 
had been one of Atlanta’s busy thoroughlares. 

In the same area, on ground reddened by the slaughter of 
July 20, Major Stephen Pierson, of Morristown, New jersey, 
was noting other happenings. Back of his position was a long, 
open slope. Down it, spent round shot or unexploded shells of 
the Confederate cannons would roll. “ I hey seemed to go very 
slowly, but I once saw a soldier put out his loot to stop one; 
the momentum broke his leg.” 

The dueling of tlie heavy artillery was “very nice practice,” 
in Pierson’s estimation. “Secure behind our bombproofs as we 
lay in full sight of the (ity, wc used to watch the Rebel shells 
as they came ovei ; we could .see the flash, and .sometimes the* 
sliells themselves, belore they reached us, giving us plenty ol 
time to get to covea. Sometimes the men were a little careless. 



General Hood s headcjuarters after being taken over by Colonel Barnum. 
(Courtesy Atlanta Historical Society) 



Decatur Street, from a photograph taken during Sherman s occupation. 
The Masonic Hall. lar|Je building with peaked roof, is nearest the camera: 
behind it is the Irout House. {Cointesy Atlanta Historical Society) 









The back yard of Came Berrys 
house, from a photograph taken a 
few years after the war. The yard, 
with its shrubs, flowers, graveled 
paths, and hedges, appeared much 
the same that summer of 1864 
when soldiers camped on the grass 
and shared living space with a 
pony, a dog, and numerous chick- 
ens. (Courtesy Mrs. Zulette Frank- 


E. E. Rawson’s home, “The 
Terraces," which was later 
occupied by General Geary. 
(Courtesy Atlanta Historical 
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Looking north along Whitc- 
iiall Street f>eforc the Federal 
troops man lied out. (Cour- 
tesy Atlanta Historical So- 
ciety) 







Front page of the Daily Intelli- 
gencer , July 5, 1864. Optimism was 
the keynote of the Atlanta news- 
papers up until the day they left 
the city. This issue of the Intelli- 
gencer finds, among other things, 
that Sherman’s army is “much dis- 
pirited.” (Intelligencer Collection, 
Courtesy Western Reserve Histori- 
cal Society) 




Poetry, timetables, auction sah 
lost article and runaway slave r 
ticcs, taK and legal announccmen 
were among the profusion of woi 
age that filled the Atlanta ne\ 
papers even during the fe\eri 
days of siege. (Intelligencer Colh 
tion, Courtesy Western Reser 
Histoiical Society) 






General William T. 
Sherman. (U yiited 
States Army Photo- 
graph) 



General John B. IFoocl, 
C.S.A. (National Ar- 
chives) 



Lookin|r west, about a mile from downtown Atlanta, this is the exact 
site where Sherman ahd his aides posed on that late autumn day in 1864. 
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or the lookout failed to give notice and then there was apt to 
be trouble. On one occasion I remember seeing two soldiers, 
sitting on each side of a stump, upon which was their can of hot 
coffee. Along came a shell and exploded; one of the pieces 
passed between the two without touching either, but sent the 
coffee flying. Their surprise and astonishment over, they began 
to curse the Rebs for spoiling their breakfast.*’ 

In Newnan, once more “comparatively safe,” Jrannie Beers 
grew increasingly anxious to see her husband at Atlanta. As a 
nurse, she was also concerned for all the soldiers in the city's 
trenches “lying day after day, always under fire . . . suffering 
from insufficient food, exposed to the scorching sun or equally 
pitiless rain, sometimes actually knee-deep in water for days.*’ 

Patients fresh from the wasting Atlanta struggle had told the 
same story: the bombardment, “heavy and incessant,” was in- 
terrupted sometimes at sunset “when carts were hastily loaded 
with musty meat and poor corn-bread, driven out to the 
trenches, and the rations durtiped there.” 

It seemed to Fannie Beers that many factors besides “shot 
and shell” were conspiring to kill her husband and her friends 
crouching in the foxholes of Atlanta. 

“I could not bear it,” she decided. “The desire to see my 
husband once more, and to carry some relief in the shape of 
provisions to himself and his comrades could not be quCflled. 
Many things stood in the way of its accomplishment, for, upon 
giving a hint of my project to my friends at Newnan, a storm 
of protest broke upon my devoted head. Not one bade me God- 
speed, cvciybody declared I was crazy. ‘A xvoynan to go to At- 
lanta under such circumstances; how utterly absurd, how mad.' 
So I was obliged to resort to decention and subterfuge. My 
first step was to recpiest leave of absence, that I might forage 
for provisions to be sent to the front by the first opportunity. 

“Or. ^f('Allistcr very kindly accorded me his permission, plac- 
ing at my disposal an ambulance and a driver, advising me, 
however, not to follow the main rcjad or the beaten track which 
had already been drained by foragers, but to go deep into the 
piny woods. Said he; ‘Only one of our foragers has ever been 
through that region, and his reports were not very encouraging. 
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The people want to keep all they have got for home-consump- 
tion, and greatly distrust “hospital people, “ but if success is 
possible, you will succeed.’ In anticipation, this ride into deep, 
odorous pine woods seemed delightful.*’ 

Kate Gumming attended a funeral late in the afternoon: 
the eldest son of one of Newnan’s leading families— the Tay- 
lors. Captured by the Union forces during the fighting in Vir- 
ginia, he contracted tuberculosis in prison. His parents ap- 
pealed directly to Secretary of War Stanton, and the young 
man was sent home to die “amid the endearments of home.’’ 

Among the recent arrivals at the Newnan hospitals was 
Private John Will Dyer, of Kentucky. Half-crippled with lum- 
bago, he had been brought from Atlanta atop a box car, 
through alternate sunshine and rain showers, using a “plank 
for my pillow.” Since his pains and stiffness had been eased by 
mustard plasters and hot liniments, he had been given duties 
at the wards. He was horrified at what he had to witness. 

“We had no anaesthetic dressing,” he wiote, “and all w’ounds 
w^ere treated with the cold water treatment which was to 
thickly bandage the wound and keep continually wet with cold 
water, till all signs of inflammation disappeared and the flesh 
began to show' granulations, ddien the water was discontinued 
and dry bandages substituted. Sometimes gangrene would de- 
velop and unless quickly removed was sure death to the jxitient. 
Our method of remo\ing gangTene was to burn it out with 
nitric acid— aqua fortis. This was \ei 7 se\eie and trying on the 
nerves of the nurse as well as the patient. 

“When pouring the ac id on the pioucr flesh you would see 
smoke rise, the flesh sizzle and crisp up, and all this time the 
patient’s screaming in agony, it tcjok a stc;ut heart and steady 
nerve to apply it. 1 hope never to have to do it again.” 

In Social Circle, (irandma Smith still aw^aited a train. She 
had slept fitfully in her stuffy post oflice refuge. She felt her 
full 47 years. She read letters frciin soldier friends in the midst 
of the “carnage” of Atlanta, and answered them. “We have 
the precious bejon to know that we were considered worthy of 
tlieir dying remembrance, amid the rain of shot and shell . . . 
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untold suffering as martyrs on the battlefield . . . worn out by 
sickjness and hard service.” 

During the morning, the little town cheered the news that 
General Stoneman had been captured and “carried through 
Macon.” Mrs. Smith also learned that the head surgeon from 
Covington, who happened to be in Macon, recognized Dr. 
Robertson among the captured Federals “who had so kindly 
pleaded for him in Covington.” The Confedeiate doctor, “a 
perfect gentleman,” expressed his own gratitude by securing 
the release of Dr. Robertson. 

It deeply impressed Grandma Smith that there should be 
such evidence of humanity and chivalry “in the very midst of 
one of the bloodiest wars ever known.” 

Later in the day, she moved to the home of a “kind lady” 
where she had “cjuite a pleasant time.” She learned how the 
ladies of Social Circle had been taking care of the sick and 
wounded as tlie trains shipped them through the hamlet. Her 
hostess also informed her “how energetic Dr. Lee had been in 
providing them with comfortable quarters on the cars, although 
he was not the surgeon on detail to transfer them. When he 
saw that the proper surgeon was not there, he assumed the 
place for the good of the suffering; and, like a true gentleman, 
went forward and saw them safe on the train. All honor is due 
to the noble and valiant soldier— such as he; and long will 
his name be dear in the hearts of many soldiers whom he found 
suffering for the want of that humane attention which was due 
them, and which so many failed to leceive. The man who 
w'ould wantonly neglect such objects of charity, and suffering 
humanity, is not a true soldier, or the soldiers’ friend.” 

As evening settled over the pine woods to the west. Grandma 
Smith once more offered to stand her share of the night’s 
watches. On the outskirts of Social Circle, sentries listened— 
but heard nothing, other than the muted summer-night 
sounds Georgia, ^i'here were no echoes of skirmishing and— ' 
disturbingly— no sounds of an approaching train. 

West of Atlanta there was “brisk firing on the picket line.” 
William Graham had just donned fresh clothing, issued in late 
afternoon. Somehow it made him feel better. 
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Carrie Berry liad spent a quiet Tuesday. “We have not been 
shelled much today, but the muskets have been going all day. 
I have done but little today but nurse Sister. Slie has not been 
well today.** 

And over the soldiers in Atlanta hung a strange melancholy. 
No longer rang the confident, noisy songs from the places 
where fighting men congregated, places now close to the very 
trenches Avhere they might die. 

Songs like this familiar, sad one rang like a dirge: 

When this cruel war is over, 

Then we’ll all come home again, 

Yes, we’ll all come home again. 


AUGUST 3 


■H The Nexu York Times 

''Nashville, Wednesday— Gen, Stoneinan’s raid along the Macon 
Railroad met with a great success in cutting the rebel line of 
communications, and thus completely isolating Atlanta. But I 
regret the necessity to add that one division of cavalry, while 
returning, met with a serious disaster. The Macon Railroad was 
torn up for 18 miles, the rails twisted, the ties, tanks, bridges 
and depots burned, and the road rendered useless for months to 
come. 

“Returning by way of Newnan, captured a large wagon 
train, filled with much valuable private property belonging 
to rebel officers, and among other property was Gen. Wood’s 
papers and a cjuantity of whiskey, which fell into the hands of 
the General and his forces. 

“About this time the rebels, under (ien. Ransom, attacked 
Gen. McCook, and a fight ensued, in which McCook’s com- 
mand was routed, and the greater part of his (ommand cap- 
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tured. About 500 of the troops have reported at Marietta, and 
gav« fearful stories of losses. The command, at starting, num- 
bered about 3200. Gen. McCook is reported killed.” 

^'Louisville, Wednesday— The Nashville Union of today says, 
‘Apparently well authenticated but unofficial information has 
been received. Gen. Stoneman has not only cut the Macon 
Railroad, but defeated the rebel Wheeler at ^roctor’s Creek, 
that the latter lost from 500 to 1,000 men, and that his dead 
and wounded fell into our hands.’ ” 


H Southern Press Association 

//«;«/«— Affairs are very quiet this morning. There was 
some picket firing during the night, but nothing of impor- 
tance occurred. 

“Fifty prisoners were captured near Newnan, and w«re sent 
South from West Point yesterday. About one thousand in all 
were captured.” 

Th^t day began bright and warm. Sergeant Graham of Illi- 
nois, saw the sun glint off Atlanta’s Steeples, as well as brighten 
the gaunt chiinneys—’ Slierman’s Sentinels”— which dotted the 
surrounding countryside, all that remained of many homes. 
Action had so dwindled that he could count the early morning 
exchange of shots— two. 

“We iiave a fort on the right of us in the same line of 
works. About 9 commenced advancing our line on the right 
and at 10 some 20 prisoneis brought in. Our batteries are play- 
ing up the enemy’s line. At ’.2 some more prisoners are brought 
in. 

“At 12 it rained very hard foi a half hour and immediately 
after a battle commenced and is raging.” 

The problem of funerals increased in Atlanta. The mourners 
were in \ hurry. The procession raced as fast as possible to th^ 
cemetery and could hardly control its collective impatience to 
have the burial done with and rush home. 

This morning, a hearse, carrying the dead son of one of At- 
lanta’s oldest citizens, had started down Decatur Street on the 
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lonesome, dreary, and dangerous ride to Oakland Cemetery. 
Suddenly, a rattle overhead, a flash, a roar— and a huge hole was 
torn in the road just behind the hearse. The driver leaped from 
his seat, swearing he ^vould not continue a foot further, then ran 
off. Finally, a Negro mule-teamster, who happened along, offered 
his assistance and the procession moved on. 

Late the previous night there had been similar trouble. Hop- 
ing for a respite in the shelling, grave-detail ofliccrs had set mid- 
night as the time for burying four soldiers newly killed in the 
defense of the city. A wagon carrying their bodies was halfway 
across Atlanta when a shell materialized seemingly out of no- 
where and exploded 50 feet above the driver’s head. 

The army teamster was thrown to the gTound, the mules, 
panicking, lunged ahead. The bodies, unprotected by collins, 
bounced out of the careening wagon one by one. by the time 
the bruised driver overtook the wild team, all four corpses had 
been scattered at intervals across Atlanta. 

As the day began, Fannie beers commenced “foraging” for 
her journey from Newnan to Atlanta. The ambulam e arrived, 
drawn by a mule which had been captured from the Union cav- 
alry raiders. 

“I gaily climbed into it and, waving merry adieux to half- 
disapproving friends (among them Dr. Hughes, with his dis- 
tressed face, and Diogenes, who looked daggers at me), set off in 
high glee. The ride along the pleasant road was lovely: early 
birds sung sweetly; the dew, yet undisturbed, glistened every- 
where, the morning breeze blew freshly in my face. As the sun 
began to assert his power, I became eager to penetrate into the 
shady woods, and at last, spying a grand aisle in ‘Nature’s tem- 
ple, bade the driver enter it. For a while the result was most 
enjoyable. The spicy aroma of the pines, the l)rilliant vines 
climbing everywhere, the multitude of wocxlland blossoms 
blooming in such tpiantities and variety as I had never imagined, 
charmed my senses, and elevated my spirit. Among thc'se peacc^ 
ful shades one might almost forget the horror and c arnage which 
desolated the land. 

The driver was versed in wood-craft, and called iny attention 
to many beauties which would liave otherwise escaped me. but 
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soon his whole attention was required to guide the restive mule 
through a labyrinth of stumps and ruts and horrible muddy 
holes, which he called ‘hog wallows’; my own endeavors were 
addressed to ‘holding on,’ and devising means to case the hor- 
rible joltings which racked me from head to foot. After riding 
about two miles we came to a small clearing, and were informed 
that the road for ten miles was ‘tolerbal clar* and pretty thickly 
settled. 

“So after partaking of an early country dinner, also obtaining 
a small amount of eggs, chickens, etc., at exorbitant prices, we 
resumed our ride. . . . Oh, the sullen, sour-looking women that 
I sweetly smiled upon, and flattered into good humor praising 
their homes, the doth upon the loom, the truck-patch (often a 
mass of weeds), the tow-headed babies (whom I caressed and 
admired), never hinting at my object until the innocent victims 
offered of their own accord to ‘show me round.’ At the spring- 
house I praised the new country butter, which ‘looked so very 
good that I must have a pound or two,’ and then skilfully lead- 
ing the conversation to the subject of chickens and eggs, care- 
lessly displaying a few crisp Confederate bills, I at least became 
(he happy possessor of a few dozens of eggs and a chicken or 
two, at a price which only their destination reconciled me to. 

“At one house, approached by a road so torturous and full of 
stumps that wc were some time before reaching it, I distinctly 
heard a dreadful scjuawking among the fowls, but when Ave ar- 
rived at (he gate, not one was to be seen, and the mistress de- 
clared she hadn’t a U)iic: hadn’t saw^ a chicken for a coon's age.’ 
Pleading excessive fatigue, 1 begged the privilege of resting 
within the cabin. An apparently unwilling assent was given In 
I walked, and. occupying one of those split chairs which so irre- 
sistibly invite one to c'onimit a breach of goc^d manners by ‘tip- 
ping back,’ 1 sat in the door way, comfortably swaying backward 
and forward. Kvery once in a while the faces of children, either 
black or white, would peer at me round the corner of the house, 
then the sound of scampering bare feet would betray their sud- 
den flight. Suddenly I cauglit sight of a pair of bare, black feet 
protruding from under the bed. Presently an unmistakable 
squawk arose, instantly smothered, but followed by a fluttering 
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of wings and a chorus of squawks. So upset was the lady of the 
house that she involuntarily called out, *You IsruV/ ‘Ma’am,* 
came in a frightened voice from under the bed, then in whining 
tones, ‘I dun try to mek ’em hush up, but ’pears like Mass Deb- 
bel be on dey side, anyhow.’ 

“Further concealment being impossible, I said, ‘Come, you 
have the chickens ready caught. I’ll give you your own price for 
them.’ She hesitated— and was lost, for producing from my 
pocket a small package of snuff, to which .emptation she at once 
succumbed, I obtained in exchange six fine, fat chickens. As I 
was leaving she said, in an apologetic tone, ‘Well, I declah, I 
never knowed you was going to light, or I wouldn’t have done 
sich a fool-trick.’ 

“Stopping at every house, meeting with varied success, we at 
last, just at night, arrived at a farm-house more orderly than any 
we had passed, where I was glad to discover the familiar face of 
an old lady who had sometimes brought buttermilk and eggs to 
the sick. At once recognizing me, she appeared delighted, and 
insisted upon my ‘lighting’ and having my team put up until 
morning. This I was glad to do, for it was quite out of the ques- 
tion to start on my homeward journey that night. Greatly I en- 
joyed the hospitality so ungrudgingly given, the appetizing sup- 
per, the state bed in the best room, with its ‘sunrise’ quilt of 
patchwork. Here was a Confederate household. The son was a 
soldier. His wife and his little children were living ‘with ma’ at 
the old homestead. The evening was spent in talking of the late 
battle. Here these women were, living in the depths of the 
woods, consumed with anxiety, seldom hearing any news, yet 
quietly performing the monotonous round of duty with a pa- 
tience which would have added lustre to the crown of a saint. 

“I talked until (wonderful to relate) my tongue was tired: my 
audience being the old, white-haired father, the mother, the 
wife, and the eager children, who were shy at first, but by de- 
grees nestled closer, with bright eyes from which sleep seemed 
banished forever.” 

The train, meanwhile, was yet to arrive in Social Carcle. Nor 
was there any prospect of one materializing down the creaky, 
rusty rails, as another nurse was equally concerned with travel. 
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‘'Of course/’ Grandma Smith realized, “we could not remain 
where we were. Some plan must be devised and adopted to en- 
able us to get away. ... I proposed that the wagon should be 
loaded witUour plunder, and I would take two of the crippled 
soldiers, and the Negro man, and go to Rutledge, a station sev- 
eral miles below. We could make two trips that day, and one 
the next morning; and we thought that by the next evening we 
would get a train. 

“All agreed to the plan and we were soon mounted upon the 
boxes and moving off for Rutledge.” 

She herself found the spectacle amusing: “An old rebel woman 
and boys with crutches in hand, perched upon goods boxes, 
winding their way to they knew not where? Surely the venture 
seemed almost incredible. Several persons stopped us on the 
roadside, and would invariably inquire, ‘My good madam, 
where are you going to?’ 

“On informing them, they would say, AV^hy, you need not go 
there; the Yanks were there yesterday, and tore up things gen- 
erally. Have you seen any Yanks on your way?’ 

“ ‘No sir’; or madam, as the case might be. 

“ ‘Why, I wonder you have not. Don’t you hear those guns?’ 

Yes.’ 

“ ‘W’ell, it is tliem lighting. 1 wonder they do not get you. You 
had better turn liack.’ lUit nary lime did we turn back until 
we readied the |)Iace for wiiich we had started. 

“One la(l\, a .Mrs. Hardius . . . seemed to marvel greatly at 
our rashness, and ( ailed our attention to the report of guns just 
in the rear of her lield. She said they had been lighting all morn- 
ing; and that the negioes had left the held, and come to the 
house tor saletv. The old lady put up quire a pitiful story, say- 
ing the \’anks had taken some of her mules; and our doctors 
had taken some half-do/en bundles ot c^ats, .uid spread on the 
floor of ilu ir wagon for their wives to rest upon, and went off 
and did not pay her one ( eni for them. I asked her if that was 
all she had lost since tlie heginuing of the war. 

‘‘She replied. ‘Why, yes; and that's enough. I did not have 
that to spare.’ 

” ‘Well,’ said I, il that is the whole amount of your losses 
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in this great struggle for independence, you have been extremely 
fortunate indeed. Many in your own State have lost everything, 
and are now penniless; and yet they do not complain, because 
they know it is the fate of war; and more especially one waged 
against a people who are merely contending for their own legiti- 
mate rights.’ 

“ ‘Well, I don’t want to lose anything by any of them. I think 
the doctor ought to pay me for my oats.’ 

“We bade her good by, saying, ‘W^e wish you may lose noth- 
ing else.’ 

“We soon reached the depot; and on arriving there who 
should we see but two of our boys, Bud Carrington and Lieu- 
tenant Bean, both belonging to the Virginia army, who had 
started for that point early the previous morning, before our 
plan was gotten up. On recogni/ing us they seemed very much 
astonished, and called out, 

“ ‘Where in the world are you going, grandma?* 

“ ‘Why, right here,’ I said. 

“ ‘What is your notion for making this disastrous move?’ 

“ ‘In order to get a train.’ 

“ ‘That you cannot get. 'I here will be no train here to-day. 
It is too uncertain, as well as dangerous, for them to venture 
here. Do go back. The Yanks are all around us. Do go back it 
you can. For I am afraid you will be caught.’ 

“With that, the railroad agent came cnit, and said, ‘Oh, my 
dear madam, please don’t put >our things off here. The Federals 
were here yesterday, and burned and destroyed eight thousand 
dollars worth for me; and if they should come and find this hos- 
pital property here they would not leave anything. I know they 
are stragglers from Stoncman’s command: but they arc the 
more to be feared than the main army. I beseec h you to return. 
The train cannot ccjme up no how; and we would all be in great 
danger were you to remain.’ 

“As nothing else wcjuld satisly the cc:)ntencling parties, and 
my confidence in thcjse two Virginia soldiers admonished me 
that to take their advice would be the belter part of discretion, 
and with a heart too lull ol sad disappoiiumcaii for utterance, 
we turned our course back to Social (circle, wheie we knew the 



AUGUST, 1864 


235 


rest of our party were in anxious waiting for the empty wagon. 
Our journey back was of a more interesting character than the 
former. We were halted at almost every turn, and something 
related that'*was calculated to put, or, in other words, keep us 
on our guard. I did not fear for myself, but the two wounded 
soldiers I knew would be captured if the enemy came upon us; 
but the boys sang, whistled and seemed merry, chatting away 
as though there was no danger whatever from Yanks. 

“The poor negro was more uneasy than any of us, fea^’ing, if 
they came upon us, they would take his team, and make him 
join them, leaving the rest of ns in the road to finish our jour- 
ney as best we could. 

“rortunately for us, while also mysterious, not the glimpse 
of a Yank did we get in all our route. One man came running 
to us, perfectly c\( ited, saying, ‘Arn’t you afraid to travel this 
road?’ 

“ ‘No; what’s up,’ said I. 

“ ‘Why, didn’t you sec the two Rebel officers dashing through 
the woods just now?’ 

“ ‘Yes; and what of that?’ 

“ ‘Why, they asked the woman at that house yonder if there 
were any Yanks in the neighborhood.’ 

‘ ‘Why, yes,’ she replied, ‘plenty of them right over yonder. 
My husband is over there, with them. He piloted them, and car- 
ried them to where some Rebs ^vere. Listen, don’t you hear 
them shooting?’ 

“A mistaken woman that time. She thought she was giving 
information to Yankees, and her information caused the cap- 
ture of the good Union husband, and the clan he had piloted, 
so we were informed, for, as a natural consequence, the tw’o 
Rebs made good use of the opportunity offered them, and the 
Union woman’s directions.’’ 

In Macon, the printing presses of The Daily Intelligencer re- 
sumed their familiar clacking-shuffling, in a building at Third 
and Cherry streets. 

“Our hopes are not too sanguine,’’ asserted the refugee editors, 
“for the prospect to us has never been without the beautiful 
sunlight of prospective victory ligliting our hearts through the 
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gloom and the dark shade of defeat through which we have trav- 
elled these many weary months past. Our confidence in the 
prowess of General Hood and his invincible army of veterans is 
unabating and with sucli firm belief we wish to imbue the spirit 
of the people and the army. So long as the feeling that all will 
end well enthuses us, we are unconquerable, and we will be suc- 
cessful.” 

A party was planned for 5:00 p.m. the next day lor Brigadier 
General Alfred C. Iverson to celebrate his repulse of the Stone- 
man raiders. Citizens were asked to bring coffee, milk, and ”other 
supplies” to the grove behind the Wesleyan Female College, in 
Macon. 

Iverson had become a Macon saviour with his hasty assem- 
blage of an army— soldiers on leave, some well, some sick, civil- 
ians with their old flintlocks, even postmen and firemen— which 
defeated, then captured Stoneman. General Johnston himself 
had been a spectator of the strangely-manned conflict. 

“Today,” wrote Private Alonzo Miller, the Wisconsin farmer, 
camped ever closer to the heart of Atlanta, “finds me well ex- 
cepting a sore jaw. Yesterday I had two of my double teeth 
drawn. They brook up and all the roots are not out yet so today 
its some sore and hurts me to eat. Yesterday 1 went and washed 
my shirt and socks and only have one shirt so I have to dry it 
quick to put on. I have one pair of those soc ks that mother knit 
winter before last and have worn them all the time too.” 

Rufus Mead, twenty-eight-year-old commissary sergeant with 
the 5ih Regiment, Connecticut Wilunteers, was feeling better, 
after being “kinder under the weather” yesterday. Now less than 
three miles from Five Points, Mead, a county surveyor wrote to 
his “Dear folks at home,” in Redding, Connectic ut (near Dan- 
bury): 

“We are here in the same position yet and everything in front 
of us seems very quiet, ncjt hardly a cannon fired yesterday and 
none so far today. 

“I don’t pretend to know anything about our future move- 
ments, so have to trust they will be as the past, i.e., sticcessful 
seeing they are in skilful hands. I am sorry Hooker has left us 
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but he is not the only General we had confidence in; in fact we 
have all good ones here now. 

“Unfortunately our cavalry expedition has proved a failure. 

It is not fully ascertained how much our loss is, but it is re- 
ported now from 2,000 to 2,500 cavalry with all their equip- 
ments and 600 mules they had captured. Genl. McCook is 
thought to be a prisoner along with the 2,000. Lt. Col. Brown- 
low cut his way back with his command and says they destroyed 
a great deal of property— cut railroads &c &c had several brushes 
with Wheeler’s cavalry— whipped him every time till on their re- 
turn they found themselves surrounded by such a force it was 
impossible to get out. 

“We can hardly spare 2,000 cavalry just now especially as the 
enemy will have so much more to bother us and cut our com- 
munications in the rear. It is the worst accident we have had so 
far on this campaign. 

“We see in the papers that the Rcbs are in Tenn. again but 
can’t find out how large a lorce. I hope Grant wont need to send 
any of his troops to stop them. 

“The progicss is slow, but on the whole I think encouraging. 

“You must have got through haying early this year. I presume 
the drought lat ilitated matters somewhat. I hope it has rained 
ere this. We ha\e just showers enough so it is not dusty at all, 
we could not ask for more fa\orable weather. 

“I guess atier all you had better get the boots made and sent 
by mail if it does cost letter postage. I guess it would be over 3 
dollars, and boots here are worth from 12 to 15 dollars— not as 
good as Hen would make either. 

“1 see by the Danbury paper that Redding has raised 16 out 
of 34 men. Ilow’ does she get them, by hiring some out of the 
state or docs she get some to volunteer fro^n the town? If so 
who are they? 

“I received a letter from Martin, also from I. inns yesterday, 
and from ril)ert and Hen Holley tlie day before. The 12th 
Conn, are now at Bermuda Hundred it seems and Hen in the 
Co doing duty. 

“He says he likes that change of climate and Neater, but don’t 
have (juite as easy times in the C'o as he did in New Orleans. 
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I hope he will stand it six months longer then he will be out o£ 
it, so make room for the 500,000 to come. 

“I hope Capt. Crofut & his partners will get home safely. It 
must seem a long time to them away from home. 

“I think our Regt.’s old men must surely be home before this. 
It seems to be a hard matter for our Officers to get away yet 
Some try awful hard but they remain still. 

“Lt. Titus left yesterday, as his resignation was accompanied 
by certificate of being wounded & unfit foi service. Me will send 
some money to you (that he owes me), when he gets to Nashville 
or home. I have other letters to write and cant think anything 
more to interest you so Good Bye. Your Son &: Brother." 

There was one factor still galling to Rufus: the way the Con- 
federates stripped the countryside. All he could retrieve were “a 
few apples and berries.” As further ignominy he had to witness 
his own horses and mules being served the choice green corn. 
The teamsters passed out what was left to the troops. 

Late in the afternoon, newly-taken Southern prisoners spread 
rumors in Union lines of the arrival of ten tliousand fresh 
Georgia State militia in Atlanta. 

\ number of Federal prisoners were placed in height c ars on 
a siding at F.ast Point in the evening and started south. 

It was Carrie Berry’s birthday and she wrote in lier diary; “I 
was ten years old, but I did not have a cake, rimes were too 
hard so I celebrated with ironing. I liope by my next birthday 
we will have peace in our land .so that 1 can have a nit e dinner.” 

John Peel, an Atlantan, was beginning to feel that he had 
been singled out for more than his share of the shelling. .\ 
projectile smashed into his house on .Spring Street, explttding 
inside. It was the fifth to strike his residence. Others had torn 
up shade trees in the yard, the fencing, the well, and the .smoke 
house. His house, whit h had been for .sale, was now withdrawn 
from the market. 

A piece of shrapnel ripped through the windttw of an in- 
bound train from Mat tin, killing a lady pas.senger. She was taken 
to the morgue, pending identification. 
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■H Richmond Sentinel 

“All was quiet at Atlanta yesterday. A private dispatch received 
yesterday from a distinguished gentleman at the seat of war in 
Georgia gives a very hopeful account of affairs at Atlanta.” 

The New York Herald 

“Generals Sherman, Thomas, Howard, Hooker, Stanley and 
others were enjoying themselves yesterday in front of General 
Wood’s quarters when some of those noisy visitors came whizz- 
ing around. They did not flurry them in the least or interrupt 
their council though there was a small arsenal of the ‘darned 
things’ flying around them.” 


n The Atlanta Register 

August On the !5rd a lady, a gentleman and his little daugh- 
ter were killed in Atlanta by fragments of Yankee shells, and 
about 11 o’clock at night Mr. Warner, the superintendent of 
the gas works, and his little daughter lying in the same bed were 
killed by a round shot. The child was severed in two, dying in- 
stantly, the father had both thighs cut off close to the body and 
lived about two hours. 

“We call these murders, though the murderer will be treated 
with the utmost couitesy when he falls into our hands. He 
knows that all this fire upon a position in the rear of our army 
will not drive them from their lines and it is only to gratify his 
own diabolical propensities that he keeps up the bombardment 
upon unarmed people. What a retribution is in store for the 
people who are carrying on this hellish work! The whole world 
will mock at their calamity and laugh when their fear cometh.” 

At the corner of Elliott and Rhodes streets, passers-by paused 
to stare at a shell-blasted structure, then hurried on. It was the 
little frame house in which Mr. Warner and his six-year-old 
daughter died, together. 
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In Macon, workmen tore down the streamers, then folded the 
chairs and tables which had been plat ed in the giove behind the 
Wesleyan Female (^.ollege for Gen. Iverson’s party this after- 
noon. He had been ordered back to the front. 

A resident of Atlanta who signed himself “P.” decided that 
there was good prospect of another, “general” engagement. He 
didn’t want to miss it. 

“I suppose,” he wrote the hitrlli(j;e?irer, “the telegraph has ap- 
prised you ere this of the fighting whic h took place on our right 
center about five o’clock yesteiday evening. The militia man 
our works on the right, running to the center; tlie Yankees at- 
tempted to charge our pickets in front of our works on this por- 
tion of our line and were repulsed with heavy slaughter. Early 
yesterday morning a similar attempt was made on our left and 
met with a similar result. While the lighting was going on, I 
could hear a Yankee band playing ‘Yankee Doodle’ away to our 
left. 

“I thought at that time a general engagement had commenced, 
but after the severe repidse which the Yankees met tvith it dwin- 
dled down to mere sharp-shooting and skirmishing again. 

“The enemy threw about thirty shells into the heart of the 
city yesterday evening, without doing mm h damage. 

“From Tuesday at 12 m. until Wednesday at 1 o’clock no 
shells were thrown into the city. An occasional shell came over 
into our midst during last night. 

“A person who visited here before the army fell back on this 
place, after an absence of two weeks from the city, is astonished 
at the great change that has been effected but it is not near so 
great as one might suppose from the big yarns he hears at a dis- 
tance. I notice women and children walking about the streets as 
though there was no army within a hundred miles ol the city. 
I notice too, in perambulating the town that about two thirds 
of the residences of the city arc occupied by iamilies and sev- 
eral of them the oldest inhabitants of the j)lace. 

“I also notice that some of our most substantial and influential 
citizens are still in the city; among them I see J. K. Williams. 
Dr. J. S. Denny, Markham, Muhlinbrink, A, S. Myres, David 
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Mayer, W. Herrinjr, A. Austell, the three Lynches, John, James 
and Peter and many others. 

“The Yankee w()unded which are in our hands at this place 
are in the Medical College and I understand the Yankees hit it 
occasionally. 

“Atlanta will never be taken by the Yankees in my opinion. 

“P.S. Nearly all the Newnan raiders who tore up the M. Sc 
W. R. R. have been (aptured. The prospects are brightening.” 

And in the same column “Pueri” deplored the stragglei situ- 
ation, 

“Being ‘in for the war in soul and body I am as little dis- 
posed to complain at outrages committed by our soldiers as any 
man and would rather concede to them the right to take, by 
force, from those having an abundance and refuse to sell upon 
reasonable terms when they are in actual need, than otherwise. 
But, sir, there is reason in all things and should as well be a 
stopping place. I will give you an instance or two of recent 
outrages committed by them which you will please publish for 
the benefit of all concerned. I only refer to roving stragglers, 
however, who, as the sequel will show, are doing us but little 
service and much injury. 

“The proximity ol the enemy and the unknown events of the 
next few months rendered it necessary, in the judgment of my 
father, for him to remove his family farther down the country 
for safety. His residence is near the Macon and \Vcstern Rail- 
road, a few miles above Jonesboro. In remo\ing, he left a beau- 
tiful young crop on his plantation under good fences, and amply 
provided with attendants to resist any ordinary incursion. But, 
sir, those brave (?) fellows have overpowered every resistance, 
and have completely destroyed not onK his crop but have wan- 
tonly and unnecessarily destroyed almost evervthing else. Gar- 
dens arc plundered, bee hives are robbed, young hogs butch- 
ered, corn fields arc gone into, and after having filled their sacks 
with roasting ears and fed their horses, they march out without 
putting the fence up, thus leaving all the rest of the corn at the 
mercy of cattle, horses, hogs &: c. 

“If this state of affairs is not speedily and effectively stopped 
by the proper authorities, what are farmers’ families and stock 
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to subsist upon; and how are they to feed tlie powerful armies 
now in the field defending our homes from the brutal enemy? 
While the army is in the field bleeding for its homes, many 
stragglers are in its rear, plundering the fathers and families o[ 
those who do the fighting. 

“Another incident came under my own observation, worthy 
of note. A carload of private property was stopped at a Station 
on the Macon and Western Railroad and publicly robbed, or 
'charged' as they call it in spite of the defending owner. I do 
not believe that, that great and good man, Cien. Hood, knows 
of all this, or effectual means would be adopted to put a stop 
to it. 

“I am just out of Atlanta, and am sure you would hardly 
know the place. In addition to the many damages done to public 
and private buildings by a few stragglers some days ago, to which 
the efficient Provost Marslial General put a stop by rigid and 
commendable measures, are holes in and corners knocked off of 
houses and the ground torn up generally. It is a dry, hot place, 
and not a female can be seen. Pretty heavy firing is now going- 
on some 3 miles southwest of Atlanta and some 2 miles west of 
the Macon and W^estern Railroad. I can gi\ c you no results. I am 
pleased to see that the Militia are so highly appreciated. I'hey 
are no longer called the New Ish." 

Thursday dawned cool and cloudy with prospects of rain. 
Picket firing continued its muted spitelulness. At noon, the 
Federal soldiers, who had been idling at cards, whittling, letter 
writing, and sleeping were called to reinforce the pickets. 

When shells whined over the Berry home, Maxwell decided 
the family better spend the day in the cellar. Carrie, who took 
Zuie down in her arms, had come supplied with sweet gum and 
yarn. She wondered if the family would ever be in a position to 
go on the buggy rides she loved. 

In Atlanta, Lieutenant Andy Neal of the Marion Light Artil- 
lery debated whether to write any more letters, since the mails 
had been so disrupted. 

“The raiders,” he finally penned his sister Klla, “have fright- 
ened the Army Post Office out of all propriety and we have had 
no mail for 13 days but have hopes of getting one this evening 
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as we had a man to go to Macon for it. I very unexpectedly 
found a box at Mrs. Pittmans for me last Monday evening. I 
was riding down town on business and happened to call to see 
if Mr. Pittman was at home when I heard of the box. I believe 
everything was in good order and I have to thank all of you for 
it but I came near committing an awkward mistake as I was all 
day of opinion that Cousin Martha Bailey had sent me the box 
and was preparing to thank her for her favor when I found a 
piece of ‘Cotton States’ and at once recognized the things as 
having come from home. I hope Cousin Martha did not get her 
box off in time for it is annoying to have them lost. I will send 
Benny some coffee and sugar by some of his company who are 
coming for Gen. Waltliall on whose line we are at present. 

“I have been getting along very quietly ever since we have 
been on this line till yesterday. At the position where we have 
been there has been a little firing as our pickets were 1000 yards 
in our front. Yesterday I was placed with my section in a fort 
about 100 yards from the Ponder Home on the State Road. The 
Yankees have their line ol battle and several Batteries a short 
distance in our front and on our right have approached so near 
our works by digging that we can keep out no pickets. Almost 
all the shells they throw into the City come screaming just above 
our heads. Generally they commence on this fort and throw 
around it shells and then elevate their guns and send the bal- 
ance into the city. For awhile we exchanged shots with them 
but where Batteries are as well protected as our and the Yankee 
Batteries before us about as much is made of Artillery duels as 
the sledge hammer makes out of the anvil. Atlanta is consider- 
ably marked by the enemy’s shots. In some parts of town every 
house has been struck a dozen times. T he houses about the foot 
of Alabama Street are much battered. I see two balls have gone 
into our house, one in Bud James’ reborn and one in the parlor. 

“Very few people think the enemy will get any nearer Atlanta 
but tliey have ruined its value to us in a great measure. Our 
Army has been strengthened by the Militia and reinforcements 
from Forrest have come in. Besides these, all the bands, cook 
details, extra artillery, men drivers and dead heads have been 
brought to the front and given muskets. Thus we will be en- 
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abled to hold our long lines and have force enough to operate 
on the flanks. We are constantly stirred up with reports of rein- 
forcements from Virginia and the Mississippi but no troops 
have been ordered here yet. 

“Gen. Hood watches his flanks closely and has twice whipped 
the flanking columns out. We had heavy fighting between the 
skirmishers yesterday on our right and left. Just in front of us 
there was no attack. We repulsed the charges at both places but 
I have heard no particulars. 

Your affectionate brother A. J. Neal.” 

The cloudy skies fulfilled their portent. By early afternoon 
the rain was cold, insistent. Captain Evan P. Howell, wlio had 
recently evacuated his wife Julia and one-year-old son Clark to 
Augusta from their home along the Chattahoochee, fretted over 
the weather. Thinking back with a certain nostalgia on the day 
Julia filled her apron with freshly baked biscuits, hitched the 
family cow behind their wagon, and fled from the advancing 
Federals, Captain Howell wrote: 

“This is a rainy, disagreeable morning and I will try to make 
it an agreeable one by writing to you. We have not moved from 
our position on the west of Atlanta yet. We had pretty heavy 
firing on our right and left yesterday but they did not shoot a 
shot at us. The day before they fired a few over my Battery. 
The enemy are evidently trying to turn our left and strike the 
Macon Road below or about West Point. No other news about 
here. . . . 

“My health is now better than it has been since I was taken 
sick twelve months ago. And I think now that 1 will get well 
entirely and get fat again. Then I want the war to end and our 
housekeeping to begin, and such a happy time we will have will 
be too good to tell. . . . 

“To think of it, we have been married going on four years. 
Don't time fly? Why it seems as if it was only last year that I was 
courting you, and yet how many scenes have crowded past since 
then. How very different is the grand panorama of human life 
looked at through the vista of the past that it is viewed as it 
slowly changes its scenes dragged on by the weary present. . . . 

“I want you to get a good recipe for making hard soap, nice 
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soap. It is impossible to buy it now. I hope the boy keeps well. 
Kiss the little fellow for me.” 

Thirty women were shopping in the large Market House, 
pawing over meager groceries and vegetables which scarcely 
covered the white tables. Meats were entirely absent. There was 
a sudden flash, a roar, and bits of timber flew through the dusty 
air. Some of the women fell to the ground. 

A shell had hit the rear of the structure and exploded. James 
Parker and Robert McMaster, attending their stalls, were 
knocked down. When they were on their feet again and looked 
about, they realized that no injury had been sustained by them- 
selves or the women marketers “except the fright they received.” 

In the air the smell of burned powder grew more acrid before 
it subsided. The ladies dusted off their dresses, picked up their 
baskets, and continued, perforce, their marketing. 

In early afternoon Carrie paused in her knitting to scribble, 
slowly, under the cellar’s candlelight. “The shells have been fly- 
ing all day and we have stayed in the cellar. Mama put me on 
some stockings this morning and I will try to finish them before 
school commences.” The rain accentuated the dank dreariness 
of the cellar and soon Zuie began to cough. 

Captain Joe Vale, Pennsylvania cavalryman, now taking part 
in the siege of Atlanta, wrote: 

“About one hundred and fifty yards to the right of the bivouac 
of the brigade was a hill on which, in a strong fort, a battery 
of heavy siege guns was mounted, and on an opposite hill one 
of the strongest of rebel forts of defense was constructed, also 
armed with heavy (sixty-four-pounder) siege guns. Our bivouac, 
located in the angle, was directly in the line of fire from this 
rebel fort, and almost daily the big shells from Atlanta, passing 
over the fort on our right, dropped down among us, sometimes 
exploding, but generally harmlessly burying themselves in the 
sand. Our acquaintance with, and experience of, these visitors 
began on the night of the 3d, when the rebels opened a converg- 
ing line of fire on the battery to our right from five heavy bat- 
teries, located within easy range. The shells dropped into our 
camp at a lively rate, half a dozen coming at a time, and as all 
the boys not on duty at the line of breastworks were sleeping in 
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their little shelters at tlie time, they got ‘waked up’ rudely 
enough! Shelters were knocked down, cook-tents demolished, 
camp-kettles scattered and destroyed with a good deal of din, 
and the boys promptly seeking cover in the trenches, without 
much regard to the completeness of their uniform, presented 
somewhat the appearance of Falstaff’s regiment of ragamunins. 
The occasion was commemorated as the ‘shirt-tail dress-parade.’ 

“Attached to the brigade headquarters was a colored man 
named George, who from time to time when not exactly satisfied 
with the situation as cook and hostler, wms w^ont to declare his 
purpose of enlisting, and entering on the w ork of the immediate 
overthrowing of the rebellion . . . up to this time, however, 
George had managed to avoid being under fire, though often 
complaining bitterly of the hard fate that kept him among the 
pack mules and camp kettles, when a fight was going on. 

“When the shelling began, George w\as sleeping in the cook 
shelter, and only waked up when a sixty-four pounder shell 
burst in the vicinity, scattering the cookhouse, with its pans and 
kettles, over and around him! His longing to be in a light, or 
at least under fire, was gratified at last! But (ieorge was not 
looking for it in that form and found the realization of his 
hopes and longings slightly different from his antic ipations, and 
not wishing to ‘get hurt,’ popped into a gopher hole’ as the old 
rebel rifle pits in our camping ground were called. ’’ 

The next morning when Vale asked (ieorge where he was 
when it came time for food, the cook frankly admitted he was 
holed up, observing it was ‘a tempestuous night. ” 

In Social Circle, a rnid-morning flurry answered a train whis- 
tle’s unmistakable toot in the distance. Grandma Smith w^as 
nearly trampled by townspeople, patients, and assorted tran- 
sients in a rush for the depot. Chickens ran scjuawking for cover 
in dust swirls billow ing up from the Hying feet. But none of the 
townsfolk was allowed aboard the train w^hen it finally giound 
to a halt. It was packed with refugees from Atlanta and else- 
where, some even astride the roof, with their bundles of clothes 
and possessions. 

“It was everyone for him.self,’’ Grandma Smith realized, al- 
though amazed at the “incredible shcjrt spac e of time” it took to 
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load the hospital goods. A contingent of soldiers was aboard the 
train to protect it from “scattered bands of Federals who were 
reported to be near the road.“ Mrs. Smith noted that others be- 
side herself wft^e jubilant: 

“The persons composing the party gave full vent to their feel- 
ings, manifesting the greatest joy and gratitude for being taken 
away from so unpleasant a place and situation. Each one had his 
or her joke on the other. All enjoyed it fully. Some little bur- 
dens which they could scarcely have moved at any ordinary rime 
were disposed of in various ways, and we were soon whirling 
away from Yankeedom as fast as the locomotive could possibly 
carry us, while our hearts, which had been before so cast down 
and desponding, were as cheerful for the time being as though 
the few days of sadness had never been. 

“While we were enjoying our unexpected exit from Yankee- 
dom, we did not lorget poor Frank Hodges, who had gone out 
in search of wagons. We knew it would be a surprise to him on 
his return; and we imagined his disappointment and chagrin 
at finding himself deserted. Transportation was provided for 
him to follow on the next day, with the promise from our kind 
young lady friend, Miss Clark, that he should have a home with 
them that night.” 

Finally, Fannie Beers was ready to lea\e Newnan for the 
thirty-eight-mile journey to Atlanta. 

“The next morning,” she wrote, “when, after a substantial 
breakfast, I was once more ready to start, every member of the 
family made some addition to my stores, notably, a few pounds 
of really good countiy butter. This was always highly prized by 
the soldiers. As a general thing, when the cows were fed upon 
<*otton-seed the butter \\as white and v .ixy,’ this was yellow and 
linn. The oldest girl brought me a pair of socks she had herself 
knitted; one of the little boys, six eggs laid b> ids own ‘domini- 
ker,’ which he pointed out to me as she stalked about the yard 
proud of her mottled feathers and rosy comb. 

“Even the baby came toddling to the door saying, ‘Heah, 
heah,’ and holding out a snowy little kitten. The old gentleman, 
mounting his horse, c)flered to ‘ride a piece’ with us. Thanks to 
his representations to the neigJibors, 1 was able in a short time 
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to turn my face homewards, having gathered an excellent sup- 
ply of chickens, eggs, hams, home-made cordials, peach and apple 
brandy, and a few pairs of socks. The old farmer also showed us 
a way by which we could avoid a repetition of the tortures of 
yesterday, and rode beside the ambulance to the main road. 

“I remember well how he looked, as he sat upon his old white 
mule, waiting to see the last of us. His hat, pushed back, showed 
a few locks of silvery hair; his coarse clothes and heavy, home- 
made boots were worn in a manner that betrayed the Southern 
gentleman. The parting smile, still lingering upon his kindly 
face, could not conceal the ‘furrows of care,’ which had deep- 
ened with every year of the war. But, alas! I cannot recall his 
name, although I then thought I could never forget it. 

“Upon arriving at Newnan, I lost no time in preparing my 
boxes for the front. Everything was cooked; even the eggs were 
hard-boiled. There was sufficient to fill two large boxes. Having 
packed and shipped to tlie depot my treasures, I prepared for 
the final step without hesitation, although not without some 
doubt as to success in eluding the vigilance of my friends. 

“Announcing my determination to see the boxes off, I— ac- 
companied by my maid— walked down to the depot just before 
train-time. There was only one rickety old passenger-car at- 
tached to the train. This, as well as a long succession of box- 
and cattle-cars, were crowded with troops,— reinforcements tcj 
Atlanta. Taking advantage of the crowd, I, with Tempe, 
quietly stepped on board, escaping discosery until just as the 
train was leaving, when in rushed Dr. McAllister, who peremp- 
torily ordered me off; but, being compelled to jump off himself, 
tailed to arrest my departure. 

“I was in high spirits. On the train were many scjidiers whom 
I had nursed, and who cared for my comfort in every way pos- 
sible under the circumstances. I was the only lady on the train, 
so they were thoughtful enough to stow themselves in the 
crowded boxes behind, that I might not be embarrassed by a 
large number in the passenger-car. 

“At last, as we approached Atlanta, 1 heard the continuous 
and terrific noise of the bombardment. T he whistle of the en- 
gine was a signal to the enemy, who at once began to shell the 
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depot. I did not realize the danger yet, but just as the train 
‘slowed up’ heard a shrieking sound, and saw the soldiers begin 
to dodge. Before^ I could think twice, an awful explosion fol- 
lowed; the windows were all shivered, and the earth seemed to 
me to be thrown in cart-loads into the car. Tempe screamed 
loudly, and then began to pray. I was paralyzed with extreme 
terror, and could not scream. Before I could speak, another 
shell exploded overhead, tearing off the corner of a brick store, 
causing again a deafening racket. As we glided into the station, 

I felt .safer; but soon found out that every one around me had 
business to attend to, and that I must rely upon myself. 

“The shells still shrieked and exploded; the more treacherous 
and dangerous solid shot continually demolished objects within 
our sight. For a few hours I was so utterly demoralized that my 
only thought was how to escape. It seemed to me impossible 
that any body of soldiers could voluntarily expose themselves 
to such horrible danger. I thought if I had been a soldier I 
must have deserted from my first battle-field. But at last I 
grew calmer; my courage returned, and, urged by the necessity 
of finding shelter, I ventured out. Not a place could I find. The 
houses were closed and deserted, in many cases partly demol- 
ished by shot or shell, or, having taken fire, charred, smoking, 
and burnt to the ground. 

“All day, frightened women and children cowered and trem- 
bled and hungered and thirsted in their underground places 
of refuge while the earth above them shook with constant ex- 
plosions. After a while I grew quite bold, and decided to stow 
myself and my boxes in the lower part of a house not far from 
the depot. The upper story had been torn off by shells. I could 
look through large holes in the ceiling up to the blue sky. The 
next move was to find means of notifying my husband and his 
friends of my arrival. I crept along the stret. .s back to the 
depot, Tempe creeping by my side, holding fast to my dress. 
Then I found an officer just going out to the trenches, and sent 
by him a pencilled note to Lieutenant Cluverius, thinking an 
officer would be likely to receive a communication, when a 
private might not. 

“Soon after sunset, my husband joined me, and soon after 
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many friends. They were all ragged, mud-stained, and altogether 
unlovely, but seemed to me most desirable and welcome vis- 
itors. 

“One of my boxes being opened, I proceeded to do the 
honors. My guests having eaten very heartily, filled their 
haversacks, and, putting ‘a sup’ in their canteens, returned to 
camp to send out a fresh squad. The next that came brought 
in extra haversacks and canteens ‘for some of the boys who 
couldn’t get off,’ and these also were provided for. 

“With the last squad my husband was compelled to go back 
to camp, as just then military rules were severe, and very 
strictly enforced. I passed the night in an old, broken arm- 
chair, Tempe lying at my feet, and slept so soundly that I heard 
not a sound of shot or shell.” 

Shells held little respect for the sanctity of the church. One 
burst inside of St. Luke’s, another against the African Church 
on Collins street, while a solid ball drilled cleanly through the 
First Presbyterian Church. 

Wesley Chapel continued to take more than its share of pum- 
meling. It had been struck at least five times. After each hit 
the Sexton came timidily into the nightmare of rubble, dust, 
and torn prayer books and hymnals and swept up the best he 
could. He could do nothing about the jagged holes in the roof 
and walls. 

The next morning, he would anive to find the plaster smell- 
ing litter confronting him again. The missiles entered Wesley 
Chapel from all directions. One solid shell had bounced 
through ten pews like some erratic bowling ball before finally 
coming to rest against the altar. The parsonage itself was badly 
torn up. 

The Reverend J. S. Wilson’s residence on Walton Street was 
also damaged slightly, in the minister’s absence. 
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■I Richmond Sentinel 

“The telegraph brings us some news from Georgia. There was 
considerable skirmishing, with musketry and artillery firing, 
on Wednesday. The enemy shelled Atlanta furiously, killing a 
lady.” 


IS The New York Herald 

“Nashville— The latest news from General McCook’s cavalry 
expedition is highly encouraging and lessens the extent of the 
disaster, (ien. McCook has himself reached Marietta with 1200 
men. A squad of 300 reached the same point a short time pre- 
vious. The missing will not exceed 800. 

"All prisoners previously taken by McCook were abandoned. 
About 500 mules were shot by him before Ransom captured 
them. 

“Our loss in kilted is slight, 4/5 absentees being prisoners. 

“General Sherman alludes to the raid as successful. 

“Everything is quiet at the front.” 

(Mr. W. F. G. Shanks, correspondent) 

Hi Richmond Dispatch 

“We get some interesting intelligence from the Georgia 
papers. Everything seems to have changed in that state from 
the deepest despondency. Gen. Hood seems to have brought 
the people to the liveliest exultation. This is a very decisive 
point gained, and we presume that the repulse of the enemy on 
the 27th . . . and the capture of a great flanking raider— Stone- 
man— will hardly detract from the general joy of the people.” 

(irandma Smith arrived in Augusta at 5:00 a.m., safely, with 
a suspicion that the war, for her, was over. 

“Poor Frank,” she wrote, “said he never was so mad in his 
life as when he returned to Social Circle, and found us all 
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gone; but he reflected on the tedious journey we had escaped, 
and was then glad we had been so fortunate. The wagons 
which were to have been at our disposal the following morning 
were not wanting, as we were safe and snug in Augusta, stroll- 
ing around the streets of that strange and beautiful city, and 
wondering wliere the spot could be found where Mary got so 
badly frightened at tlie man with the moustache, when her 
husband, Major Joseph Jones, was strolling around town with 
her to see the sights. Ha, ha! we neither found the water- 
melon cart, or the man with his beard all on his upper lip who 
frightened Mary so, but thought we found his picture in one 
of the city galleries; it corresponded pretty accurately with the 
description the major gave of the man, at least.” 

“At last,” Joe Semmes wrote to “Eo,” “I have been gladdened 
by the sight of your dear hand again by the receipt of your let- 
ters of the 17 and 21st of July, and now I have the certainty of 
your receiving this as it is to be taken to you by Ben himself. 
When he first told me he was going to Gainesville I was nearly 
overcome for I have had lately the most intense longing for 
home and a little rest that I ever yet felt. In truth my precious 
wife I feel worn down mentally and bodily, and I sigh for a 
short respite of quiet and freedom from care which only can 
be obtained at your side. I could not be driven from this army 
unless it was to go to you and spend the time with you. Ben 
is very fortunate and though I envy him his trip I feel sure of 
the pleasure he anticipates, because he will see you too. I did 
hope that the next chance I had of sending home I could get 
to you the stationery you need; now it is not here and I can 
only send you what I can spare, neither can 1 send anything to 
the boys; the pistol is in the rear with my surplus baggage and 
I have nothing here for them, unless it is fragments of the 
Yankee shells, which are thrown promiscuously in and about 
town. 

“I cannot write now and could not talk to Ben for you, al- 
though you will be disappointed I know. He will, however, 
tell you what I want. You never yet told me of the candles and 
I have requested him to ask about them in Montgomery to see, 
too, whether Clara and Myra have gone. I have never heard a 
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word since the first letter on the subject, after that the road 
was cut. Tom was to leave for Louisiana about the 1st of Au- 
gust and I presume lien will not see him. All my ideas arc 
driven out by the din around me about bacon, beef, etc. I 
am positively ashamed to send my darling such a letter, it can’t 
be helped as the train goes in a few minutes. Ben will tell you 
how I require the Brandy and please don’t fail to make him 
bring it. If Alphonso went to Montgomery, he left I hope the 
Brandy with the Knoxes . . . Goodbye . . . God bless you.” 

On Fairlee Street, Carrie Berry spent Friday morning knit- 
ting in the back yard under clear, pleasant skies. The pony 
grazed nearby and the chickens ruffled their feathers in the 
warm, dusty earth. The soldiers had gone. 

A few hundred yards northeast of the vidette pit on Peach- 
tree Street, within Federal lines, engineers completed a plat- 
form atop the highest tree that could be found. Second Lieu- 
tenant Samuel Edge, signal corps veteran of Vicksburg, climbed 
up to it and tapped out that he could not only see the enemy’s 
camps and houses of Atlanta but the ‘‘Macon Railroad on the 
other side.” 

He was in view of Confederate sharpshooters, but just out 
of their range. The Minie balls dropped short of his high 
perch, like spent pebbles. Lieutenant Edge rested his telescope 
on the wooden rail of the little platform and settled down for 
what he figured could be a long roost. 

“My dear little nephew,” wrote a Southern soldier, J. J. 
Miles, from somewhere in the camps under surveillance by 
Lieutenant Edge, “it is threw the will of the Lord that I am 
permitted to write you a short letter this morning. I am well 
and harty and I do sincerely hope when this reached you that 
you may be surrounded with the same iiealth. 

‘‘Guston, I will send this by Mr. Armstrong of the 12th Mis- 
sissippi Cavalry. The enemy ar shelling the city more or less 
every day. They was heavy skirmishing late last evening also 
during the night and ar still. Guston, I will give you the price 
of forage up here in this section of the country. Flour is $1.25 
per pound and bacon is 500 dollars per lb. lard the same. Salt 
$100 per lb. molasses 20 dolls, per gal. By some flower bread 
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sometimes baked up in biscuits. I pay from 2i/^ to 3 dolls per 
dosen or ... 25 cts. a peace. I eaten a harty bate of stock pies 
yesterday for diner. They ar worth 100 dollars per quart. Gus- 
ton I would like to now why you all don’t write to me. I aught 
to get a letter from some of you every week but I don’t get 
one once every month. I want you all to write oftener than 
you do or not a tall one or the too Paper is selling from 5 
to ten dollars per quire. Broth L. H. came out to the regt. last 
week and stayed A bout 12 hours witli me. His health does not 
improve any at all. Well, Guston, I think we will have a fine 
old Battle here in a few days. We gained a glorious victory . . . 
on the 2d Inst capture 24 stands of colors no casualties . . . 
well I will now quit by requesting you to eat a Bate of water- 
melons for me. Give my love to all, I remain your affectionate 
uncle as ever J. J. Miles.” 

Charles H. Smith, balding, one-time resident of Centreville, 
Virginia, arrived at the Atlanta depot with his large family. 
They had most recently refugecd from Rome, Georgia, via a 
circuitous route. Smith had a pseudonym for liimself— "Bill 
Arp”— and he prided himself on a sense of humor. He had 
amused his traveling companions on his recent journeys by ex- 
plaining, “I’m a good Union man, so-called, but I’ll bet on 
Dixie as long as I’ve got a dollar.” 

In the station there appeared "all sorts of people . . . moving 
in all sorts of ways, with an accelerated motion. They gained 
ground on their shadows as they leaned forward on tlie run, 
and their legs grew longer at every step. W'ith me, it was the 
second ringing of the first bell. I had sorter got used to the 
thing, and set myself down to take observations.” 

He inquired directions but no one replied, “for their legs 
were as long as light, and every bursting shell was an old witch 
on the road. 

"Cars was the all in all. Depots were the centre of space, con- 
verging lines from every point of the compass made tracks to 
the offices of railroad superintendents. These functionnaires 
very prudently vamosed the ranch to avoid their too numerous 
friends, leaving positive orders to their subordinates. 
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“The passenger depot was thronged with anxious seekers of 
transportation. 

“ ‘Won’t you let these boxes go as baggage?’ 

“ ‘No, madam^ it is impossible!’ 

“Just then somebody’s trunk as big as a nitre bureau was 
shoved in and the poor woman got desperate. 

“ ‘All I’ve got ain’t as heavy as that,’ said she. ‘I am a poor 
widow and my husband was killed in the army. I’ve got five 
children and three of tliem cutting teeth, and my things have 
got to go!’ 

“We took up her boxes and shoved them in. Another good 
woman asked very anxiously for the Macon train. 

“ ‘There it is, madam,’ said I. She shook her head mourn- 
fully and remarked. 

“ ‘You are mistaken, sir. Don’t you see the engine is headed 
right up the State road, towards the Yankees? I shan’t take any 
train with tite engine at that end of it. No sir, that ain’t the 
Macon train.’ 

“Kverywhere was hurrying to and Iro at a lively time. 

“ ‘Wliat’s today . . . ?’ said a female darkey, with a hoop skirt 
on her arm, and slie was answered by an older man of her race. 

“ T’ain’t no day, lioney dat I eber seed ... 1 reckon today 
is Runday from cle way de wliite folks is movin’ about . . . 
ain’t afraid ol Yankees hut deni si//lin bumbshells . . . gwine 
to git away from here, I is!’ 

“I went into a doctor’s shop and found my friend packing up 
his vials and poison and copai\a and such like. Various ex- 
cited indi\ iduals came in, looked at a big map on the wall and 
pointed out tlie roads to McDonough and Eatonton and Jasper 
and soon their proposed lines of travel were easily and greasily 
visible from the impression of their perspiring fingers. An old 
skeleton with but one leg, was swinging from t!'e ceiling look- 
ing like a mournful emblem of the fate of the troubled city. 

“ ‘You are going to leave him to stand guard, doctor?’ said I. 

“ ‘I suppose I will,’ said he, got no transportation for him,’ 

“ ‘Take the .screw out of his skull,’ .said I, ‘and give him a 
crutch, maybe he will travel; all flesh is moving and I think 
the bones will catch the contagion soon.’ 
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“A few doors further and a venerable auctioneer was sur- 
veying the rushing, running crowd, and every now and then 
he would raise his arm with a seesaw motion and exclaim, 
'going— going-gone! Who's the bidder?’ 

“ 'Old Daddy Time,* said I, 'he’ll get them all before long.’ ” 

Bill Arp, or Smith, walked into a friend’s house. Several 
men were seated around a bottle. One of the drinkers swore 
he would unpack, “dinged if I’m afraid of a blue-tailed fly!” 

And at that moment a “sizzing, singing, crazy shell sung a 
short-metre hymn right over the house. Jake, has the dray 
come?’ he said, bouncing to his feet. ‘Confound that dray- 
blame my skin if I’d ever get a dray to move these things— 
boys, let’s take another drink!’ ” 

Smith continued to listen to the group clinking glasses as 
they chorused: 

The boy stood burning on the deck. 

When all had fled but him! 

“By and by the shells fell as thick as Ciovernor Brown’s proc- 
lamations, causing a more speedy locomotion in the excited 
throng who hurried by the door, but my friends inside had 
passed the Rubicon— vacant rooms and long corridors echoed 
with their snores.” 

Mrs. Beers survived a morning which began when she was 
awakened by “a terrible explosion near us.” She was informed 
that a house nearby had been hit sejuarely. A man and his three 
children, asleep in an upper room, had been killed. 

“This made me very uneasy,” she wrote, “and irureased 
Tempe’s ternjr to stub an extent that she bexame almost un- 
manageable.” Fannie Beers spent most ol the day in her room. 

All afternoon, Bill Arp wauhed the trains come and go, 
the “iron horses snorting to the echoing bree/e. Irain after 
train of goods and chattels moved clown the road, leaving 
hundreds of anxious laces waiting their return. There was no 
method in this madness. All kinds of plunder was tumbled in 
promiscuously. A huge parlor mirror, some fl leet by 8, all 
bound in elegant gold, with a bra.ss buzzard spreading his wings 
on the top, was set up at the end of the c ar and reflec ted a beau- 
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tiful assortment of parlor furniture to match, such as pots, 
kettles, baskets, bags, barrels, kegs, bacon and bedsteads piled 
up together. Government officials had the preference and gov- 
ernment officials all have friends. Any clever man with a charm- 
ing wife or a pretty sister could secure a corner in more cars 
than one.” 

As the sun went down, Arp and his family were on board one 
of the trains, “without any idea where we would stop. 

“ ‘Ticket, sir?’ said the conductor. 

“ ‘Nary ticket,’ said I. 

“ ‘How far are you going?” said he. 

“Putting on an air of sublime indifference, I remarked that 
‘I was not very particular— that he knew the road and could 
suit himself.’ 

“He cut his eye along the line of my numerous offspring 
and observed that I had better scatter them as provisions were 
scarce. 

“I paid him our fare to Covington and so got rid of his im- 
pertinence.” 

That evening Carrie berry and her family moved to her 
Aunt Martha’s large cellar on nearby Alabama Street, facing 
the railroad tracks. “We did not feel safe in our cellar,” Carrie 
wrote in her diary, “They fell so thick and fast.” 

j. M. P. Calvo, a painter living on Mitchell Street, was sit- 
ting on his front porch talking with his family and smoking a 
(igar. The table was prepared for a late dinner. Suddenly 
there came a rush of air, a crashing above the people’s heads. 
The family threw themselves flat onto the porch boards. 

When Calvo cautiously arose to investigate he found a solid 
shot had passed into the house and through the table. It was 
the end of the plates and the other settings for dinner. Even 
so, the destructive instrument was not speu . It rolled out 
through the back wall and bumped to grudging rest in the rose 
garden. 
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AUGUST 6 


■01 Southern Press Association 

'"Atlanta— The enemy have been unusually active during the 
past 16 hours. About 4 o’clock yesterday aCternoon a heavy as- 
sault was made upon the works held by our skirmishers upon 
the extreme left. After some stubborn fighting they succeeded 
in gaining possession of the position there, but subsequently 
were driven from it and our lines were reestablished. 

“About 10 o’clock last night an assault was also made on our 
skirmish lines, extending from the centre to the extreme left, 
but the movement having been anticipated, resulted in a com- 
plete failure. 

“Brisk skirmishing continued throughout the night up to the 
present time. Our loss in both affairs is insignificant. 

“There was comparative cjuiet in the city last night, and but 
few shells were thrown, resulting in no damage.’’ 

The Neiv York Herald 

"'Louisville— A letter dated one mile from Atlanta on the 31st 
of July from a prominent officer there to another hcie says, ‘fires 
are now burning in Atlanta. They indicate that Gen. Hood is 
destroying a large amount of property, but whether with a view 
of evacuating the place is not known.’ 

"Washinfr ton— It is stated in official quarters here that the 
rebel report of Gen. Stoneman’s capture in (icorgia is incorrect, 
and that he succeeded in getting through all right, person- 
ally. . . . 

“From several points along our lines we can plainly see At- 
lanta. We can see the burning hemses and the smoke of the 
bursting shells floating cjver the doomed city.’’ 

■I Boston Daily Evening Transcript 

“Maj. Gen. Hooker . . . arrived in Washington Thursday. 
In response to repeated calls for a speec h he said. 
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“ ‘I did not come here to make a speech, nor shall you expect 
one. If this rebellion was to have been put down by speeches, 
enough have been made since its commencement to put down 
40 rebellions.’ ” 

Atop the Howard House, between Atlanta and Decatur, near 
which General McPherson was killed. Signal Officer A. F. Berry 
telegraphed to Captain C. R. Case: 

“All quiet on this flank. Can see but few of the enem; in 
their works. Cannot sec as many pieces of artillery as I did yes- 
terday. Shells from the Twentieth Corps burst near the center 
of the city.” 

Samuel Mahon, twenty- four-year-old First Lieutenant with 
the Iowa Infantry, had a look at Atlanta. “We can see the city, 
its spires and cupolas glittering in the sun and seeming to defy 
the Yankee invader outside. May its pride fall the way Babylon 
fell.” 

Sergeant William Graham looked up at daybreak. It was 
overcast. He expected rain. “Part of the regiment went on duty 
at daylight,” he noted in his soggy diary, “and were relieved 
in two hours by an Indian regiment, the 53rd (?). Still noisy. 
At 9 our relief went on to work in front and at half past 10 
I was sent into camp to order the next relief with their arms. 
An attack expected. 

“No rain yet but cloudy and warm.” 

Kate Gumming watched prisoners still filing into Newnan, 
“a deplorable sight . . . barefooted and bareheaded.” After pro- 
viding them with what old hats and shoes which could be found, 
hospital attendants served two gallons of soup, and bread. 
Many of Miss Cumming’s patients offered to give their day’s 
rations to the prisoners. 

“One look at these poor creatures, 1 thought what a pity it 
was that the men in Washington could not be made to take 
their place: if this was done, I think we should have peace.” 

In making her Saturday rounds, she discovered that a ma- 
jority of the prisoners were from Kentucky, Tennessee, North 
Alabama, and North Mississippi. She admitted to more respect 
for a “real Yankee.” It was incomprehensible to her how any 
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man “born on Southern soil can have any affinity with the en- 
emy.” 

There was a two-year-old boy at tlie hospital ‘‘whom the 
men tried to get to speak to them, but he would not go near 
them. One of them said he thought it strange. I told him I did 
not, as instinct had taught the child who its worst enemies 
were. He said, ‘why, we never hurt children!’ 

‘‘I answered that burning their homes and destroying their 
food was not hurting them! 

‘‘Many of them answered, ‘We never do these things, and 
would shoot a man as soon as you would, who would do so.’ 

‘‘I asked them if any one had been shot for setting fire to 
Palmetto? They answered me; they could not find out who had 
done it. I told them that I expected they never would. 

‘‘They told us a good deal about how well the women of 
Georgia had treated them; they said they had given them food, 
and been very kind in every way. At this they need not feel at 
all flattered, as doubtless news had reached these ladies of the 
inhumanity with which many had been treated in North 
Georgia, and they thought it best wisdom, when in the lion’s 
jaw, to extricate themselves as easily as possible. 

‘‘I know of many in this place who, as soon as they heard of 
the enemy coming, went to work to cook for them. We all 
know that this was not for love. 

‘‘There was a Captain Shortz of Iowa who had one of his 
hands cut off, and the other badly wounded. He was a pitiful 
sight. I told him I had more sympathy for him than I had for 
our own men. He asked me why. I answered, his conscience 
could not be at rest like theirs. He said that was a difference of 
opinion. All the men there told us the same old story— they 
were fighting for the Union. 

“In another ward one of them, from New York, but a native 
of Cornwall, England, was nursing. I told him I was perfectly 
astonished to see one of his nation aiding the oppressor. He 
answered that he was ashamed of his native country for sympath- 
izing with us as it had done. He was an aboIitioni.st, and the 
first I had met. 

“He said the main thing he disliked in being a prisoner was 
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that his time had expired and had he been free he would have 
been home. I asked him if all went home when their time was 
up. He said yes; there was nothing for them to do, as they had 
three reserves and they had only been lighting the first. 

“We have certainly a bright prospect ahead of us, if we 
have the other two reserves yet to fight! 

“I think the Federal government very inhuman. Why do 
they not send all the reserves to fight us at once, and not have 
their men killed by piecemeal, as they are now doing? The 
prisoners, one and all, told us that they could not be better 
treated. 

“Some of our wounded have died lately. Mr. Hull, a fine- 
looking lad, was one. I think he was a member of Ross’ Texas 
Cavalry. His brother was with him. A lieutenant, whose name 
I have forgotten, told me that Captain Haily is really killed. 
This gentleman was a particular friend of Captain H.; they had 
been school-boys together. He says a nobler or better man never 
lived.” 

The scarcity of knives, forks and spoons disturbed Kate Cum- 
ming, since patients and prisoners were compelled to eat with 
their fingers. Plates, cups, bowls, and pitchers of brown earthen- 
ware, were baked in a nearby factory. 

In Macon, a twelve-pounder Parrott shell w’as placed on the 
editor’s desk, at the Intelligencer and used as a candle-holder. 
The rifled missile tvas carried to Macon by Isaac Pilgrim, a 
printer with the newspaper. It was the only one, he believed, 
which struck the car-shed, and “not very inviting.” 

A long-time resident of Atlanta, Pilgrim had spent several 
days in the city. He returned to his job, carrying not only the 
shell, a number of Minie balls, shrapnel, and other souvenirs, 
but a detailed report on the bombardment. 

“On corner of Hunter and Floyd Streets, ’ Pilgjrim com- 
menced, “Goldbtirg’s house, struck about 8 feet from the 
ground, passed into the cellar and exploded amidst the family 
wounding Dr. Gates’ wife and child. 

“On Pryor Street a shell passed through Mr. Hackett’s house. 

“Sherwood and Demerist’s carpenter shop was struck, doing 
considerable damage. 



262 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


“Mr. Kilby’s house was struck, but did not do any damage 
only tearing a hole in the building. 

“On Peachtree Street, Thomas Kile’s building had a shell 
to explode in a room, which entered from the roof, but doing 
little damage. The building next to Kile’s, had a shell to strike 
the roof and pass out at the gable end. 

“All the Cherokee block, every building on it was struck in 
several places doing considerable damage. 

“Judge Ezzard’s residence has one end near the roof battered 
to pieces. 

“The State Commissary building on Peachtree Street was 
struck with one shell. The damage very slight. 

“The building used by Fields and Smith as a negro mart was 
struck, but the shell did not penetrate. 

“A shell bursted at the window of Joseph Winship’s resi- 
dence, breaking the glass and otlierwise damaging the house. 

“A shell passed into the house occupied by Mr. J. F. Trout, 
tearing a wash-stand to pieces and exploding without material 
damage. 

“A shell went into Dr. J. C. Powell’s house, passed through 
two rooms and lodged in a box without exploding. 

“A shell passed through the roof of Mr. Mariloin’s house 
without much damage. 

“A shell passed through an unoccupied house on the junction 
of Ivy and Peachtree Streets tearing it up considerably. 

“About every third house on Peachtree lias been struck and 
damaged more or less. 

“Three shells struck the Female College, only one doing any 
material damage. It struck the belfry, tearing about half of it 
away. 

“The house owned by Mr. Trout, on the street leading from 
the Trout House, was struck by two shells, but I could not learn 
the extent of the damage. 

“Two shells struck the house of L. B. Davis, one in the gar- 
ret, the other in the cellar. Damage slight. 

“Five or six shells struck the residence of Mr. John H. Seals, 
doing a great deal of damage. 
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"One shot passed through the Coffin Shop of Mr. Chas. 
Bohnefield, on Luckie Street. Not much damage. 

“Mr. McLendon’s house, on Bridge Street, was struck in the 
roof, but not much damage. 

“On Ivy Street, in the neighborhood where Col. Wallace and 
Mr. John Glenn resided, several houses were struck, I did not 
learn the names of the owners or the amount of the damage. 

"The house of Dr. and Mrs. B. M. Smith on Peachtree had 
one corner torn off and the kitchen is riddled. The damage is 
heavy. . . . 

“Tallulah Engine House was struck by a shell which passed 
through it. 

“Some 20 shots have struck the W. & A. R.R. round house, 
and doing considerable damage. 

“Three or four shots struck the State Depot. 

“One shell struck the fine edifice of Mr. John Neal (Andy 
Neal’s father) on the corner of Mitchell and Calhoun Streets 
near the roof but did not do much damage. . . . 

“I do not think there is a house in the city but what has had 
a shell or shot to fall or pass very near it. . . . 

“I hear of a great many persons being killed, though I can- 
not trace them to any person who actually knows it to be a 
fact. On my arrival I learned that a lady had been killed by 
a shell. I called on the lady’s sister, who is an acquaintance of 
mine, and she informed me that it was news to her, as her sister 
was in the city of Macon. 

“Rawson’s house, on the corner of Whitehall and Hunter 
Streets was truck, knocking out a window and bursting in a 
room. 

“Mrs. Valentino’s store was hit on the roof, scattering the 
shingles in every direction. . . . 

“A lady was killed on Peachtree Street W’ednesday evening by 
a shell while she was ironing out some clothing. The lady’s 
name is Smith. She was a refugee from Rome. The shell struck 
her in the breast, tearing her and mutilating her person very 
badly. A gentleman informed me of this who was trying to make 
arrangements for her burial. . . . 

“A shell struck the house of Mr. Warren on Pryor Street, 
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next door to Hunter, on Thursday evening, on the end, scat- 
tering the splinters in every direction, wounding one lady very 
severely on the right arm. . . . 

“All the houses in the rear of Winship’s foundry have been 
injured by the shell and shot more or less. On Wednesday 
evening, between four and five o’clock the shell poured into that 
end of town like hail. A great many persons in the city have pits 
dug in their yards and bomb proofs made where they stay dur- 
ing the severest of shelling.” 

Fannie Beers became more accustomed “to the noise and 
danger” and, “with a heart for any fate,” passed the day. The 
nurse had the “satisfaction of seeing and supplying some Ala- 
bama, South Carolina, and Tennessee soldiers.” 

By evening, the shelling was stepped up until she found it 
“terrific.” Anxiety for her husband, somewhere in the trenches, 
“combined with her shuddering terror, made sleep impossible.” 

Carrie Berry wrote, “we have been in the cellar all day. 
Cousin Henry Beatty came this evening and brought some 
Yankee coffee for me to grind for him, some he had captured 
yesterday in a skirmish.” 

Sergeant William Graham removed breastworks he had 
helped construct earlier. “At dark and while moving to our 
new position in front 3 or 4 batteries opened on the enemy 
works and we had a lively time for an hour or so. Finally it 
died away with an occasional shot and we then enjoyed a nice 
rain until 11 o’clock at night when it cleared. Pickets firing all 
night and sometimes quite heavy but no attack made upon us. 
On the alarm guard tonite.” 

General Sherman prepared a late communication for General 
Howard: “I have no idea that the enemy will leave Atlanta 
unless compelled to do so.” 
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Hi Southern Press Association 

“Atlanta, August 6— Brisk skirmishing continued throughout 
yesterday and last night, on our left. A lively artillery duel took 
place last evening, between our batteries on Peach Tree C'-eek 
a.nd the enemy— comparative quiet reigned in the city last night. 
The enemy continued to concentrate their forces on our left. 
Palmer’s corps occupying the extreme right, with his head- 
quarters on the Sand Town road, and Stally’s on the left, with 
his pickets extending to the Georgia Railroad. 

“About 75 prisoners, including a captain and lieutenant, 
were brought in yesterday and last night. 

“Gen. Wheeler has issued a congratulatory order to the 
cavalry on the defeat and rout of the enemy’s raiding party. 

“All (juiet save some sharpshooiing this morning.’’ 

The Neiv York Times 

“Near Atlanta, A itgnsl I ('dc/rtyedj— Atlanta is not yet in Yankee 
possession. On Friday, the 22d of July, as I have before written 
you, an order was promulgated announcing the fall of Georgia’s 
stronghold, and the whole army was deceived, as well as the 
correspondents, w'ho— those connected with the Western papers 
—immediately repaired to Nashville to acquaint by telegraph 
their journals of the (supposed) fact. \Ve who contented our- 
selves with the idea of visiting the city before describing it, 
rather have the joke on those clever fellows who ‘saw the Star- 
Spangled Banner floating to the breeze from the public build- 
ings of Atlanta, and who heard the heavy tivad of our victori- 
ous soldiers through the sombre streets.’ My eagle-eyed friend 
of the ‘Cincinnati Journal — he who from the suburbs of the city 
witnessed the ghnious entree of the Federal army— is much cut 
up about his vision extraordinary. He returned heie yesterday 
and is still about a mile and a half from these suburbs. The 
enthusiastic Bohemian, he of capacious ears and telescopic eyes. 
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who heard the victorious tread of the Union army as it marched 
through the desolate thorouglifares of the Gate City, and who 
experienced an ecstatic gush as he beheld the National ensign 
climb the staff heretofore devoted to treason’s rag, is expected 
to return as soon as he shall have fully recovered from his 
patriotic prostration. . . . 

“To tell the truth, we are somewhat puzzled at the stubborn 
front presented by the enemy. Hood has been dreadfully wor- 
ried since our encroachments commenced, and has experienced 
three disastrous defeats in which, according to the rebel news- 
papers, he has sustained a loss of 26,000 men. Yet he keeps up a 
bold front and audaciously stands liis ground to the great dis- 
satisfaction of our skirmish line. . . . 

“We cannot with the least chance of success attempt to carry 
the enemy’s fortifications by assault. . . . 

“The cannonading has commenced all along the line, and as 
I write a lively shelling is going on in which both parties are 
participants. It is very quiet, however, along the skirmish line 
. . . ‘Chickamauga.’ “ 

When Sherman looked at the distant roofs and spires that 
bright, Sunday morning he raged that Atlanta still confronted 
him. He dispatched to Thomas: 

“Telegraph to Chattanooga and have two ^Uj-Poiinder Par- 
rotts sent down on the cars, with 1,000 shells and aininunition. 
Put them into your best position and knock dciwn the buildings 
of the town. Slow progress here.” 

It was “wet under foot’’ as William Ciraham listened to the 
“constant nc:)ise in front.” I herc was no movement, and “c^ur 
right” had been pulled back; its weary members now “lay in 
camp,” along the besieging lines. 

The Reverend S. M. Cherry had been c (indue ting set vices 
at the front since dawn when ‘at 0:00 a.m. I reached the Mis- 
souri brigade of Gen. French’s division, and found the soldiers 
gathering for prayer-meeting. 

“At 1 1 o’clexk brother Bounds was to preac h the funeral 
sermon of Rev. Mr. Manning, a pious young minister of the 
Cumberland Presbyterian Church, recently appointed chaplain 
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of a Missouri regiment, but before he received his commission 
he was killed in battle while in the discharge of his duties as an 
officer of the Ijne. As I approached Sears* Mississippi brigade, I 
saw a group of soldiers, with uncovered heads, bowing beside a 
row of new made graves, two of which contained the forms r.f 
comrades now being consigned to the cold clay. Chaplain Latti- 
more was engaged in prayer. I joined in the solemn burial 
services of the soldiers slain in the strife on Saturday.*’ 

The Reverend Cherry arrived at the brigades of General M. 
D. Ector, Evander McNair, and Samuel J. Gholson. He con^ 
tinned his narrative: 

“I looked around fora suitable place for preaching. A central 
point to the three commands was selected, but not a single tree 
or shrub was to be found to screen us from the intense heat of 
an August sun. Soon the singing collected a large congregation 
of attentive soldiers. A caisson served for a pulpit, while the can- 
non, open-mouthed, stood in front of the foe. We were in full 
range and in open view of the enemy, but not a single shell 
or minie ball was heard hissing or hurtling near during the 
hour’s service. The soldiers sat on the ground, beneath the 
burning sun, listening seriously to the words of life. At the 
close of the sermon they crowded up to get Testaments and 
papers. I regretted much that I could only furnish five of the 
former to a regiment. 

“On Friday an intellectual young officer came forward and 
joined the Church. The day following he was killed in a skir- 
mish with the enemy. During the service in Sears* brigade 
there was a sharp skirmish in the front of that command, and 
the pickets were so closely pressed that the officer in command 
of the brigade sent a reinforcement to their support immedi- 
ately after he returned from church. A ( ontinuous cannonade to 
the left did not interrupt the service. Strange to see soldiers in 
the line of trenches, with a sharp live in their front, and a rapid 
roar oi artillery on their flank, and a shower over head, yet 
quietly sitting or patiently standing to hear the preaching of 
the gospel!” 

A wounded soldier called to him. 

“ ‘I am all right, sir; I thank God for it. For two years I have 
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not seen a dark day. I cannot doubt now. I will meet my old 
mother in heaven. I am mortally wounded.’ 

“One ball had broken his arm and passed through his lungs. 
Another had passed through his thigh. He did not groan. 

“In one division this Sunday eight sermons were preached 
in full sight of the Federal lines, and even within range of 
small arms.” 

“They are not afraid of death,” added Chaplain A. D. MeVoy, 
“and are ready to die when God calls them. ... I witnessed the 
passing away of a Louisianian of Gibson’s brigade, 4th La. the 
other day. Seldom have I seen a stronger Christian faith, a 
firmer reliance on God, and a clearer assurance of salvation 
in a dying hour. He was cruelly lacerated by a piece of shell 
that had ploughed deeply across his right side, and his sufferings 
were intense and unremitted. Still his mind was fixed upon Ciod. 

“ ‘Chaplain,’ he said to me, ‘I am dying. I have done my duty. 
... I have no fears; all is clear. Jesus died for me; I know he will 
save me.’ ” 

Carrie Berry was thankful for a “quiet day— it all most seems 
like Sunday of old.” Slie left her knitting, Mama, Zuie, and the 
rest of the family, then “Papa and 1 went to Trinity CJmrch. 
Mr. Haygood preached. It is the first time 1 have been to church 
in a month.” 

S. P. Richards attended the same service, the first time he had 
been inside a church in three weeks. 

“Rev. Atticus Haygood preached lo us in the Methodist 
Church. Our cruel foe has the grace to cease from shelling us on 
the Sabbath, at least lie has not done so yet. Last Wednesday night 
the horrid missiles of destruction whi/./ed past our house and dis- 
composed us considerably. Heretofore they had all fallen short, 
but now we cannot tell at wliat moment they may strike us. A 
gentleman and his little girl, 10 years of age were both killed 
in bed by the same shell last week, and several others have lost 
their lives. Today we received letters at last from the world 
without, one from Harriet says that Mr. "Faylor has at last had 
to go soldiering, and .she (onfirms James’ death. Upon enter- 
ing our store today I was pu/vled at finding the stove tumbled 
down and moved forward six feet, but the rubbish around and 
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the side of the flue in the wall told that a shell had ‘dropped in’ 
but where it had made its entrance I could not discover until 
I went upstairs and then the mystery was explained. The shell 
had entered the roof and passing through five partitions of wood 
and plaster had pierced the side wall into the flue, and its 
force being expended it dropped in the flue to the store below 
and there exploded, doing the mischief before spoken of. I 
found the butt end of the shell the diameter of which is four 
inches and weights 3i/^ pounds. The length was probably ten 
or twelve inches and the entire weight 16 or 20 pounds. I hope 
no more such visitors will enter our premises.” 

Joe Semmes attended Mass at the Church of the Immaculate 
Conception, where Father O’Reilly continued in attendance. 
Tlie sacrament had an exhilarating effect on Semmes, who had 
been feeling ill for several days. The wet weather had started 
his old wounds throbbing. 

‘‘Before this reaches you,” he wrote to “Eo,” ‘‘Ben, who left 
two days ago for home, will have arrived and told you all about 
me. I wrote a few lines by him which were very unsatisfactory to 
me, if not to you. 

“I have been quite unwell and was very feeble but today feel 
much stronger and better every way, especially since I have been 
to Ma.ss for the first time since we left Dalton. During Mass I 
was nearly overcome by my emotions produced by the sacred 
presence of Ciod bringing as it were my beloved wife and chil- 
dren close around me as it used to be before the war. I have 
hardly felt so profoundly your presence in spirit as I did today. 
Your prayers 1 felt were mingletl with mine and though I could 
not see you in the flesh I felt you were by my side. It was con- 
soling to me at this time especially for I am living in danger 
hourly and daily. Yesterday the enemy shelled us again heavily 
and rapidly, and many t)f the shot passed close over and around 
my (juarters. 

“To. 'ay they are quiet hut hard at work for tomorrow when 
we look for a very hot tire. 

“As long as it is necc.s.sary in the discharge of my duty to ex- 
pose my life I do not feel any anxiety, but on the contrary a 
firm trust that God will protect me, but 1 have been uselessly 
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and foolishly exposed and may be again. Do not, my beloved 
wife, give way to your fears about me, but trust in God and pray 
for me. The dangers to which I am exposed are as nothing com- 
pared with what our brave soldiers are undergoing every day. 

“Not knowing whether Clara and Myra have started or not, 
I wrote yesterday to Cora for them as well as herself. I con- 
demned their visit abroad, and urged that Clara should go to 
live with you and Ben at my expense, should she not have 
started. Tom was to go to Louisiana about Aug. 1st and prom- 
ised to call to see you on his way. I advised him not to go, I 
think it is hazardous. 

“The enemy are massing their troops on our extreme left, 
with a view to cut us off from our only railroad in running 
order now from Chattanooga, to within 2iA miles of Atlanta, 
and we can hear the whistle of the engine when they arrive at 
their lines, blowing furiously in defiance to us. 

“I regretted very much that I could send nothing to the boys 
by Ben, but everything I had was away in the rear, and I could 
get nothing here suitable. I hope they will be satisfied with the 
will for the deed. 

“I have seen another letter from John Dawson, he is doing 
tolerably weW, but has lost some of his tongue and fears he will 
lose all his lower jaw teeth; he lives on milk, coffee and eggnogs 
and requires constant attention. As soon as he gets able 1 ex- 
pect he will go to Gainesville, and remain until he recovers. 
This I understand is your wish and so informed him. 

“Do not be frightened by the news from Mobile. I'he Yankee 
warships cannot get up to the city, and they canncjt take it ex- 
cept by a heavy land force, which I don’t believ e they lia\ e; they 
are trying to force us to send troops from here, whic h will not 
be done. Mobile can and ought to be defended successlully by 
the troops now there aided by the militia of the state. "1 he Navy 
part of the affair turned out just as I expected, and it would 
have been better to have kept our vessels inside the bar tcj oper- 
ate against the smaller craft of the enemy licet. 

“Well, I must now close my rambling letter, darling, with the 
prayer that it may be the will of (iod, that we meet again this 
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coming winter in health and in peace. Keep up your spirits for 
all will go well I am confident. Your devoted husband. 

“Your enclq?ed letter was taken from the saddle bags of one 
of the captured raiders among a number of others, by one of 
my men, whom they had previously captured. The writer was a 
governess in a Mr. Winans family. Mrs. W. was Kate deKay and 
married the son of the great engineer of Baltimore, who made 
an immense fortune in Russia. 1 am staying at Mr. deKays you 
will see.” 

Fannie Beers’ husband obtained a pass to visit her again, but 
“the day was darkened by the agony of parting.” Nearly “im- 
possible” to leave him in the midst of battle, it “required more 
courage than to face the shot and shell. But I could easily see 
that anxiety for me interfered with his duty as a soldier, so— we 
must part.” 

She started back for Newnan. 

Mollie Smith and her family, who had quit their damaged 
house on Luckie Street, were living with a doctor friend. Two 
caves had been dug in his garden for shelter. “We were sitting 
on the front porch when a shell buried itself in the yard. As we 
expected the next to hit the house, we all started for the bomb- 
proof. . . . 

“He (the doctor) was not very well . . . and was lying down 
asleep when his wife called to him to get out of the house im- 
mediately. He had hardly left when a shell exploded on the bed 
where he had lain. Feathers, cotton and shucks were scattered 
about promiscuously. AVe counted thirty holes in the bedspread.” 

Shells, however, had “ceased to disturb” Mollie at night. A 
louder report than usual “would arouse me, then I would look 
out of the window and, if the shells did not pass over the house 
I would go to sleep again. ” She found the bombardment “inces- 
sant day and night.” 

Another doctor, Ezekiel N. Calhoun, nearly seventy, was also 
sick. Di Calhoun, brother of Mayor James M.. operated a drug 
store as a lucrative adjunct to his practice. In the war he had 
served as an army surgeon, and his present illness had arisen 
from drinking impure water while w ith Colonel Stiles’ regiment 
on Skidaway Island. 
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Dr. Calhoun’s large family included seven daughters, named 
for Southern States. One, Carolina Williams, widowed, lived 
with her father and mother, Lucy, together with a five-year-old 
son. Noble. Missouri resided nearby. One son had become a doc- 
tor, only to die before he attained thirty. Another, Pickens, had 
been killed while fighting in the Confederate army. 

Many shells had already fallen in his yard, scattering the fine 
flocks of ducks, geese, and chickens ^he elderly doctor had pa- 
tiently raised. One hit the smokehouse. His daughter, Louisiana, 
was rebandaging the wounds of a soldier in an ambulance whic h 
had paused in front of Dr. Calhoun’s gate when a shell exploded 
overhead. 

Since that occurrence, his daughters spent most of their time 
indoors or in the “gopher hole” behind the house. It had an 
entrance in the shape of a letter “L,” was ten feet deep and cov- 
ered with boards, ample in size to take care of the family. 

One of the Negro women watched a shell hit in the garden 
this afternoon, then dug it out, although it was imbedded two 
feet deep. She brought it into the house, but Dr. Calhoun recog- 
nized it as a percussion-cap type, and unexploded. His daughters 
who were not already in the bombproof fled out of the house 
and towards the refuge at the sight of the long missile. 

“Take it out!” Dr. Calhoun ordered, “and place it at tlic end 
of the yard, beside the garden path, under tlie grape arbor.” 
The slave, now fearful of the shell, ran in her splay-footed gait 
down the path. 

The grandson, meanwhile, was on his way to the drug store 
—his afternoon custom— for twenty-five cents worth of butter- 
scotch candy. There a “broken-down gentleman,” attesting to 
the personnel shortage in Atlanta, would hobble behind the 
counter and effect what seemed to young Noble a miserly weigh- 
ing on the little scales. 

The child had made a game of traveling the few blocks to 
grandfather’s store. Every time a cannon boomed in the distance 
he would drop behind “some friendly fence or stone wall, then 
rise and go forward until startled by another report, and in this 
manner reach the store.” 

Once in a while his playing soldier assumed reality as a shell 
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crashed on the street yards away and erupted with a doomsday 
roar. Like other older residents of Atlanta, he had learned to 
fear the shells^which struck paving stones and ricocheted in an 
unpredictable direction. 

General Sherman telegraphed to Washington: 

“I do not deem it prudent to extend any more to the right, 
but will push forward daily by parallels, and make the inside of 
Atlanta too hot to be endured. I have sent back to Chattanooga 
for two thirty-pound Parrotts, with which we can pick out al- 
most any house in town. I am too impatient for a siege, and 
don’t know but this is as good a place to fight it out on, as far- 
ther inland. One thing is certain, whether we get inside of At- 
lanta or not, it will be a used-up community when we are done 
with it.” 

By dusk, Fannie Beers was once more in Newnan. Her hos- 
pital associates were “so overjoyed at my safe return that they 
forbore to upraid.” 

After dark, Sergeant William Graham helped conduct “about 
20 prisoners . . . into the picket line who reported themselves 
as part of a corps from Charleston. They gave themselves up and 
said we would be attacked tomorrow.” 

By 9:00 a.m. he was helping to man the works “under heavy 
fire . . . but finally died away and we retired.” Some 400 more 
prisoners were taken. Before turning in, the Union soldier made 
a last entry, “starlight tonight.” 


AiTGOsr 8 


■I The New York Herald 

''Washinfjrton—The military authorities here are satisfied that 
the rebel reports of the capture of Gen. Stoneman are substan- 
tially correct. The report of his escape probably arose from the 
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return of General E. McCook, who was supposed to have been 
killed or captured/’ 


■i The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“On Saturday evening, the enemy attacked in heavy force 
Armstrong s cavalry and Bates* skirmishers on our extreme leh 
and succeeded in driving the cavalry across the South branch of 
Utoy Creek, but in front of Bates they were repulsed with con- 
siderable loss, leaving their dead and wounded, about 100 pris- 
oners the colors of the 8th (Federal) Tennessee and 104th Ohio 
in our hands. 

“A night attack was expected and preparations made accord- 
ingly, but the night wore away without an alarm. 

“About 10 o’clock yesterday morning another attack was made 
upon the same line by the enemy’s skirmishers, supported by 
one line of battle, but were again repulsed witli gieat loss. The 
attack was renewed the third time last night with three lines of 
battle. The enemy were again repulsed with heavier loss than 
before. 

“One Corps has passed around to reinforce Palmer but mat- 
ters today are unusually quiet. 

“No shells were thrown in the city yesterday or today. 

“Yesterday, services were held in several of the ( hurchcs. 

“The whole number of raiders captured thus far is 2800.’’ 

Sergeant Graham opened his eyes again to sec the stars were 
gone. It was day, and “somewhat cloudy.” But no attack had 
materialized although picket firing “has been (onstant.” It 
seemed to him that the restless, harsh ripple of shooting had 
flowed on without interruption. 

“The night of August 7,” wrote S. A. M( Neil, of the Army of 
the Cumberland, “was a trying ordeal ... to me there was terror 
in the sound of a ..54 cal. riHe ball fired from a point two or 
three hundred feet away, as it pa.ssed my head, but it was fierce 
to hear one as it struck the quivering flesh of a comrade. 

“When morning came we were partly protected by earthwork, 
but we lost about 20 men killed and wounded. . . . Billy Wil- 
liams was standing in the trench . . . when a ball struck his 
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head. Billy was the leading tenor of our quartet. I helped to 
carry his body to a knoll in the rear of the main line, where we 
found a number of newly made graves. We prepared the grave, 
wrapped the body in his own blanket and laid him away to rest. 
There was no time for ceremony ... no farewell salute by a 
squad of soldiers. The sound of Confederate shells as they came 
over the enemy was the only requiem sung at Billy’s funeral. 

“Sgt. H. N. Simmons of Co. F. with his penknife carved the 
name, company and regiment on a board taken from a cracker 
box. This board was placed at the grave.” 

Lieutenant N. Scott, of the 1st Regiment, Georgia militia, 
found a letter in the No Man’s Land surrounding Atlanta. He 
did not know whether the Union soldier who had received it 
was dead or taken prisoner. 

“Dear Son,” wrote Henry Zimmerman, of Norristown, Penn- 
sylvania, “it appears there are still rebel soldiers about; it would 
appear if all the reports are true of so many being killed at every 
battle and so many prisoners taken, and so many deserting that 
there can be but very few left. 

“I thought they would a been exausted long before this time, 
if there is any truth in reports the war will be brought to a close 
this summer. This report of the Confederates sending to Wash- 
ington is all garmon, they are making all the preparations they 
can for the spring Campaign and according to the papers they 
begin to feel strong again. 

"Them Alabama Girls must be a spunkey set, are they good 
looking? It appears the inhabitants have to depend on your 
bounty from the army, how is it have they no provisions of their 
own, or has it all been taken from them or is it a country that 
don’t Gi\e much provision? It must be pretty tuff times for a 
community to live on crackers and bacon if they have been 
use to better fair. 

“1 wish the war was at its end, we will lose all our Young men 
if it continues much longer, and then we will not no what to do 
with the girls: make a Regt. of them? They got so habituated in 
visiting Camp Win. Pome at chelton hill, that is a negro Camp 
or a regt. of unbleached men, the females got to visiting by hun- 
dred, some time as many as .'lOO a day. Col. Wagner issued orders 



276 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


forbidding any visitors without a pass from the proper officers. 
I saw Col. Wagner, he tended Court. One of his unbleached 
men shot a wite man, and he was tried at Montgomery County 
Court and convicted of voluntary manslaughter. 

“Last Tuesday was a great day in our little boroiigli. The 51st 
Regiment which had been out for about two and a half years, 
has reenlisted and came home last Tuesday on a furlough for 
30 days. They were received in style. Arches and greens strung 
across the streets. All the fire companies were out with their 
machines. The Union League. Several bands of music. The 51st 
were paraded around town, and then taken to Reiff’s Market 
House, where a bountiful dinner was provided for them, and 
they were then dismissed, and Avent to their respective homes. 
About 200 out of the regiment have reenlisted, leaving about 
50 who would not reenlist. The town was full of people on that 
day. It seems the Regiment did not appreciate the reception 
very highly on account of some of the Copperheads who got 
mixed in amongst the rest. 

“While the Regiment was still at Harrisburg Col. llartranft 
telegraphed to know how the 51st was to be received. The an- 
sw’er was, ‘With Arches and Greens.’ He retorted that tliey had 
better make it greenbacks as they would be appreciated.” 

Carrie Berry was dressed “early . . . and cleaned up the house 
for Mama.” When she was through it was time to nurse Zuie 
“while Mama got dinner.” Cousin Eddie Stow was coming to 
eat with the Berrys. At noon, a shower drenched the city. It 
turned into an interrupted afternoon for Carrie, .\ftcr Eddie 
Stow ate dinner and left, she "went up to Auntie’s for the after- 
noon.” She was relieved that “we have not had many shells 
today.” 

Major Charles W. Hubner’s telegraph message center had 
been working around the clock in the American Hotel, on the 
corner of Alabama and Pryor streets. Hubner, cx-newspaper- 
man, realized Federal gunners had the range of the nearby rail- 
road depot, since shells had already dropped beside liis liotel. 
Tonight one gun had been zeroed in. 

"A .shell entered the front door of the building and went 
through the basement where the telegraphers and myself were 
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sleeping upon a row of cots. The shell passed under the cots, 
severing their supports and tumbling us on the floor. 

“Hairbreadth escapes and casualties became hourly occur- 
rences. However, it was somewhat disconcerting to me when a 
fragment of shell which had burst in front of the building came 
through the window where I was recording messages, and ripped 
off the page opposite to the one upon which I was writing.” 

Glowing shells streaked over the city, illuminating the sky 
with their fiery trails, and the residents, who had now watched 
them many nights, looked on with hypnotic fascination. 

Fresh conflagrations were set— in Holland’s cotton warehouse 
on Alabama Street, near the railroad, in other business struc- 
tures on Marietta and Loyd streets— and three large residences 
were burned in the eastern part of the city. The flames sent an 
eerie red-yellow light over Atlanta and the sparks wafted down 
in smoldering cascades. 

The five hundred men remaining in the volunteer fire com- 
panies fought the holocausts at peril of their lives. Union gun- 
ners, from the surrounding heights, trained on the fires and 
stepped up tempo in the direction of the blazes “with great 
rapidity.” The firefighters, hampered by meager equipment and 
dwindling water supply, had to duck a banging rain of shells. 
They swore they would be safer in the foremost trenches. 

Sparks flew in a thousand directions in Fourth of July show- 
ers of red, green, and blue whenever a ball smashed into the 
flames. Atlanta was lit up for blocks around. Guests in the hotels, 
if they had been asleep, drew on their clothes and watched at 
open windows or walked out into the streets. Many, ostrich-like, 
preferred to keep under cover during shelling, feeling more se- 
cure with even a thin roof oveihead. 

Not until after midnight did Fedeial batteries slacken fire. 
Atlanta slowly grew dark again as the angry red haze faded. Only 
blackened walls and smoldering embers remained of the ware- 
house on Alabama Street, the structures on Marietta and Loyd 
streets, and the three large residences. 

Graham, who had slogged along the picket line all evening 
through noise and drizzle, noted that at midnight “it finally 
died down.” 
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It was “all still” until a gray, moist dawn began its leaden 
hint in eastern skies. 


AUGUST 9 

IB Boston Daily Evening Transcript 

‘‘The World's Washington dispatch says the rebel movement on 
the upper Potomac is a feint to cover the sending of reinforce- 
ments to Hood— supposed to be not less than 30,000 veterans— 
from Lee’s army. Much apprehension is felt in the matter.” 

■i Southern Press Association 

"Atlanta— Last night and this morning passed without any 
demonstration on the part of the enemy. Some few shells are 
still throwm into the city without doing any damage. The enemy 
evince a disposition to extend their right further, which rests 
near the Campbellton road. A captain and lieutenant from Mc- 
Cook’s raiders, who deserted from our army last winter, were 
captured yesterday.” 

IB The New York Times 

''One Mile from Atlanta, August 3 (delayed)— The dispatches 
lately extensively circulated throughout the loyal States relative 
to the capture of Atlanta are false, so far as they assert that we 
are in the city. The siege— for our operations may now receive 
that term— is still progressing, having resulted thus far in the 
establishment of a strong series of fortifications within half a 
mile of the suburbs of the towm, into which we have penetrated 
only in imagination as we daily survey with our eyes the distant 
houses and streets. The truth is glorious enough without indulg- 
ing in extravagances. . . . 

“Our engineers have determined the enemy’s line so that 
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almost every part of it is well comprehended. Atlanta, as laid 
out on the city map, covers an area comprised in a circle of two 
miles diameter. Our opponents have fortified themselves very 
nearly on the corporation line. The main fort— a formidable 
work on the highest hill discernible— is exactly on the city 
boundary at the northern extremity of Peachtree Street. This 
fort, with several others, are plainly to be seen from almost any 
part of our fortifications. A continual succession of rifle-pits and 
forts surround the city, which on three sides, north, east and 
west, is inclosed by high ground. Gen. Sherman has drawn his 
lines, equally strong, so closely about the rebel works, that there 
is hardly half a mile intervening, in which to place the skir- 
mishers, who are continually firing at each other.” 

(Special correspondent) 

The rain ceased at 8:00 a.m., but clouds hung low and sultry. 
That day “was made memorable,” General Hood believed, “by 
the most furious cannonading which the city sustained during 
the siege. Women and children fled into cellars, and were forced 
to seek shelter a greater length of time that at any period of the 
bombardment. . . . 

"It was painful, yet strange, to mark how expert grew the old 
men, women and children in building their little underground 
forts, in tvhich to fly for safety during the storm of shell and 
shot. Often ’mid the darkness of night were they constrained to 
seek refuge in these dungeons beneath the earth; albeit, I can- 
not recall one word from their lips expressive of dissatisfaction 
or willingness to surrender." 

Wallace Reed, the young writer of Atlanta, thought of it as 
“that red day in .August, when ali the fires of hell, and all the 
thunders of the universe seemed to be blazing and roaring over 
Atlanta . . . everything had been comparatively quiet for a few 
days when . . . about breakfast time, a big siege gun belched 
forth a sheet of flame with a sullen boom from a Federal battery 
on the north side of the city. The Confederates had an immense 
gun on Peachtree Street, one so large and heavy that it had 
taken three days to drag it to its position. This monster engine 
of destruction lost no time in replying to its noisy challenger. 
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and then the duel opened all along the lines on the east, north 
and west. 

“Ten Confederate and eleven Federal batteries took part in 
the engagement. On Peachtree . . . the big gun of the Confed- 
erates put in its best work, but only to draw a hot fire from the 
enemy. Shot and shell rained in every direction. Great volumes 
of sulphurous smoke rolled over the town, trailing down to the 
ground, and through this stifling gloom the sun glared down 
like a great red eye peering through a bronze colored cloud. It 
was on this day of horrors that the destruction of human life 
was greatest among the citizens. ... A lady who was ironing 
some clothes in a house on North Pryor, between the Methodist 
Church and Wheat Street, was struck by a shell and killed. Sol 
Luckie, a well-known barber, was standing on the corner, on 
Whitehall and Alabama, when a shell struck a lamp-post, rico- 
cheted, and exploded. A fragment struck Luckie and knocked 
him down. 

“Mr. Tom Crusselle and one or two other citizens picked up 
the unfortunate man and carried him into a store. He was then 
taken to the Atlanta Medical College, where Dr. D’Alvigny am- 
putated his leg. The poor fellow was put under the influence o( 
morphine, but he never rallied from the shock, and died in a 
few hours. 

“A young lady who was on her way to the car shed was struck 
in the back and fatally wounded. On Forsyth Street a Confed- 
erate officer was standing in the front yard, taking leave of the 
lady of the house, when a bursting shell mortally wounded him 
and the lady’s little boy. The two victims were laid side by side 
on the grass under the trees, and in a few minutes they both 
bled to death. The sun was sinking behind the western hills 
when the great artillery duel ended, and the exhausted gunners 
threw themselves on the ground. From a military standpoint 
there were no results worthy of mention. Nothing was gained 
by either side.” 

Captain E. C. Murphy, commanding the 1st Volunteer Fire 
Department, was on Whitehall Street at Alabama when the 
shell hit. 

“All of a sudden,” he wrote, “there came a moaning overhead 
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and a shell hit crack in the middle of Alabama Street. It rico- 
cheted off the street and came straight to me. It hit a lamp post, 
blip! an'd down I fell flat on my stomach. Right behind me was 
an old negro man (Luckie) and the shell pieces, went right over 
my head with a sucking noise and. ... to him. When I got up 
he was lying there covered with blood. Johnny Magee and I 
wrapped him up in a horse blanket and took him to a little 
hospital shack. . . . 

“Half a dozen people were standing there at the time . . . I’ve 
seen women knocked over in the street by shells and men killed 
around me; but that was the narrowest escape I ever had.” 

There were many reports of deaths which could not be con- 
firmed. In one backyard bombproof a family of six, together 
with friends of the neighborhood, were supposed to have been 
the target of a direct hit, which crashed through the roofing 
of dirt and timber. But no one was able to identify them. 

“We have had to stay in the cellar all day,” Carrie Berry 
wrote, “tlie shells have been falling so thick around the house. 
Two have fallen in the garden, but none of us were hurt. 
Cousin Henry Beatty came in and w'anted us to move, he 
thought that we were in danger, but we will try it a little 
longer.” 

Another onlooker thought of the day as “an inferno of noise 
swollen at frequent intervals by the roar of a falling building. 
The very air was loathsome with the odor of burned powder, 
while a pall of dust and smoke overhung the city.” 

Little Noble Williams, five-year-old son of Carolina Wil- 
liams, enjoyed the display. He perched atop the grape arbor, 
watching most of the afternoon, in spite of his mother’s en- 
treaties for him to come down into their garden shelter. His 
grandfather. Dr. Calhoun was still sick in bed. 

In the distance he watched stone and brick houses “which 
seemed to have been made as special targets for practice,” crum- 
ble under the barrage. 

A variety of structures were hit: the Trout House; the John 
Neal mansion, the unoccupied Aplieal office, a building near 
the Macon and Western engine house formerly used as a 
button factory, the railroad bridge on Market Street (struck 
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twice), several churches and innumerable stores, including 
Wood’s jewelry on Whitehall Street which had its front 
smashed in. Most of these had been battered previously. 

Colonel Taylor Beatty, while himself under fire in Atlanta, 
was more disturbed about the war in the Gulf, especially by 
the “news that Fort Gaines in Mobile Bay has been basely 
surrendered without resistance. Its commander was Col. Ander- 
son of 21st Ala. He used to be on Genl. Gladden’s staff. If we 
can ever get hold of him he ought to be flayed. It seems he 
communicated with Yankees by flag of truce. Went aboard 
their vessels and made the bargain (assumed against orders 
of Genl. Page, sneaky).’’ 

Andy Rose, of Dover, Ohio, had awakened with a day-old 
headache still pounding at his temples. The shelling toward At- 
lanta from his guns had been as blows upon his head. Someone 
told him, at supper, that "100 guns had fired fifty shells each 
at Atlanta.’’ 


AUGUST 10 


BB Boston Daily Eviniing Transcript 

“New YorA— The Herald’s correspondent, writing from near 
Atlanta, 1st inst., says the operations around the city have set- 
tled down to a regular siege. We are pounding away on every 
side. The city is doomed to be reduced . . . the rebels cannot 
continue long in Atlanta.’’ 


■I The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

"The heavy cannonading yesterday ceased at 5:00 p.m. . . . 
in the city one citizen was killed and a child wounded. 

“The fire upon the city was the heaviest yet experienced, 
many buildings being struck. 
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“During the night and up to noon ... all became quiet. 

"A body of Federal cavalry pushed in the direction of De- 
catur last evening, but returned to their lines again. 

"Rumors prevail that our cavalry have seized Marietta and 
destroyed the Yankee forces there, but no official information of 
the fact has been received. 

“Rumor says that Sherman is being reinforced, but it is not 
credited. 

“Eighty-seven prisoners were brought in yesterday.” 

Sherman sent an early-morning message to Thomas: “I don’t 
hear the 4i/^-inch guns. Tell General Brannan to keep them 
going. Time is too valuable to be wasted. I have a report of 
the lay of the ground south of Utoy from General Schofield, 
about which I have asked him some questions, which I will 
telegraph you substance.” 

It was a cloudy, wet Wednesday. Sergeant William Graham 
relieved the guard at daylight, “cleared up and at 10 minutes 
to 10 the Major, Capt. Armstrong and a private were struck 
with fragments of shell but not seriously wounded. 

“We had to seek shelter of our works as we were in a bad 
place of line.” 

Across the No Man’s Land separating Graham from the de- 
fenders of Atlanta, one of the city’s own sons fell— Lieutenant 
Andrew Jackson Neal. 

General French had heard nothing from Richmond. Faced 
with the possibility that he might have to remain in his pres- 
ent position— a possibility which plagued him like the torment 
of a continuing nightmare— he resolved to make his physical 
surroundings as comfortable as possible. He started with the 
videttes, his advance sentries, who wert mostly afoot now since 
there was a scarcity of horses. 

“I rode out to our hospital this morning,” he wrote. “The 
enemy seems disposed to get possession of my vidette line, 
which I have maintained up to this time. When the siege be- 
gan I sent for my principal officers and told them all that I did 
not intend my camp should be rendered unpleasant from rifle 
balls, that the vidette line away in front must be held; that 
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the picket line 500 yards in front should be strong and on it 
the fighting should be to the last extremity. The result of this 
course has been that my men are entirely free from annoyance, 
except from some artillery fire, and that is foolishly directed 
at our redoubts. I use artillery on their infantry camps and 
lines so as to destroy their rest both day and night. See the dif- 
ference! Wliile we sleep in safety, in some parts of the lines 
around the city no one can move without drawing the fire of 
the Yankees on themselves, so near are the lines together.” 

Fenwick Hedley, an Adjutant with the 32nd Illinois Infan- 
try, Army of the Tennessee, confided vague misgivings of a 
stalemate to his diary: “F,nemy’s artillery much more active 
than in the early days of the campaign. We endured four 
hours’ shelling today. The enemy, having heavier guns than 
ours, has it pretty much all his own way.” 

Sherman again telegraphed Gen. Thomas: 

“I hear Brannan’s guns at Geary’s battery, and hear the 
shells burst in Atlanta. Send word to the battery to work all 
night and not limit themselves to 5-minutc guns but to fire 
slowly and steadily each gun as it is ready: also order the gun 
on Williams’ front to be got ready and put to work with sim- 
ilar orders tonight. Howard will get his 20’s near the same 
point, which he pronounces much better than that at Geary’s 
. . . Williams’ right and Howard’s left are on Proctor’s Creek, 
from which you look up the valley to what seems the heart 
of Atlanta, the ridge on which are the railroad and White Hall 
being plainly visible, as also that by which the Marietta road 
enters the town, the intervening able being cleared ground giv- 
ing a fine field of fire. I think the 4i/^-inch gun on Williams’ 
right can demolish the big engine-house.” 

The Reverend Quintard, in addition to his duties as chap- 
lain and pastor of St. Luke’s and as a physician, had recently 
been helping a parish in Macon whose rector was ill. Friends 
in Atlanta watched the comings and goings of this wiry, busy 
figure, made all the more distinguished by his close-cropped 
goatee and Sherman-like hunger for black cigars. Children 
avoided being fondled by him, he recked so strongly of to- 
bacco. 
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Though aware that the shelling had made the “locality very 
unhealthy,” he had an important mission at General Hood’s. It 
was stil^ raining at sunset, when he entered the big wooden 
house on Whitehall Street. 

“On the tenth of August at headquarters I presented a class 
to Bishop Lay for confirmation. It included General Hood and 
some officers of his staff. In speaking to me the night before his 
confirmation, the General said, ‘Doctor, I have two objects in 
life that engage my supreme regard. One is to do all I can for 
my country. The other is to be ready and prepared for death 
whenever God shall call me.’ 

“Learning that St. Luke’s Church had been injured in the 
bombardment of the city. Bishop Lay and I made a visit to it. 
We looked in wonder at the sight that met our eyes upon 
our entering the sacred edifice. One of the largest shells had 
torn through the side of the building and struck the prayer 
desk on which the large Bible happened to be lying. The 
prayer desk was broken and the Bible fell under it and upon 
the shell so as apparently to smother it and prevent its ex- 
ploding. I lifted up the Bible and moved the shell and gath- 
ered up all the prayer books I could find for the soldiers in 
the camps. 

“Before leaving the church I sat in one of the seats for a 
few moments and thought of the dear friends who had assisted 
in the building of the church, and who had offered up the sacri- 
fice of praise and thanksgiving in that place: of the Bishop 
who had but a short time before consecrated it; of the Bishop 
General over whom I had said the burial service there: of the 
now scattered flock and the utter desolation of God’s house. 

“As I lose to go, I picked up a handkerchief that had been 
dropjK'd there at the child’s funeral, v’lich was the last service 
held there. I wrote a little story subsequently about ‘Nellie 
Peters’ Pocket Handkerchief and What It Satv.’ ” 

Bishop Lay, the rites still lingering in his memory, wrote to 
a friend in Charleston: “In Strahl’s brigade I preached and con- 
firmed nine persons. Last night we had a very solemn service 
in Gen. Hood’s room, some 40 persons, chiefly Generals and 
Staff Officers, being present. I confirmed Gen. Hood and one 
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of his Aids, Capt. Gordon of Savannah, and a young Lieutenant 
from Arkansas. The service was animated, the praying good. 
Shells exploded near by all the time. 

“Gen. Hood, unable to kneel, supported himself on his 
crutch and staff, and with bowed head received the benedic- 
tion. Next Sunday I am to administer the communion at head- 
quarters. Tonight ten or twelve are to be confirmed in Clay- 
ton’s division. The enemy there are within two hundred and 
fifty yards of our line, and the firing is very constant. I fear 
it may be hard to get the men together. I wish that you could 
have been present last night and have seen that company down, 
all upon bended knee. The reverence was so marked that one 
could not fail to thank God that he has put such a spirit into 
the hearts of our leaders.” 

Sherman sent a final dispatch to Thomas: 

“I hear the guns and the shells also. The enemy’s battery of 
32-pounders rifled are firing on us here from the White Hall 
fort to draw off or divert our fire. Keep up a steady, persistent 
fire on Atlanta with the 4i/^-inch guns and 20-pounder Par- 
rotts, and order them to pay attention to the side firing by 
which the enemy may attempt to divert their attention. I think 
those guns will make Atlanta of less value to them as a large 
machine-shop and depot of supplies. The inhabitants have, 
of course, got out.” 

Carrie Berry was thankful— “we have had but few shells 
today. It has been raining nearly all day and we had to stay in 
the house very close.” 

And then young Lucy Harvie Hull wrote, from her home on 
Peachtree Street: 

“We heard cannon all day and the soldiers passed back and 
forth, and we swung on the gate and watched them pass, so 
weary, barefooted, wounded and dirty, and we saw the neigh- 
bors moving out— taking everything they could away with 
them. Inside the hou.se Mother was packing, cooking and nurs- 
ing; for our servants all ran away except ‘Uncle Dick’ and 
Mammy.” 

A shell had knocked the chimney off their house. In a few 
weeks’ time the pattern of life which Lucy had known had 
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altered radically. No longer did the cracker wagons roll down 
Peachtree Street, no longer did mother make “beat biscuits by 
the whdlelbarrow full,” or Lucy help her roll bandages— for, 
now, all but the most critically ill and wounded soldiers had 
been transported south from Atlanta. Dr. d’Alvigny, at the 
Medical College Hospital, was one of the few well-known sur- 
geons who remained in the city. And a Federal battery, firing 
almost literally in the back yard, rattled the remaining win- 
dows of the college, day and night. 

Sergeant Graham thought his lines to be the “nearest of the 
town.” The “enemy shelling” increased in violence as the eve- 
ning wore on, “some shells bursting near our works . . . con- 
stant firing on tlie picket lines in front.” Always the picket 
firing, the skirmishing. 

“The picket firing never ceased, day or night,” wrote Major 
^V. H. Chamberlain, of the 81st Ohio Volunteer Infantry. 
“Sometimes it was lazy, scattered and weak, and again swell- 
ing into volleys like the beginning of a battle, and now and then 
being followed by the roar of artillery. Every day brought its 
list of casualties into the hospitals ... a corporal of the 81st 
Ohio, Daniel Harpstcr, single-handed, crept out to a picket- 
post, where four Confederate soldiers were intrenched. Boldly 
pretending that he was strongly supported, he captured the 
squad and actually marched them into our lines. . . . 

“It was a matter of common occurrence for intrenched 
skirmishers to get such deadly range of the enemy’s batteries 
that the guns were practically silenced ... a single sharp- 
shooter in the night intrenched himself in a cornfield on the 
Chattahoochee River and silenced a gun on the opposite shore 
the next morning.” 
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AUGUST 11 

■I The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“The ‘Savannah Republican’ of the 7th inst. says, ‘It is said 
that President Davis has telegraphed to high authority that 
if Gen. Hood will only hold his own a few days longer, he will 
be abundantly supported in both front and rear. That Gen. 
Hood will hold his own— that is, hold Atlanta— a few days 
longer, we have not a doubt. It may be though at the sacrifice 
of many of his gallant men, but yet, we believe, he will hold 
that city. It is cheering then to be assured that the President 
has at last determined to “abundantly” support him “in both 
front and rear.” The sooner this is done, the .sooner Sher- 
man will be Hying before the army of Tennessee routed, 
“horse, foot and dragoons,” (Georgia saved and Tennessee re- 
deemed. . . .’ 

“The following fac ts were communicated to tis by a gentle- 
man whose veracity is unimpeachable and which illustrates 
the despicable character of Stoneman, the Raider, now a pris- 
oner in this city: When at the head of a pcjrtion of his com- 
mand in Jones County, but a few miles distant from this city, 
he entered the house of a highly respectable citizen, who w'as 
absent to avoid capture, and ordered his wife, an accomplished 
lady, to cook breakfast for him and his attendants. This she 
did, providing for them the best she could and which we dotibt 
not was far superior in quantity and quality to what the brute 
and his men had ever been accustomed to. Having gorged him- 
self with the good things set before him, this Federal General 
proceeded next to take a survey of the house in which he had 
been so hospitably, forced though it was, entertained. His first 
amusement was to draw his .sword and cut to pieces several of 
the lady’s dresses that were hanging against the wall of one 
of the chambers and having thus vented his diabolical malice, 
he next exhibited his licentious and beastly nature by making 
dishonorable propositiotis to the lady of the house herself. 
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Lucky it was tor the lustful beast that the husband was not 
near to hear the insult . . . would that we had the power to 
deal with men of his sort when they fall into our handsi . . . 
no rule of civilized warfare would save them from the rope 
and the scaffold!” 


■I The New York Times 

“General Sherman is making gradual approaches and is 
very near the enemy’s works, with works nearly as strong as 
theirs. It is thought that Hood has received reinforcements.” 

Thomas J. Key, General Cleburne’s thirty-three-year-old Bat- 
tery Captain, saw his commander in chief. 

“Generals Hood and Cleburne,” wrote the young publisher 
from Tuscumbia, Alabama, “rode along our front this morning 
and I was surprised to find the iormer so sociable and affable 
to all persons. He had none of the disgusting stiffness which so 
frequently attadies to men when they reach high positions. He 
saluted tlie huml)lcst private in the road, conversed freely upon 
tlie condition of the army, and appeared in hopeful anticipa- 
tion of ultimate victory. I called his attention to the reports of 
(ieneral Thomas, the Federal, on the fights of the 22d and 
28th of July. He pleasantly remarked that Thomas had killed 
more rebels in his report than we had in the battle, or words to 
that effect.” 

By noon the weather was warm. The Confederate batteries 
began “throwing the shells ’ towards Sergeant Graham’s regi- 
ment “and some of them came uncomfortably near us.” 

Private Alonzo Miller of Prescott, Wisconsin, recovering 
from a tooth extraction, wrote: 

“As Captain has gi\en me a check of SIO I will start it home, 
and as c|uick as possible. He keeps back $5 for his trouble. He 
thought that he ought to have something for his trouble of 
enlisting. This money is that premium money that he gets for 
enlisting us and gives to us. I gave up all hopes of getting it 
and if I had been killed 1 could not have gottin it or any one 
else. . . . The Rebs shell us ejuite freely. Yesterday they killed 
two horses and last night another just about two rods from 
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where we are camped and today they killed one of our Com- 
pany. The Rebs were a shelling, we all get close to the works. 
This man had some beans cooking and he went to see them. A 
shell struck in front of our works, a piece flew and struck him 
just above the mouth. Cut off both jaws and killed him in- 
stantly. He was one of the veterans. His name is Benjamin 
Humphry and he was a good soldier. He was buried the best 
of any soldier I have seen. Our chaplain spoke a few words in 
reference to how he was hurt, then read a chapter in the testa- 
ment, and made a prayer. Some 20 of our Co. witnessed his 
burial. 

'‘We make but little progress toward Atlanta, and it may be 
some time before we take the place. Our men have cut all the 
railroads that lead into Atlanta and if we lay and siege the 
place it will take some time, for wc are two miles from the city 
. . . I go to sleep by hearing shell and bullets and wake up in 
the morning the same, and it is keeping up all day. I am getting 
so used to the noise I think no more of it than 1 would of 
flies buzzing. When they keep at a distance the Rebs have bet- 
ter guns than we, they can shoot farther, they pick our men at 
a distance.” 

Pushing through the scorched countryside west of Atlanta 
that afternoon. Major General Cox guided his horse off of the 
Willis Mill Road, toward lortifications recently abandoned by 
the Confederates. Recognizing the earth mound and entrance 
timbers that marked a bombproof, the Ohioan moved over to 
it— and saw the twenty-six adults and diildren who had scur- 
ried below ground on July 21. 

‘‘The inhabitants within our lines about Atlania,” he wrote, 
‘‘had a hard time of it in spite of all efforts to mitigate their sul- 
fering. Their unwillingness to abandon their homes was very 
great, and it was very natural for all they had was there, and to 
leave it, was to be beggared. 

‘‘They sometimes, when within range of the artillery, built 
bombproofs near their houses, and took refuge in them, much 
as people of the western plains seek similar protection from tor- 
nadoes. In closing in on the west side ol the town near the 
head ol Utoy Creek we look in a humble homestead where the 
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family tried to stay . . . just within my lines and not ten paces 
from the breastworks stands a log house owned by an old man 
named Wilson. A little before the army advanced to its present 
position, several relatives of his, with their families came to 
him from homes regarded as in more imminent danger, and 
they united their forces to build, or dig, rather, a place of 
safety. They excavated a sort of cellar just in the rear of the 
house, on the hillside, digging it deep enough to m?ke a room 
some fifteen feet square by six feet high. This they covered over 
with a roof of timbers and over that they piled earth several 
feet thick, covering the whole with pine boughs to keep the 
earth from washing. In this bombproof four families are now 
living, and I never felt more pity than when ... I looked down 
into the pit and saw there, in the gloom made visible by a 
candle burning while it was broad day above, women sitting 
on the floor of loose boards, resting against each other, hag- 
gard and wan, trying to sleep away the days of terror, while 
innocent-looking children, four or five years old, clustered 
around the air-hole, looking up with pale faces and great star- 
ing eyes as they lieard the singing of the bullets that were fly- 
ing thick above their sheltering place. One of the women had 
been bed-ridden for several years before she was carried down 
there. One of the men was a cripple, the others old and gray. 
The men ventured up and took a little fresh air behind the 
breastworks: but for the women there is no change unless they 
come out at night. Still they cling to home because they have 
nowhere else to go, and they hope we may soon pass on and 
leave them in comparative peace again.” 

For the families there was, however, an intermission before 
dusk. Joseph Willis asked for food, and the Federal troops 
rigged up rough tables under the walnut trees. One-by-one, 
adults and children, they crawled out, blinking their eyes at 
the heat and brightness. They devoured hard-tack and bully 
beef rations and swallowed cupfuls of coffee like famished peo- 
ple; then— when it appeared that the lull in fighting was over- 
all twenty-six went, uncomplaining, below again. 

“A few days ago,” Kate Gumming reported from her hos- 
pital in Newnan, “we received orders to pack up for a move. 
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We were told to send the worst wounded to the Coweta House. 
As we have learned to do everything with dispatch, all was 
ready for removal in a very short time. The cars were waiting 
for us, and the wounded who could be moved were put aboard. 
They disliked being left so much, that many pretended they 
were better than they really were. After everything was in read- 
iness, about dark, I went to the Coweta House to bid the pa- 
tients good bye. The men had been sent from the Bragg, Gam- 
ble and our hospitals. The galleries, halls and rooms were full, 
and there were no nurses, no lights, and nothing to eat or 
drink, not even water. I met Dr. Sellford, who had gone over 
for the same purpose as myself. Never were two persons more 
joyfully received than we were. 

“One poor boy was crying like a child. Dr. W. came back 
home with me and we procured some of the nurses and, taking 
some of the rations which we had cooked and making a quan- 
tity of toddy, we carried all over. The men did not eat much, 
but the toddy seemed to revive them. We had also taken can- 
dles with us. I remained as long as I could be of any service. 
I believe Dr. W. was there till 12 o'clock that night. 

“The next morning I went to see them, and found they had 
no breakfast, and there was little prospect of their getting any. 
No one seemed to have them in charge. I was told that Dr. 
Smith, one of the surgeons of the place, was to take care of 
them, but he was not there then. 

“I heard no little grumbling, which was not much wonder. 
Many said they did not care how soon the enemy had them; 
that they could not use them worse than our own people had 
done. 

“I looked around and discovered that there were no dishes, 
and no utensils in which to cook, even if we had anything to 
cook. There were no changes of clothing for the men, and no 
rags for their wounds. I told Mrs. W. the plight the men were 
in, and she said she would remain with them and run the risk 
of being captured. We sent for Dr. Hughes and he gave his 
consent for her to stay. I then asked him to send at least a 
change of clothing for the men who had left our hospital. He 
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said he could not without orders. He left us, and after awhile 
some clothes were sent, and a lot of eggs and butter. . . . 

“Sallie (a little girl who was in the hospital with us) and I got 
on one of the box-cars along with the ladies of the Gamble 
Hospital, Miss Rigby and Mrs. Dr. Wildman. We were just 
about starting when we were informed that our hospital would 
not leave before next morning. Sallie and I got off and re- 
mained all that night at Mrs. Dougherty's, who, as usual, was 
very kind. 

“Mrs. W. stayed at the Coweta House, and by daylight 
next morning she came to me in great distress, saying she had 
not slept any all night, she had been kept awake by the groans 
of the men. And on trying to get something for them for break- 
fast and finding nothing, had become sick at heart, and sick in 
reality. I sent over a large can filled with edibles, and Mrs. D. 
sent a nice breakfast for about six. I then went to the hos- 
pital and between us we managed to get enough food for all. 
The men from the Gamble Hospital had been provided for; 
but there were not more than six or seven of them, so their 
things did not add mucli to the stock on hand. 

“I resolved not to leave Mrs. AV. as she was quite sick. I told 
the post surgeon I would like to remain. He informed me that 
I could not please him better than by so doing; that he had 
been disappointed in procuring the assistance of some of the 
ladies of the place. He expected Dr. Smith would have taken 
charge of the patients before that time, and see that they were 
properly cared for. . . . 

“Dr. Gore, who remained a little while after the hospitals 
left, gave us a large box full of things which had been sent to 
him as donation for the wounded. There were some nice wines 
and many other useful articles in it. Dr. Gore did his best to 
induce the citizens to lend us their assistance.” 

Mrs. Gumming and those hospital attendants who could be 
spared spent the remainder of the day asking citizens to do- 
nate cooked provisions and anything else they could spare. By 
evening, Negroes arrived with a strange assortment on their 
backs including a wash-boiler, a wash-tub, and a small tub for 
bathing wounds. A Negro washwoman came along. 
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“I am completely worn out/* Kate continued, “as the day 
has been very warm. We do not know the moment the enemy 
may be on us, but we will have to make the best of it if they 
come. Our clotlies have all gone with the hospitals, so we have 
nothing but ourselves to care for now. 

“Mr. Moore remained to help take care of the wounded, and 
he has done his part in procuring food; he has got a friend to 
send us some milk.” 

In Atlanta, Carrie Berry chronicled: “Mama has been very 
busy today and I liave been trying to help her all I could. 
We had to go in the cellar often out of the shells. How I wish 
the Federals would quit shelling us so that we could get out 
and get some fresh air.“ 

Sergeant Graham was relieved at dark, “and about 9, regi- 
ment called into the pits to repel an attack on us. Retired and 
at 1 o’clock manned the pits and lay on our arms until about 
daylight.” 

At Trinity Methodist Church, a small knot of ollicers at- 
tended vespers for the memory of Andy Neal. 


AUGUST 12 


■I Soul ho )t Ptr.s.s Ass(j(iation 

*'Atlanta--TheYc is a brisk skirmishing on the entire left. The 
batteries up Marietta Street and the Fast State road opened 
on the city at 1 o’clock this morning, and have continued to 
fire up to the present, striking a number of houses on Mc- 
Donough Street. No casualties reported. 

“The enemy are still massing on the left, but are making an 
effort to extend their right.** 
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■ The New York Times 

“Hood' is a stubborn old stick, in whose nature the mule na- 
ture predominates, and he will not give up while a door is 
open for him to get out. . . . We have massed very heavily on 
the rebel line of retreat and the troops have become so impa- 
tient to enter Atlanta and have an end of the row for the pres- 
ent that it will be dangerous to restrain them. Should the 
enemy not evacuate after tonight’s demonstration, look out for 
a crasli tomorrow or the following day. . . . The city is now 
almost entirely evacuated and scarcely a family remains. The 
majority have gone south but a number are lurking about in 
a safe distance in the rear awaiting the occupation of the city 
by our forces to return. Deserters report the houses much shat- 
tered by the shells.” 


n The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“The enemy continues to perpetrate his practical jokes in 
the neighborhood of Atlanta. He amuses himself by shooting 
shot and siiell over the entire surface of the city, so that no 
spot is sat red or sale. Many buildings have been torn and de- 
faced by the missiles, but they will only remain as honorable 
scars to exhibit in the future the gratifying fact that Atlanta 
w'as defended even if it was destroyed in the effort. A great 
many women and diildren remain in its limits, and are exposed 
to the danger of the cnenn's fire. They, however, do not seem 
to be nuuh disturbed by their dangerous position for the 
women walk the streets as indifferently, even more so than the 
old soldiers do, and the children make a business of picking 
up the fragments of the impotem shells to keep for playthings, 
or perhaps for sale as relics. 

“Several persons have been killed and wounded by explo- 
sions. On Fiiday a white man and a mule were killed and ttvo 
negroes wounded on the street before the Franklin Printing 
Office. On the same day, whilst tlie sexton was engaged in bury- 
ing the body of one of Mr. Crew’s family, the enemy furiously 
shelled the funeral party whilst it remained in the cemetery. 
No one was hurt, but the monuments and gfravestones were 
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very much broken. This must have been exceedingly delightful 
amusement for the people who are trying to teach us Chris- 
tianity and recover us from barbarism by effective force meas- 
ures. 

“A great many houses on Peachtree Street have been com- 
pletely torn to pieces by the destructive shot that rained on it. 
This being the most prominent portion of the city and plainly 
exposed in view, the enemy has easy and accurate range of 
the place. 

“On Saturday a soldier was walking in the passenger depot 
with a sack of corn on his back. A shell entered the sack and 
exploded without injury to the man. A friend remarked to us 
that shell went against the grain— dreadful! 

“The armies in the vicinity of Atlanta seem to have remained 
very quiet ... we retain the advantage of position at every 
point, and the indications are that we will hold Atlanta.” 

General Slierman, held in check by the “stubborn defense of 
Atlanta,” concluded tliat “our enemy would hold fast, even 
though every house in the town should be battered down by 
our artillery.” 

He ordered General John M. Hrannan, chief of artillery of 
the Army of the Cumberland, to produce “more rapidity of 
firing, both for effect and that time may be allowed to remove 
the guns back to a safe place in c ase the whole army is re- 
quired to move quick.” 

Soldiers, sue h as Andy Rose, still were iiTipressecl by the great 
barrage of August 9. “(ien. Shurmin opened 100 guns on 
Atlanta a few days ago,” Andy wrote his parents, sisters, and 
brothers, “and they fired 50 shots apiec e, that made 5,000 can- 
non shots that we fired into Atlanta in a short time. I guess that 
it made some rough work in the town. It made it hot for the 
rebs to stay in there and (3ur guns arc firing at the town most 
all the time last night. They kept shelling it all night. We have 
got some big guns up here now. 'rhere were four 100-pound 
Parrott guns. They arc the things to throw the shells into At- 
lanta. We have got a great many other large guns besides them.” 

Friday morning had dawned “foggy . . . quite still.” Graham 
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could not draw his rations of salt pork “because the men are 
said to be getting scurvy.” As far as he was concerned, it was 
“all bosht” 

There was commotion in Atlanta as nearly 1,700 steers were 
driven, bellowing, through the streets. They had been cap- 
tured, said the men who were whipping them ahead in their 
shambling gait, in Joe Wheeler’s raid yesterday at Marietta, 
where he had cut several miles of railroad track. 

Several supply wagons, with United States Government 
markings plainly on their sides, rolled southward along the 
dusty thoroughfares in the midst of the noisy, odorous herd. 
Citizens, hopes suddenly raised, were as quickly disillusioned 
when Confederate quartermasters announced that all the beef 
was earmarked for the army. 

“After a sleepless night,” Joe Semmes wrote to “Eo,” “dis- 
turbed by clouds of mosquitoes and the bursting of 20-pound 
Parrott shells every minute during the night, I feel hardly 
equal to my usual daily duty, but cannot refrain longer from 
writing to my own darling Eo my regular letter. Today my 
heart is very loving and my very arms yearn to press to my 
heart the living, breathing form of my beloved wife. Yes, dar- 
ling, so kind arc you with me, that 1 fancy I can almost feel 
you by my side, e\en looking over my shoulder with that 
mischievous and yet loving look peculiar to you at times. 

“Tlie murderous and vindictive Yankee guns which have 
thundered through the night and all morning are just now 
quiet for awliile, as it were in resj>ect for the sweet communion 
1 am having with the being whom 1 so tenderly love and who 
it appears hovers over and around me, protecting me by her 
love and prayers. Thus you see my beloved Eo, I have you con- 
stantly in my thoughts, especially in tl^e hour of danger. And 
when the toil of the day is over, with my weary head resting 
on your bosom, in thought my heart overilows wdth love and I 
am happy until the truth rushes upon me, that it is not so, 
that you are many miles from me and then, but I must say no 
more. 

“Your last letter ol the 2‘lth of July was rec’d two days ago, 
and 1 now trust that there will be no further interruption in 
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our correspondence. Do you know that not only are your let- 
ters the only great comfort I now have, but they are to me a 
real treat, the oftener I read them the more I admire the style 
and contents. I don’t say this to flatter but because it is the 
truth. I have seen and heard many letters read from all kinds 
of writers during the war and 1 have known none to compare 
to yours, as you say, put that in your pipe and smoke it. You 
might do with me what you please now, I will never again care 
whether ‘you spoil my collar or not.’ 

“I was glad to learn that Myra and Clara had not started for 
Europe. I have not heard from them since the 11th of July, 
and supposed they had already gone. If Tom calls to see you 
try to prevail upon him not to go to Louisiana. I dread his 
being caught by some roving band of Yankees, and imprisoned 
for the remainder of the war. 

“You speak of having no light after dark. Have you never yet 
rec’d the ten pounds of beautiful candles Tom took for you 
to Montgomery? I deprived myself of them for your sake 
and sole use, and I trust Alphonso or lien have taken them to 
you. I was very much amused last night at Harper’s Illustrated 
Weekly for Aug. 13th just brought in from the enemy. They 
make out a great victory on the 22d of July when McPherson 
was killed and we took 22 guns and over 200 prisoners, brought 
them to the rear, sure. They say we lost 0,000 killed and 
wounded, 18 standard colors and 3,200 prisoners and were 
driven back; whilst the truth is Hardee turned their right, cap 
tured the guns and prisoners, and held all their works for sev- 
eral days, until he was ordered to withdraw. The paper admits 
a great defeat at Petersburg, and heavy loss. It is filled with 
fine pictures of the impossible Yankee achievements in very 
picturesque style, and is very bloody and bitter against us. 

“The Yankees keep up a constant fire now, clay and night and 
are evidently getting tired of our hcjlding Atlanta in spite of 
their promises to have it. They are very hard at work and press- 
ing closer and closer though w^e arc not by any means besieged— 
plenty of ratiems etc. cjn hand and are well guarded. You may 
however look for some impotiani movements I think which may 
even take place before this reaches you. 
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"We are confident of winning the campaign in the long run, 
happen what may, Dawson writes me that he will go to Gaines- 
ville as soon as he is able. Now I must stop, my next letter I will 
write to Malcolm. Give my love to all and a kiss to the little 
ones, two for little Eo, for yourself I kiss you. 

“With God bless you.” 

Just beyond the outer limits of Peachtree Street, beyond the 
vidette pits and the treetop signal platform where I ieutenant 
Edge still perched and tapped out intelligence, Captain Joe 
Vale and his men were having a treat— "houtzells” as his fellow 
Pennsylvanians called them, dried pears gathered about the 
countryside. 

“Fruit of all kinds being in constant demand, and a rarity, 
the company concluded to cook all the pears at one time, and, 
inviting the company officers, have a feast. Accordingly, the cap- 
tain and Lieutenant A. D. Parker (‘Don Parker,’) gathered with 
the boys around the camp-lire at the company cook shelter. 
After disposing of a short ration of pork, hard-tack and coffee, 
the grand dish of the occasion was brought in, or rather off, for 
in the informal fashion of ours . . . the camp-kettle containing 
the pears was yanked off the fire, placed on the ground near by, 
and each one approached at his convenience or opportunity, 
took a stick, fork or knife, as the exigencies of the service may 
have enabled him to supply himself with, and fished up a pear, 
which he took by the stem, put into his mouth, and ate. The 
pears were extolled, the cook praised for the perfection with 
which they were done up, and the foragers complimented as the 
best in the army. 

“The feast was progressing, and it really was a treat to officers 
and men. when attention was directed to the frantic efforts Don 
Parker was making to pull the stem oi t of one he had in his 
mouth. He had seemingly got hold of a pear that was not cooked 
enough, at least the stem appeared unusually well fastened; in 
fact, as he muttered while holding between his teeth, it was 
‘clinched in the other end.’ Holding it in his mouth, declaring 
with desperation that it would take a six-mule team to pull the 
stem out, but out it would have to come, or he would— just 
what, he did not say, but his determined countenance expressed 
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unutterable things. The captain suggested a requisition on the 
quartermaster as a good thing to ‘draw/ but Sam Duncan thought 
the best ‘draw’ was an ‘ace high straight flush!’ This fortunate 
suggestion of Sam’s seemed to tranquilize Don, for he ceased his 
desperate efforts to pull the ‘stem’ out and proceeded to investi- 
gate when— lo! he pulled from his mouth a nice, full-grown, fat 
mouse, which he had mistaken for a pear and, liolding on to 
the tail, had been trying to pull the stem out!” 

In the afternoon. Sergeant Graham took part in “quite an 
artillery duel between two or three of our forts and those of the 
enemy with no injury on our side. One man was brought from 
the pits badly wounded, don’t know what regiment.” 

Some pears found their way into the empty larders of Atlanta. 
“Mary came home yesterday,” wrote Carrie Berry, “and we have 
not had so much wirk to do so I have ben knitting on my stock- 
ing. We had a present today of a bag of nice pears from our 
friend Mrs. Green. We enjoyed them very much. We do not get 
any nice fruit since the Army has ben here.” 


AUGUST 1.3 

■i The Daily Intelligeyicer (Atlanta) 

“The enemy yesterday evening advanced his right about one 
mile, at the same time extending his left a short distance, but 
hurriedly withdrew this morning, from what cause is not yet 
known, to their original position. The Yankee oflicers attempted 
frequently at different places along the line today to communi- 
cate with ours. In several instances they proposed a cessation of 
picket firing, which was not authorized on consecjuence of the 
proposition not coming through the proper ( hannel. 

“No shells were thrown into the city during the night or 



AUGUST, 1864 301 

today, with the exception of slight artillery firing in front of 
Bates’ gun.” 

■i The New York Times 

“We are within about 2 miles of the city. The road that runs 
in front of the tent in which I am writing enters the main street 
of Atlanta just that far distant. Save on our extreme left, how- 
ever, we can see nothing of Atlanta for the intervening forests 
and broken country. Being so near one of the largest cities in 
the South, we might reasonably expect to emerge from the prim- 
itive forests, which have been our habitation for so many weeks. 
But neither villas nor gardens, country seats nor pleasant drives 
are encountered. Dirt roads, an occasional loghouse and un- 
shorn old forests are alone what we see two miles from the 
famous Gate City.” 


^ Boston Daily Evening Transcript 

“Gen. Hooker is described as looking very much like a sol- 
dier. Well, he acts like one, too. 

“Gen. McC'ook’s cavalry loss in Georgia does not exceed 500. 
It was first reported to be 2,700 by runaways, who have a fine 
faculty at making figures lie.“ 

Chief of Staff Shoup sent a “circular” order at 11:30 a.m. to 
the defending forces in and near Atlanta: 

“Gen. Hood desires that you impress upon your officers and 
men the absolute necessity of holding the lines they occupy, to 
the very last. He feels perfectly confident that, with the obstruc- 
tion in tlieir front, and the artillery to break his masses, the 
enemy cannot carry our works, howevei many lines he may ad- 
vance against them, and how^ever determined may be his as- 
saults, so long as the men occupy the trenches and use their rifles. 
Let every man remember he is individually responsible for his 
few feet of line, and that the destiny of Atlanta hangs upon the 
issue.“ 

Sergeant Graham awpke to a “warm and somewhat cloudy’* 
Saturday. Occasionally he heard “a big gun and picket firing 
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constant.” A certain tension had come over the men around him 
since they were “now within 80 rods of the Rebs works.” 

The never-ending allegro of skirmishing, like constant, nerv- 
ous conversation, kept the hospitals on both sides filled at all 
times. 

The 15th Army Corps, with headquarters a mile east of 
Heron’s Mill and a few hundred yards north of the Sandtown 
road, had converted a “house on the hill” to medical usages. 

“Six surgeons are in attendance,” wrote Captain George W. 
Pepper of Ohio, “they receive and operate upon each case upon 
the instant. A wound is dressed in from two to 15 minutes. Am- 
putations are performed in a trice, chloroform being adminis- 
tered. Pools of blood upon the floor are mixed up with the mud 
that is tracked in. The house’s family dining table makes a good 
dissecting bench. Drawers from a bureau are laid upon the floor, 
bottoms up, for a couch to be spread. In a bed in one small room 
lay three terribly wounded men, side by side, the family bed- 
ding saturated with their blood. A lieutenant lies in a corner, 
dead-died before his wound could be dressed. A private sits 
upon a table, naked to the hips, a musket ball having passed 
through his body, from side to side, three inches lielow the 
armpits— he talks, is very pale and ghastly, but will live. Another 
sits on a chair, his leg cut off below the knee with a shell, as 
clean as with a knife. A Kentucky Captain, shot through the 
thigh, is seized with a spasm of pain while being taken from tl\e 
ambulance into the house. He catches the sleeve of his (oat near 
the shoulder with his teetli and bites, as would a mad-dog. 

“Such scenes I witnessed during an hour-and our army was 
only skirmishing.” 

Barely a mile east of the hospital, and exat tly two miles from 
downtown Atlanta, (graham, with his lOtli Corps, stripped to 
the waist at nocm as the weather “cleared up . . . hot.” Then, 
“the batteries on both sides opened and we had another lively 
time. Musket balls came into our lines in a great plenty but no 
one was hurt.” He listened to a report that three hundred Con- 
federates had “delivered themselves up to us.” 

Within the city a soldier, gloomy but still of no inclination to 
surrender, wrote his sister in Chapel Hill. 
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“Sister (a resident of Atlanta), has heard nothing from any of 
you since I received your first,” began Colin Dunlap. “She, Mr. 
Freeman and family were well about two weeks ago. I shall try 
and visit her tomorrow. I wrote to Major John Severance a few 
days ago asking him if lie knew anything of our family as I had 
written so many letters and could get no answers that I had 
despaired of hearing except through him. It is no use for you to 
write to Sister as there is no Post Office. Everything .if value has 
been removed, Stores all closed, the Yankees throw shells into 
the City every day most of the familys have caves to go into. Sev- 
eral fragments of shells fell into Susan’s Yard. She and Mr. Free- 
man Sc Fannie stay with a Mrs. Ormond about two miles from 
the centre of Town. Mrs. O. has a cave. Mr. Freeman 8c the 
Catholic Priest are the only Clergy in Town. We have had sev- 
eral battles Sc skirmishes since I last wrote by the blessing of God 
I have escaped. John MeVea of whom you have heard me speak 
was killed on the 22d July. He had only been elected Lieutenant 
1st July. He leaves a wife and two children. Lady Allsup is well. 
W^e have only eighteen men in our Company. We left Dalton 
with 40 men three months ago. My Lieut, commanded the Regi- 
ment, being senior officer. Genl. Hood commands in place of 
Gcnl. Johnston, you have no idea what gloom is cast over the 
Army when ^vc heard of the change.” 

A story about General Sherman filtered, apocryphally, through 
opposing lines into Atlanta. The Federal (ommander was said 
to have passed a mule teamster unmercifully beating his animal. 
It had stumbled into one part of Georgia’s waffle-pattern of 
ditches and could not extricate itself. 

“Stop pounding that mule!” shouted the equally quick-tem- 
pered general. 

The soldier told him to mind his own business. 

“I tell you again to stop!” snapped Sherman. “I am General 
Sherman.” 

“That’s played out, ” the teamster allegedly scoffed. “Every 
man who comes along here with an old brown coat and slouched 
hat claims to be General Sherman.” 

His careless dress was already legend in Atlanta. Officers and 
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civilians oE the South— and much of the North— believed him to 
be the country’s worst-dressed officer. 

“We have had a very quiet day today,” wrote Carrie Berry. 
“We have all ben very buisy trying to work some while we could 
get out in safety. We fear that we will have shells tonight. We 
can hear the muskets so plane.” 


AUGUST 14 


■I Southern Press Association 

**Atlanta—ThG enemy opened fire upon the city with si\ bat- 
teries at 8 o’clock last night, their batteries being stationed on 
the Marietta, Peachtree and Williams Mill roads and in front of 
the Medical College and the Rolling Mill. The fire was very 
heavy and Engine No. 3 replied promptly. The enemy immedi- 
ately concentrated his fire on the point of fire, but our men 
nobly stood their ground, despite of the rain of the shells, and 
succeeded in saving a large warehouse. 

“Kyle and Co.’s and other buildings on the square were con- 
sumed. 

“Not a person was injured, the women and diildren having 
sought safety in bombproofs. 

“But little shelling along the entire line today. 

“No movements of the enemy have been reported.” 

■I The Daily Intrlligenier (Atlanta) 

“We have had (juitc a still time from the shells of the etiemy 
until about 8 o’cloc k tonight when the shells commenced falling 
in nearly every part of the city, striking many houses, and dcjing 
considerable damage. About 12 o’clock two shells struck Dr. 
Biggers’ house on Marietta Street, setting it on fire, destroying 
it, also Dr. J. F. Alexander’s brick house adjoining, the house on 
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the east side of Dr. B/s and several other small houses adjacent 
to these buildings. Mr. Kile's large brick building at the corner 
of the angle of the square was saved only by the energy of Fire 
Company No. 3 which was on the spot soon after the fire broke 
out, and worked with but little help and more energy than I 
have ever seen firemen work before— several citizens assisting 
them. 

“The other Fire Companies could not get help enough to 
keep their engines at work. No. 1 went to the cistern but could 
not get help to work on the brakes, so they assisted No. 3, and 
succeeded in saving all the buildings fronting on Peachtree 
Street. The wooden house that Mr. Bulce did business in caught 
lire two or three times but it was got out and saved. While the 
fire was progressing, the shells of the enemy fell every half min- 
ute in and about us all the time the houses were burning. Solid 
shot were also fired, falling near the brakes, but the firemen con- 
tinued to work as though utterly regardless of them. I do not 
think a man left the place until the fire was extinguished. I have 
but little idea of the loss. I learn that provisions (much needed 
liere) in some of the houses were destroyed, but I think to no 
considerable amount. There was, in fact, and is but very little 
in the city, and since the 22d July last there has been scarcely 
any provision for sale here. The shelling continued after the 
fire, without any intermission until 3 o’clock this Sunday morn- 
ing. 

“What I mean by saying, in the first part of this letter, that 
we have had C]uite a still time until 8 o’clock tonight, is that no 
shells fell in the city the 13th instant, of any consequence, but 
the sharpshooting on the lines has been continual. 

“There is quite a calm this morning (Sunday) in the city— 
not a sliell nor a shot to he heard, but continual firing of small 
arms at the front. 

“Atlanta it seems is to be fired and battered to the ground, if 
it cannot be captured by Sherman. To the Fire Batteries which 
so nobly did tlieir duty on Saturday night, great credit is due. 
We know most of them personally, and a braver set of men 
never lived. To them .it seems is entrusted now all the guard 
duty of the city, as well as to protect it from fire. Verily they 
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have the post o£ danger as well as of honor. May the fortunes of 
war soon relieve them of the danger and may they live long to 
enjoy the honor they have already won!'’ 

S. P. Richards, the British-born bookseller, had increasingly 
less stomach for the war. His friends had remarked on it, even 
though he had not yet been directly accused of Unionist sym- 
pathies. 

“Another week of anxiety and suspense has passed and the 
fate of Atlanta is still undecided,” he observed. “VVe have had 
but one severe shelling on our side of town and that was on 
Wed. night and kept us awake from 12 o’clock until daylight. 
Our humane foes allowed us to get well to sleep before they be- 
gan their work of destruction. Another shell entered our store 
or rather the rooms above while I was there examining the 
premises to see if any more had visited them. I was enveloped 
in the dust made by it. On Friday I was on a militia ‘detail’ 
\vhich worked all day. There is no fun in working hard and 
‘finding’ yourself. Last night we went to Mr. Roots and spent 
the evening but did not sing. An Army Band gave the party a 
serenade and Root invited them in to cakes and whiskey. The 
shells flew all night on the other side of town, l)ut we slept 
pretty well. I was detailed for service today, and marched off to 
the shelly side of Whitehall Street and there kept for three 
hours doing nothing. We then were dismissed until o’clock 
this afternoon, so I joined the folks on tl\c way to Fpis. Church. 
I have been arc ustomed to being the disposer o[ my own time 
at least on Sunday, and (his being ordered about by others as 
though we were niggers is not muc h to my mind. () this horrid 
war! When will it end?” 

“This being the Sabbath, ” wrote Battery Captain Tom Key, 
‘ I turned my face toward Atlanta and arrived at the Trinity 
Church just as religious services were ccjmmencing. 1 he pulpit 
was occupied by a man of low stature, dark hair, black eyes, 
heavy shc^rt beard, and broad lorehead shaped like an old- 
fashioned hat—larger at the top than at the base, but well filled 
with brains. His text concerned Paul’s clevotedness to Christ, 
when he said that he was not only willing to be bound but to 
die at Jerusalem for the Lord Jesus Christ’s sake. I he minister 
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portrayed the devotion of Paul in beautiful and truthful colors, 
and pictured his Christian character as admirable. The music 
was excellent-vocal especially so-the parts being sung by the 
choir. It was the first time for more than twelve months that I 
had been in a church, the last place having been Wartrace, Ten- 
nessee. 

“The congregation was composed principally of officers, old 
citizens, and old and young ladies. The soldiers looked sun- 
burned and hardy with colored shirts corresponding to their 
brown faces, while the gentlemen citizens were dressed in white 
and black suits. The latter nodded and napped during the serv- 
ice, but not so the soldiers who were all ears and eyes— ears to 
hear the glorious gospel and eyes to look with pleasure upon the 
neatly dressed and beautiful ladies. You may know that I appre- 
ciated all these things, for on the Holy Sabbath I delight to 
attend religious worship both because there is something elevat- 
ing, noble, and sublime in singing praises to our Redeemer, and 
because I am a constitutional admirer of the female sex. 

“The scene brought back to memory days of happiness and 
the early associations of life, especially the period when I gave 
my young heart to God and to the noble girl who afterwards 
became my companion for life. Trinity in Atlanta is of the same 
architecture as the Methodist Church at Helena, and amidst 
the surroundings and the revivings of memory my heart was 
softened and tears came as 1 wished for peace, home and the con- 
solation of our sacred altars. 

“Some may think my reflections were strange, but let them be 
thrown into the woods and not know what it is to see civil soci- 
ety for three years, or to be sheltered by a roof, or to have access 
to female society, or to be allowed the exalted privilege of seeing 
within a house of worship once in twelve months, and then they 
will understand the emotions that arise in a person’s mind as 
they did in mine today.” 

And the revival continued. The Reverend ]. li. McFerrin 
wrote to the Southern Christian Advocate that he had ridden 
from Atlanta ‘‘to the line of battle to see the soldiers as they 
were resting in a shady wood. To my great joy, a young captain 
whom I had baptized in his infancy approached me and said. 
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“ ‘I wish to join the Church, and I wish you to give me a cer- 
tificate; the Lord has converted me/ I gave him the document 
with a glad heart. 

“ ‘Now/ said he, ‘if I fall in battle, let my mother know of this 
transaction. It will afford her great joy.* Oh it was good to be 
there and feel that God was in that place. 

“Yesterday, I baptized Col. T.. of Tennessee. He is a lawyer 
and statesman, and has been in the army from the beginning of 
the struggle. He became interested on the subject of religion 
months ago, sought Christ, found the pearl of great price, united 
with the Church, was baptized in the name of the Holy Trinity, 
and now sends home his letter to have his name recorded with 
his wife’s on the Church Register, and I trust it is inscribed in 
the book of life.” 

The Reverend Neil Gillis added: 

“I never heard or read of anything like the revival at this 
place. The conversions were powerful, and some of them very 
remarkable. One man told me that he was converted at the very 
hour in which his sister was writing him a letter on her knees 
praying that he might be saved at that moment. Another, who 
was a backslider, said to me at the altar that his case was hope- 
less. I tried to encourage him; discovered hope spring up in his 
countenance; then commenced to repeat such promises in the 
Scriptures I could remember, and while I repeated, ‘Believe on 
the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved,’ he bounded to 
his feet and began to point others to the Cross with most re- 
markable success.” 

That clear, warm Sunday was excellent for Lieutenant Sam- 
uel Kdge’s signal work. From his treetop he telegraphed: 

“Three trains of cars arrived at Atlanta during the day: No. 1, 
of four platform and 2 bc;x-cars, used as a construction train; 
No. 2, of four passenger and five freight cars; No. 3, of fifteen 
freight cars, doors closed; could not see with what loaded, or 
whether Icjaded or not. Train ran slow, engine appeared to be 
working hard.” 

Carrie Berry wrote: “Sure enough we had shells in abun- 
dance last night. We averaged one every moment during tlie 
night. We expected every one would ccjine through and hurt 
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some of us but to our joy nothing on the lot was hurt. They 
have been throwing them at us all day today but they have not 
been dahgerous. Papa has been at work all day making the cellar 
safe. Now we feel like we could stay at home in safety. I dislike 
to stay in the cellar so close but our soldiers have to stay in 
ditches.” 

Kate Gumming had expected to leave the hospital in New- 
nan, but the trains did not arrive from Atlanta. The station- 
master could not raise a murmur on his telegraph system. A few 
lean cows grazed undisturbed on the thistles between the tracks 
north of the depot. 

“I have spent a portion of the day with the young lad who 
cried so much the first night I came over here,” the Scottish- 
born nurse reported. “He is wounded in the foot, has gangrene 
and suffers excruciating pain. His name is Morgan and he is 
from Mississippi. A Mrs. Ross has kindly offered to take sole 
charge of him. He has begged Mrs. W. and me to take him with 
us. 

“Mrs. W. has been very busy; she does not know what I have 
been doing, nor I of her doings. 

“A Lieutenant Summerlin, from Covington, Georgia, is here, 
badly wounded; his wife, a lovely woman, is taking care of him. 

“She told me she was in Covington when the raiders passed 
through there and that tliey committed some terrible outrages; 
among others was the shooting of a Captain Daniel, a cousin 
of Miss W., of whom I had heard her often speak. He was in 
the State service and the vandals made believe they thought him 
a bushwhacker. He has left a large family of motherless children 
to mourn for him. He was a man of a highly cultivated mind, 
and stood well in the estimation of all 

“They went to the house of an old man, and as he knew they 
had come with designs on his life, he sold it dearly. He fought 
manfully, and killed some half dozen before he fell. 

“Several of our attendants have come back; they had been 
sent for the books and other things that our folks were not able 
to take with them. 

“The hospitals went to Macon by Atlanta and one of the men 
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has informed me that while passing there the shells flew all 
around the train, and one struck within a few feet of them. 

“Atlanta is closely besieged. General Hood is now in com- 
mand of this army; I believe Johnston is in Macon. There have 
been many conjectures as to this change of commanders, but no 
one can tell exactly why or the wherefore. 

“Last evening Mrs. Brooks and myself went up to the College 
Hospital in which are many of our wounded, besides the prison- 
ers. Among our men I found two Scotchmen, very badly 
wounded. The wounded Federal captain that I had seen before 
was here, and looked badly. The prisoners are in much better 
quarters in this hospital than our men at the Coweta House. 

“All have fared much better than they have with us, as Mr. 
Kellogg, the steward owns the building and has all of his own 
furniture. There are two ladies who take care of the patients— 
Mrs. Kellogg and Mrs. Alexander— both kind and excellent 
women. 

“W'e have had a few false alarms about the enemy coming, but 
they have always turned out to be our own cavalry. . . . 

"The people here seem to regret our leaving the post, though 
I am told the quartermaster owes many of them money for 
house rent, etc. I know that Mr. Dougherty has not received one 
dollar from the government, and we have ( ut down quantities 
of timber on his land.” 

That night, the muskets banged on the fringes of .\tlanta. 
Having mailed a letter home. Sergeant Ciraham listened to 
“some artillery” rumbling in the distance like uncertain thun- 
der. 
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AUGUST 15 

■I Richmond Sentinel 

“There is nothing additional from either Atlanta or Mobile. . . . 

“It may be that even without orders from LINCOLN, SHER- 
MAN, in a few days, may find his lines of communications fully 
and effectually cut, and himself reduced to the necessity of mak- 
ing a desperate assault on the strong fortifications of Hood, or 
of attempting a hopeless retreat, or surrendering at discretion. 
The prospect ahead and, almost at hand, is for us, even accord- 
ing to the showing of the Northern press, decidedly rich.” 

S Cincinnati Gazette 

“On the Banks of Utoy Creek Fulton County, Georgia August 
10 (delayed )— It is somewhat absurd to call the combat taking 
place liere the ‘Siege of Atlanta.’ Our fortifications extend in 
long lines from east to west and everywhere confronted by long 
lines of rebel works. To break or turn the latter is probably to 
insure us the entire possession of Atlanta, with the capture or 
destruction of a large part of the rebel army. In the meantime, 
let the loyal people of the North take courage. Atlanta, being 
the very heart of the Confederacy, and of such primary impor- 
tance that, according to the rebels themselves its fall will ruin 
them, a desperate resistance was to be expected. . . . Some great 
stroke of generalship on our part may give us the rebel army. 
But even ordinary good luanagi’inent must sooner or later in- 
sure us the possession of .•\tlanta, and that I confidently expect.” 

■I Atlanta A p (teal 

"Yesterday afternoon our people were but little disturbed by 
the enemy’s batteries, and nothing worthy of recording occurred. 
At dark, however, our citizens were notified of the proximity of 
the enemy by the lire from his gtins and the shelling was kept 
up during the night. Most of the lime five different batteries 
were in constant play— one located apparently about one mile 
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west of the State Railroad, another on the Marietta road, an- 
other near the south side of the Peachtree road, another on the 
Williams' Mill road, and the fifth still further to the south. The 
firing was increased during the night." 

It was a hot Monday morning. Skirmishing crackled "con- 
stant." 

Carrie Berry, when she awoke, was thankful there had been 
no shells. "And we thought that we would not have any today 
(but, my! when will they stop?) . . . but soon after breakfast Zuie 
and I were standing on the platform between the house and 
dining room and a very large shell filled with balls fell by the 
garden gate and bursted. The pieces flew in every direction. 
Two pieces went in the dining room. It made a very large hole 
in the garden and tlirew the dirt all over the yard. 

"I never was so frightened in my life. Zuie was as pale as a 
corpse and I expect I was too. It did not take us long to fly to 
the cellar." 

Rufus Mead, two miles oulside of Atlanta, recogni/ed simi- 
larities to his native Connecticut in the Georgia hills which 
seemed to flow toward Atlanta. Save for the thick pine forests, 
he felt that he could almost be on the pleasant low hilltop 
where he lived in Redding. After mail delivery, having received 
"the one I prize the most of all, i.e., from Home," he wrote: 

He was glad "to have such good news in it as good visits, lots 
of rain &:c &c for I feel just as much interested in all your affairs 
as if I was there with you. 

"The suspenders came with the Standard last week and now 
before I forget I’ll just hint about putting in a couple of nut- 
megs or a little cinnamon stick just to make a variety or spice. 
I think it would be a gcxKl idea. Dont you? 

"I dont know but youll rather worry about what I wrote last 
time so 111 relieve your anxiety this time by telling you I am 
on duty again now and have improved my time of idleness in 
putting on 4 or 5 lbs of flesh to my not very emat iated form so 
now I can say Rul is himself again. Our good weather still con- 
tinues we have a shower nearly every day but it is not muddy, 
and the heat is so even we dont mind it at all. I cant say how 



AUGUST, 1864 


313 


our siege is progressing but guess favorably-at least we meet 
with no Reverses, without you count Stonemans capture one. I 
guess that might be called a draw game, especially as Kilpatrick 
is now in the field again. It is reported that General Slocum is 
to take command of our Corps. Nothing would suit our boys 
better but it is not certain that he will yet. I am afraid to be- 
lieve it or place too much confidence in it. It is reported too 
that our Corps moves tomorrow to the right, near t!ie Macon 
R R but no orders yet. I am in hopes we might stay here till 
Atlanta was taken. By the way there was tremendous fire there 
last night. I cant see the lines so I wait till after supper, and 
finish by candlelight. 

“7:00 p.M. Had a supper of flapjacks and cold beef-tongue 
but I dont see as it helps me to finish this letter— dont bring any 
new ideas. It is trying to rain— begins to sprinkle right smart, 
with a prospect of rainy night. We have lots of flies to bother us 
yet daytimes, but so far our nights are unmolested. I saw one 
mosquito yesterday but they dont trouble us at all. 

“Today I hope the good men of Conn have given the soldiers 
a right to vote by a good rousing majority, and will do still bet- 
ter for Uncle .^be next Nov. 1 hate to see party strife so high 
at this time as it is but still I can but believe Uncle Abe stands 
the best chance of any. One would think by reading the N Y 
Herald or World that he was the most ignorant tyrant that ever 
lived. Oh that Cirant X: Sherman could each have one good vie 
tory, then Id have no fears. Has any one enlisted yet from Red- 
ding or how does she fill her quota? I hope not by draft, though 
I would like to see some of them out here right well. 

“How do you like collecting taxes? How much did you get 
on those 2 days? 

“Ill try and get home to help you eai those blackberries, but 
you needn’t let them spoil if 1 dont. My sheet is full nearly so 
Good Night. Your ever Afft. Son fe Brother.” 

The Berry family stayed in the cellar until dinner time. “No 
more fell so we came out again and stayed out till night though 
we had them all day, but they did not come so near us again.” 

Kate Gumming arriwd in West Point, and was quartered at 
the Exchange Hotel, near the depot. She wrote: 
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“The landlord was moving but informed us we might lodge 
there for the night, as we had provisions with us; that was all 
for which we cared. He gave us a room without even a wash- 
bowl or pitcher in it; for tlie privilege of remaining in this de- 
lightful room we paid the moderate sum of two dollars. 

“There was a large brick hotel in the place, but as we had 
such a short time to remain we thought it would be useless to 
change.” 

Before retiring, the Scotch nurse walked about the town 
which she found in a “forlorn” condition. She attempted to buy 
milk at a farmhouse but succeeded only in obtaining a water- 
melon. At the hospitals she met many badly wounded and sick, 
including cases of the dread infection erysipelas in an isolation 
ward. “If the enemy should attack the place I do not know what 
would become of all these poor fellows.” 

An evening rain settled the dust and the stench in Atlanta. 
By midnight, skies cleared and the moon and stars shone down 
on a quiet, dark city. 

Dr. Calhoun was still unable to leave his sic kbed. His family 
had retired early. Mrs. Calhoun had been vaguely uneasy be- 
cause of troop movements crossing the city Irom west to east 
during the evening, accompanied by the usual bands of strag- 
glers and sprinkling of thieves masc|ucrading in unifenm. She 
was awake and had heard the pendulum dock in the hall strike 
every hour. Eleven had echoed through the sleeping household 
some minutes ago when she was startled by a loud knocking at 
the back outer door. 

Lucy Calhoun touched her husband to see if lie was awake. 
When she discovered he was not, she dec ided not to disturb 
him. As Noble wrote: 

“She f|uietly passed frcjm her room into the rear one, at which 
door the knocking was heard; she crept cautiously to the door 
and demanded tcj know who was there. The response came, 

“ ‘Open the doc^r and let us ini’ 

“She then asked what was wanted, and the same voices still 
repeated, 

“ ‘Ixt us in or we will break the door down I’ 

‘‘As the Federals were momentarily expec ted and were greatly 
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feared, she asked if they were Federals or Confederates. The 
terrible answer came, ‘Federals, and if you do not surrender at 
once we will bum your house down.’ 

“The threats were not very pleasant to her, so she, not then 
knowing what was best to do, informed them that if as gentle- 
men they would come to the front door she would surrender. In 
passing through the room, she spied a large dinner-bell, which 
she seized as she passed into the hall, then mounted th“ stairway 
and aroused her daughters, Indiana and Carolina, and the little 
grandson, who were sleeping in a front room upstairs. 

“She, clad only in her night-robes, opened the front door up- 
stairs which opened out on a balcony which was walled up on 
all sides about three feet, the tin roof of which was deeply cov- 
ered with a cold clew. Upon this she stood barefooted and thinly 
clad, bell in hand, vigorously ringing in hopes of arousing some 
of their near neighbors. 

“While she was ringing the bell, her daughters, who were ter- 
ror-stricken, opened the front windows and screamed at the top 
of their voices. Six or eight armed men could be seen moving 
around in the front yard: the leader took such a position as to 
enable him to see and be seen by Mrs. Calhoun. He commanded 
in a stern voice, 

“ ‘Madame, stop ringing that bell,’ but she paid no attention 
to the villain’s command. .A second time he called, 

“ ’Madame, desist at once, or I will shoot!’ at the same time 
bringing his rifle to his shoulder and taking direct aim at her; 
but her contemptuous answer rvas given by the increased num- 
ber of strokes of the bell as it pealed forth on the midnight air. 
A more heroically grand woman as she stood, expecting each 
moment to be her last, would take the searchlight of years to 
disco\er. 

“The daughters had descended to the room \\here the father 
"'as now not only awake and up, but, sick as he was, he had his 
trusty rifle pushed through the window, and had a perfect aim 
at the heart of one of the men. and was in the very act of firing, 
when his daughters stayed the hand that would have sent the 
villain face to face witli, his Maker. His daughters pleaded with 
him and insisted that if he were a Federal and should be killed 
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by him, that in retaliation they would not spare a member of 
the family. 

“By this time one of the neighbors, Mr. H., was aroused and 
came over to ascertain what was the matter; he had a pistol in 
his belt around his waist, but he was quickly commanded to sur- 
render, which he did, giving up his pistol and his belt at the 
same time. Soon after another citizen, who lived a short distance 
beyond, was passing by on his way home, and he met with a 
similar fate, the only difference being he had no weapons to 
lose. The majority of the plunderers were then in the streets, 
where they actually bade the two citizens to march ten paces to 
the rear, which was obeyed with great fear, for, in army lan- 
guage, its meaning was to be shot. Soon after a belated home- 
guard, known as a militiaman, chanced to be passing by; he was 
halted and closely questioned, and stated that he belonged to 
Joe Brown's (the Governor’s) ‘malish.’ 

“They soon relieved him of his coat and hat and sent him on 
his way sorrowing. About the time the militiaman was out of 
sight a fearless young soldier by the name of Roscoe Ryan, who 
was a friend of Dr. Calhoun and family, but who knew notliing 
of the trouble, as the bell-ringing and screaming had ceased 
when the first two citizens had been detained, came by on his 
way home, and tiiey attempted to play the same game on him, 
but in him they had met their master. He informed them in 
language too plain to l)c misunderstood that they were villains 
and scoundrels, and threatened to see that they were severely 
dealt with, and then passed on without further molestatif)n. 

“All of the prisoners were then released, and the would-be 
robbers and murderers slunk out of sight and hearing. Soon 
after a soldier was seen passing by, and, fearing that the men 
might return, Lucy Callioun requested him to guard the house 
until morning. 

“He stated that it would be impossible for him to do so, but 
insisted on leaving a gun for their protection in case of further 
trouble. She thanked him very kindly, but instead of going out 
to take it she requested him to lay it on the lawn, lor she was 
su.spicious of him, not knowing but what he might belong to the 
same gang who had just < aused them much uneasiness. The gun 
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which had been placed on the lawn by the soldier remained 
there until morning, when it was taken up.” 


AUGUST 16 


SB The New York Herald 

"Near Atlanta— The Union Army still threatens the fated city, 
and is gradually though slowly advancing its works up to its 
very walls. In some points our lines are so close to the en- 
emy’s that it is impossible to advance further without making 
an assault. . . . There is one continual artillery fire kept up 
along the lines, and as it is all converging on Atlanta it must 
be rather a hot place to live in now. Parts of the town were set 
on fire on the nights of the 13th and 14th. We could see the 
thick volumes of smoke and then the lurid flames shooting 
along the horizon. We could also hear the fire bells ringing. 
Some of our batteries are pouring red hot shot on the town. 
Captain Bradley, Sixth Ohio Battery, has established a furnace 
for healing his shot. Most likely some of these fired the houses. 
Again, they fill shells with fuses, and these spit and scatter fire 
enough about to ignite timber work. I suppose the rebels will 
soon accuse us of raining Cheek fire upon them.” 

■I The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

"The party of the enemy’s cavalry that passed through De- 
catur last evening after reaching CoI 'js Mills, returned last 
night, and is supposed to have been only a reconnaissance. An- 
other which moved simultaneously from Otvl Creek Church, 
struck the Atlanta and West Point Railroad at Fairburn, 
burned the depot, tore up the tracks in several places, and then 
withdrew about three miles and went into camp where they re- 
mained. Their force is .variously estimated at from 2,000-5,000. 

“The track has since been repaired, but trains are not al- 
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lowed to run in consequence of the proximity of the enemy. 

“Last night and today was unusually quiet along the lines. 
The enemy’s artillery were remarkably quiet, which is generally 
attributed to the scarcity of ammunition, caused by interrup- 
tions of his communications. 

“But few shells were thrown into the city last night. One set 
fire to a frame house on Peachtree Street. The loss was small. 

“Advices from Washington to the 10th to the ‘Chattanooga 
Gazette’ of the 1 1 th says an official dispatch from Shennan to 
Halleck says, ‘although the number of dead rebels seems exces- 
sive I am disposed to give full credit to the report. Althougli 
our loss is only 3,521 killed, wounded and missing, the enemy’s 
dead, on the field alone, amounted to 3,221. The total amount 
of pri.soners sent North is 1,017, wounded prisoners in our 
hands, 1,000 and the estimated losses of the enemy are at least 
10,000.’ ’’ 

Carrie Berry had not slept much more than the Calhouns. 
“We had shells all night,’’ she wrote. “There was a large piece 
came through Mama's room directly after we went to bed 
and fell on the little bed and I expect if we had been sleeping 
there some of us rvoiild have been hurt.” 

Dr. Calhoun theorized that Tuesday morning, that the house- 
breakers must have visited his drugstore in the past. At the 
end of each day, it had been his custom to wrap up his cash- 
bills, gold, and silver— place the bundle under his arm and 
walk home, after locking the store. When the thieves had 
learned of his sickness, he reasoned, they had probably thought 
this was a good time to rob his house— since he could do noth- 
ing to overpower them. 

However, as his friends remarked when they came to in- 
quire of his health, the intruders had not reckoned either with 
the “heroism” of Lucy Cialhoun or "that gallant young soldier, 
Roscoe Ryan.” 

Cousin Henry and Cousin Eddy later came to visit Maxwell 
Berry, “They told us that they did not think the Federals 
would be here much longer to torment us and I hope that it 
may be so for we are getting very tired of living so.” 
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And Thomas Jefferson Newberry wrote his sisters in Missis- 
sippi to reassure they were “not forgotten by your Brother. I 
am glad to hear you both keep well and hearty. I have no news 
to write worth your attention only we have a very good band 
in our Regiment. We have dress parade every week end. The 
band goes out and plays and a heap of little girls come to see 
us about your size every evening on dress parade. You both 
must be good little sisters and be smart and grow fast. You both 
must write often and tell me the news. Tell all howdy. 

Goodbye little sisters. 

Your Brother” 

Continuing south at 4:00 p.m., Kate Gumming was aware of 
a “jolt” a few miles beyond Opelika, as the locomotive cata- 
pulted from the track in a shower of wood sparks and clouds 
of escaping steam. 

“I was reading and knew nothing of it until I heard some 
ladies scream. I then felt a motion as if the train was about to 
upset. I .saw several of the cars ahead of us plunge off the road, 
and men jumping from them; many took to the woods, as they 
were fearful of an explosion.” She remained in the car all 
night, not knowing what else to do. 

Private John Dyer of Kentucky, who had left Newnan just 
before Kate Chunming, now was a purchasing agent for hos- 
pital supplies. His lumbago \irtually cured, he was not certi- 
fied as ready to return to combat. Today he was en route to 
Macon. Dyer had read of a Federal spy “treed” at Selma, Ala- 
bama, only to give his pursuers the slip and disappear “as if by 
magic.” 

While he was waiting for the ^facon train the “spy business” 
had been running through his head, “and 1 found myself scan- 
ning closely the movements of everyone about. 

“After boarding the train the same feeling took possession 
' ‘ me and in the c«nirse of my scrutiny my eyes fell on a very 
fine looking lady just acro.ss the aisle from my seat. 

"She was elegantly dressed, in tict overdressed for the time 
and occasion and this was what attracted my attention to her. 
Moving my seat and riding backwards so as to face her, I settled 
tnyself to wait developments having no idea what they would 
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bring forth, yet all the time my mind was on the escaped spy. 
The woman wore a thick veil and kept it closely drawn down 
which was of itself a little odd for a Southern lady at that time. 
Growing thirsty she went to the cooler near where I sat and 
drew a cup of water. As she pushed her veil aside I discovered 
what appeared like about a two days old beard on the edge of 
her chin. She had her back to me and I could see the beard 
plainly between me and the light on the other side of her. 

“When she turned I was straight in my seat looking toward 
the rear end of the car as though nothing had happened out of 
the ordinary but I kept my hand on the butt of my revolver 
and determined to keep my eye on that woman. 

“When we reached Fort Valley she stepped off the train and 
so did I. She started immediately up town and I to t!ie Provost 
Marshall who was standing on the platform, where about this 
conversation took place between us. I will confess that I was 
a little excited. 

“ Captain, arrest that woman,' said 1. 

“ ‘What lor?’ said the Captain. 

“ ‘Why! she’s a man,' said 1. 

“ ‘That’s a h~ll of an idea,’ said the Captain, how can a 
woman be a man? arc you crazy?’ And he was proceeding to 
give me a piece of his mind when I broke in on liiin and 
con\ inced him that I was sane and very nuu h in earnest. Beck- 
oning to a scjuad of soldiers to follow, we started in pursuit 
and walked fast enough to gain a little on her. 1, at the same 
time giving the Captain a history of my observations and im- 
pressions, soon had him conviiued that the trail was pretty hot 
and he hurried up a little. 

“ I hc woman entered a cottage which was immediately sur- 
rounded by our force and the Captain and I entered. We found 
no one in the front room l)ut pushing on (ame upon our sus- 
pect in the kitchen talking to the lady of the house and still 
closely veiled. Walking up to her the Captain removed her 
veil fre^m over her face and there was the telltale beard and 
other evideiues of the mas( iiline gender, and we found enough 
evidences (iii his person and in his po( kels to prove him to be 
the man we wanted.” 
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In Atlanta, Sergeant Graham wrote: “We had one man 
(Norton of our company) wounded, while in the outside works 
and our^orderly (Renne) was also struck but not hurt much. 
Firing continues through the day and the balls flying through 
the camp and at about .8 in the morning the enemy commenced 
again and four (sic) an hour there was firing. A few cannon 
shot were thrown at us. Received a letter from home today 
dated August 5.” 


AUGUST 17 

■I The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“The enemy's cavalry retired from the vicinity of Fairburn, a 
portion crossing the river near Canipbellton. The trains are run- 
ning as usual. 

■■'Fhe enemy ate busily engaged in fortifying on the North 
side of the Chattahoochee, principally along the Powder 
Springs and Canipbellton roads in the vicinity of Sweet Water. 

“Kvery thing remarkably quiet along the front. 

' Fhe enemy opened fire upon the city from another gun, 
supposed to be a sixty-tour pounder, planted on the Marietta 
road. Slow fire kept up all night, resulting in killing one cit- 
izen. 

‘ It is generally believed that the Western Sk Atlantic Rail- 
road was cut at .Acworth by a portio-: of our cavalry on the 
14th. News from that quarter anxiously looked tor. 

“Sherman and 1 homas, the two great lights of the Western 
^^^nkee army, the terrible hytlr.ie ol the present destructive 
tampaign, the demigods of the Western press, dispatched to 
llie king .Ape ol the Washington menage; ie thal-Atlanta had 
fallen! 
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“With what utter astonishment they must have been con- 
founded when they found General Hood’s strategy, and the 
ubiquitous veterans of the Army of Tennessee, confronting 
them and disputing their advance at all points.’’ 

H The New York Herald 

"We had yesterday and today the average amount of skir- 
mishing, and artillery firing and we are so used to this that a 
little firing is necessary recreation for us. Artillery firing is rather 
unpleasant at night, though, for when you lie down on your rude 
camp bed it will not help to compose you much to reflect that 
a huge 64-pound camp kettle miglit slip through you while 
asleep, such things happen. 

“Toward the left of our lines is Howard’s House, so called 
after the owner. Colonel Howard, now in the rebel service. 
This is a general observatory from which we have a fine view of 
the town and rebel works. With a good glass we could see the 
holes pierced by our shots through the houses, and troops pass- 
ing and repassing. 

“The town is much damaged, several houses having been 
burned dow’n, others sadly dilapidated. In the rebel works 1 
could see a group of rebels assembled around a lire, with one 
man ladling some pottage to the rest, all of which the poor 
fellows seemed to enjoy very much.” 

It was “a fine morning.” As Sergeant Graham was ordered 
into the works in front of his camp he was met with “plenty of 
balls whistling through the camp . . . but no one hurt.” 

In the opposite fortifications, (ieneral French was visited by 
General Stewart at 6:00 a.m. “We went along the line. We 
returned and had breakfast. 'Fhen the artillery, as usual, be- 
gan at the redoubt in front of the house. As the shells crossed 
the road on both sides of the house, it was dangerous to leave, 
and he remained an hour or more.” 

Maintenance gangs from Opelika arrived to clear the train 
wreck. Kate Gumming, noting that every car but hers was off 
the track, despaired of the men’s job as "an endlc.ss one.” When 
she walked ahead on the track she ob.served “(juite a precipice,” 
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which made her believe that many of the passengers would have 
been "se^t into eternity” had the accident occurred a few hun- 
dred yar^ farther. 

Later, one of her former patients brewed coffee, “and we, 
like all the rest, ate our breakfast on the roadside. We were in 
the woods, and no sign of a habitation near. As there was little 
or no hope of our leaving there for some time, a gentleman 
who had found an empty house a little ways back cam; and took 
his party, Mrs. W. and myself, to it. We found it quite a nice 
retreat. It had been a schoolhouse and the benches and desks 
were left standing. We had books, and altogether had quite a 
pleasant day. 

“Our gentleman friend was Senator Hill, of LaGrange, Geor- 
gia. With him were two nice young ladies, the Misses Leach, 
who were on their way to their homes in New York. They had 
been spending some few years in the South. Senator Hill in- 
formed us that the ladies of LaGrange had undertaken the care 
of the wounded left there, and his daughter, a girl of 16, had 
special charge of six. I was pleased to hear this, and only hope 
the ladies of Newnan will do the same. Mr. Hill gave us some 
nice biscuit and ham, his servant made our coffee for dinner, 
and altogether we had a most delightful repast. 

“Miss Evans, the authoress, was on the train, going to Co- 
lumbus, where she has a badly wounded brother. From her I 
learned that all was quiet in Mobile, although we have had a 
naval battle, and Forts Morgan, Powell, and Gaines were 
taken. . . . 

“About 3:00 p.m. a woodcar came from Columbus, on which 
we all got. We cut branches of trees and held them over us for 
protection from the sun, and I have no iloubt, as we went along, 
that many thought ‘Birnam ’IV^ood’ was coming. We reached 
Columbus without further accident in time to catch the Macon 
train.” 

Carrie Berry’s day was dull by contrast. Her father had been 
troubled by his recurrent ailment, dyspepsia and more of the 
chickens had been stolen. 

“But nothing of interest happened today,” she recorded. “We 
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have stayed very close in the cellar. Mama ran up to Aunties 
to see how a shell had ruined her house yesterday.” 

Some citizens noted exceptional activity around the railroad 
depot, roundhouses, and other property. Captain William A. 
Fuller, twenty-eigth-year-old conductor with the W. k A. Rail- 
road, had been ordered to start moving rolling stock and other 
equipment south to safe keeping. Fuller had gained recognition 
two years before by capturing the Andrews locomotive raiders. 
He played his role as nemesis until he saw James j. Andrews, 
the leader, hang from a gallows (a mile and a half from the 
center of the city on Peachtree Street). Fuller was also packing 
the remaining State papers out of Atlanta. 

Lieutenant L. B. McFarland, Adjutant of the Atlanta Post 
Headquarters, published an order forbidding the sale of all 
‘‘intoxicating liquors” in the city, “except under an order from 
these headquarters.” Confiscation and arrest were set as pen- 
alties for violation. 

“In the evening,” General French wrote, “1 was sitting on 
the fence enjoying my pipe watching the explosion of the shells, 
when who should ride up but Gen. M. Jeff Thompson, and he 
was invited to our quarters. I could not keep from laughing. I 
have an illustrated copy of the illustrious Don Quixote and here 
was a duplicate picture, or rather here before me was the Don 
himself, in form and features, and if Sancho had seen Jeff he 
would have called him ‘Master.’ He passed the night with us, 
entertaining us with his adventures in the West.” 

Later that same evening Graham left camp lor the pits. “.\nd 
at about midnight the enemy commenced on us with rifles and 
artillery and drove in one of our pic ket lines and then all cpiiet 
till daylight.” 
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AUGUST 18 

Hi The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“All last night the Yankees kept up a constant shelling of the 
city. The firing was steady and our batteries replied regularly 
during the night, but as daylight approached the cannonading 
on both sides became more furious, and, to use a common 
phrase, the shells came into the city as thick as hail, doing a 
great deal of damage to everything which lay in the section of 
the city which the enemy seemed to have a particular spite at, 
and has continued all day up to this writing, twelve o’clock at 
night. 

“Last night about 10 o’clock there was very heavy skirmish- 
ing on the left, which lasted for about two hours. The casual- 
ties on our side was very light, but is supposed to have been 
very hea\y on the enemy’s side. These beautiful moonlight 
nights are splendid for sharpshooting and skinnishing, and there 
is more (jr less skirmishing going on all along our lines every 
night. 

“\'ery heavy skinnishing and cannonading has been going 
on on the left all day and up to the present time of writing, 
and from indications will (ontinue until daylight. All the ad- 
vantages whi( h have been gained by cither army has been by 
our troops. It was thought at one time today that a general 
engagement had (ommenced but it has not up to this time, 
though it may come off tomorrow, as no one knows what the 
enemy may bring forth. Lverybody, both soldiers and citizens, 
are anxious lor the big light to take place, and when it does 
come, Sherman will sufler the greatest defeat that any Yankee 
Oeneral has sulfcred during the war. The longer the battle is 
delayed the stronger .Vtlanta will be. 

“We have received information of a raid on the Western & 
Atlantic Railroad, which struck the road at Etowah, burning 
the Etowah bridge aiul tearing up 29 mih.s of the railway. . . . 

“ rhere has been several persons wounded in the city today 



S26 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


by fragments of shells, but I have been unable to learn their 
names, though I will do so by the time I write you again.” 

(Pilgrim) 

At daylight, shells which chattered like freight trains over 
Sergeant Graham’s head, “stirred us up some but no one hurt.” 
The men then “commenced building cross the works to protect 
us from the fire. 

“Fine morning but at 7 cloudy with prospect of rain. Cleared 
off and went in to camp at 8. About daylight three men who 
left their rifle pits last night marched through the camp with 
placards on their backs with the words ‘left their picket post 
without cause.’ 

“There is also heavy cannoning on north sides and shells 
exploding every minute.” 

Nearby, Andy Rose fumed because he had received no mail. 

The day grew warm. 

Carrie Berry was conscious of the artillery, noting that, “when 
I woke this morning I thought the hole town would be torn up. 
The cannons were so near and so loud but we soon found out 
that it was our guns so we have ben vei 7 well and content all 
day.” 

At 10:15 A.M. Sherman sent a dispatch to Thomas: 

“General Barry says your big guns were ordered to stop 
firing as soon as the ammunition then on hand was exhausted. 
You understand of course that I have suspended the movement 
contemplated for tonight . . . keep the big guns going and dam- 
age Atlanta all that is possible.” 

Sam French recorded his belief that “the Yankees must be 
angry . . . because my batteries dared to wake them up with a 
few shells they raised— well— (I begin with a ‘VV’) and never 
ceased until 2 p.m. and they threw not less than 2,000 shot at us 
and accomplished nothing, only one shell went by accident 
through our house.” 

By 11:00 a.m. Sergeant Graham noted that “hell was raised 
on the right of the 15th Corps for a charge on the enemy pits 
and we immediately fell on our works. Shot and shell fell from 
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both sides for a half hour.’* Then Graham went back to help 
cook noqn dinner. 

At 11:55 A.M. Sherman telegraphed Thomas again; 

“Signal officer at Howard’s House reports at 10 a.m. a heavy 
cannonading for about half an hour previous in direction south 
20 degrees east from his position. Some of the shells burst over 
the northern part of Atlanta.” 

And at 1:15 p.m. Thomas replied: 

“The shots that go deep into the city are from 10-pounder 
Parrotts in General Ransom’s front.” 

“Jabez,” wrote the bookseller, S. P. Richards, “has just left 
us. He came to town on Monday to pack up and send off our 
stock of books etc. to Macon in a hired car. I got oft militia 
duty and we packed up the books in the store drawers, boxes, 
etc., but changed our minds about sending it off as we preferred 
going to Augusta if we move the stock at all and Jabez is going 
first to see if a store can be obtained there. It may be many a day 
before we see him again. The ‘Friend’ has been suspended now 
for six weeks and it is time it was going again. I wonder if I 
shall assist in its resumption. The future is very dark and un- 
certain, truly a sealed hook to our finite minds. But God reigns 
and the inhabitants of the earth are but as grasshoppers in his 
sight as far as their power and might are concerned.” 

From Macon, Dr. William P. Harden, surgeon-in-charge of 
the Fnipirc Hospital reestablished at nearby \'ineville, sent out 
a plea for rags. They were needed, he stated, for a special 
gangrene ward which ‘necessarily requires a large quantity of 
rags. Wc are in great need of them at this time. Fhcy will be 
most thankfully received from those who can spare them.” 

Kate Gumming arrived at Macon at four in the morning. 
After a few hours’ sleep in the depot hjtel, where she paid ten 
dollars for her room “and as much more for breakfast, she 
ailed on Dr. Stout, the director of hospitals, to find out where 
her hospital had relocated. 

She found the doctor “low-spirited” at the thought of the 
sick and wounded being moved so far south in summer time, 
fearing the heat would be “deleterious” to them. He then re- 
vealed that her hospital was in Americus, seventy miles to the 
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southwest, and just as close to Opelika, her hometown. Since 
the train did not leave until morning, she called on a friend. 
Dr. Cannon, hoping he could recommend a boarding house. 

“His two daughters were with him, and were keeping house 
in two rooms, refugee style; one of the rooms was parlor, bed- 
room and dining-room, the other a kind of dressing room. It 
astonished me to see how wel^ everybody manages nowadays; 
they put up with inconveniences as if they had been used to 
them all their lives. The war seems to have raised the minds 
of many above common every-day annoyances. Dr. C. insisted 
on us remaining with his family and as Mrs. W. was halt sick, 
and we were both worn out, we were only too thankful to 
accept the kind invitation. The family seem to be perfectly 
happy, as much so, I expect, as they ever were in their home in 
Tennessee. I shall never forget the cup of coffee I drank there; 
it put me in mind of New Orleans. 

“Dr. Nagle and an officer who is stationed at Andersonville, 
where the prisoners are kept, spent the evening with us. The 
prisoners and their behavior was the princ ipal topic of conversa- 
tion, and from all we could learn we did not like the prospect of 
being so near them. (Americus is 10 miles below Andersonville.) 
This officer informed us that no less than a hundred died daily. 
He said they were the most desperate set of men that he had 
ever seen. There are two parties among them, the black re- 
publicans and the copperheads and they often have desperate 
fights, and kill each other. This officer said it was revolting to 
be near such men and did not like his position.” 

By supper, Carrie Berry concluded, “we have had less shells 
today than we have had in a week.” 

But, at the same time, (rraham noted that “the same scare 
took place again.” A soldier badly wounded in the back 
was brought into camp and as the constant build-up of the 
picket firing gave promise of a “noisy night.” 

Into the Provost Marshal (General’s ollice walked the Federal 
scout, J. Milton Glass, just returned from a visit to the city. 
The Provost summarized Class’s report and dispatched it to 
Sherman: 

“Went into Atlanta past our left flank at l.‘5th instant; saw 
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one brigade of Martin's division of cavalry between the cem- 
etery and Decatur . . . did not see or hear of any reserves along 
their lines; says their lines are very thin. The country between 
the enemy and Fairburn is open; nothing there but a few 
cavalry pickets and scouts. Saw large squads of negroes along 
the railroad from East Point to Fairburn, felling timber and 
throwing up breastworks . . . says that a large block of buildings 
near the center of Marietta and Woodley Streets w?^ fired by 
our shells Saturday night and destroyed. The buildings con- 
tained cotton and a large drug store. Another building in same 
part of town was destroyed Sunday evening. Visited several 
camps. The men appear to have plently of rations and foraging 
from day to day, but there is no supply on hand.” 


AVGUST 19 


KB Richmond Sentinel 

A tlujita— I here was hea\y artillery firing on the center last 
night. I'his morning the enemy's batteries in front of the city 
opened a hea\y lire, whidi exceeded anything yet witnessed. A 
forty-two pounder Sawyer shell exploded in a house, killing 
('aptain Jarson, ol the 14th Texas cavalry. Two children and 
sexeral ladies were wounded. No lurlhei damage ivas done. 

HI Atlanta Appeal 

“Another 1^1 hours passed, with c’omparati\'ely little disturb- 
'’iKe from the enemy. tew shells were occasionally thrown in- 
to our midst during the day yesterday, anc4 during the night 
a slow but regular lire was kept up. 1 he enemy seemed to be 
operating with only a single gun, which was fired about every 
ir> minutes. We have luard ol no personal injuries sustained. 

‘Tor se\eial days and nights good order has prevailed in the 
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city, at least as much as could be expected under the circum- 
stances. The stragglers have nearly all been picked up and taken 
to their commanders, and the effect of their absence is ap- 
parent. We again advise our citizens to refuse to feed the few 
that continue to prowl around, and their necessities will soon 
drive them to the trenches, where they ought to be, and where 
they will be well fed.” 

■I The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“During one of the intensely hot days of last week more than 
300 sick and wounded Yankees died at Andersonville. We 
thank Heaven for such blessings. . . . 

“We find that this would make 1800 feet equal to 600 yards 
or more than a quarter of a mile of dead Yankees. . . . 

“To bury them side by side would require a trench 600 feet 
long equal to 200 yards, 7 feet wide and live feet deep. 

It would require 120 men to dig the giaves . . . 200 carpenters 
to make boxes ... 25 wagons to haul them. . . . 

“To the funeral cortege we will allow, for charity’s sake, 
0000000000 mourners.” 

■I The Neiu York Times 

, “It was telegraphed last week to all the country newspapers, 
as an item of considerable importance, that one of our con- 
temporaries in this city had received intelligence from Wash- 
ington ‘that Sherman’s success at Atlanta was not at all prob- 
lematical.’ . . . Sherman’s success at Atlanta is ‘problematical’ 
and decidedly ‘problematical.’ All military operations are ‘prob- 
lematical,’ that is to say the issue of them is never certain. 

“Everything about war is uncertain, and proverbially un- 
certain. ‘ T he Fortune of War’ has, in all ages, bc(‘n regarded 
as the most fickle and inconstant of all the gods. It the public 
would only keep this ((instantly in mind, as it ought, we should 
have fewer of these terrible fits of despondency, into which we 
all plunge after each of our reverses and disappointments. 

“In all speculations about Atlanta, it must not be forgotten 
that Sherman, so far from having no ‘problem’ before him is 
really engaged in the solution of the most dillicult prolilem of war 
—the forcing of an entrenched camp, open in the rear and 
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defended by a large army. It is an operation in which he has 
already ,^several times succeeded and there is the strongest pos- 
sibility that he will succeed again, but there is no certainty. It 
is only when a place is ‘invested* that is, surrounded ou every 
side, that its capture is, in a military sense, sure. . . . 

“Probably the most hopeful indication at Atlanta at pres- 
ent is the enormous force of militia which, according to South- 
ern accounts, the rebels are collecting at that place. Militia' in 
Georgia means very old men, and sickly men, and very young 
boys and such fighting material may be pronounced as worse 
than worthless, when opposed to such an army as Sherman’s. 
They are useless for attack in the open field, they defend works 
very feebly; they sicken and die very fast when exposed to the 
hardships of war, and they eat as much and require as much 
food and ammunition as veterans of a hundred battles, and they 
are peculiarly liable to panic in action. We do not think much 
of our Northern militia, when embodied, like that of Pennsyl- 
vania, in the actual presence of the enemy; but bad as it is, it is a 
corps d*elite compared to the unfortunates whom Gov. Brown 
is now dragging to the fray.” 

It was a bright, warm Friday morning. Sergeant Graham, 
after an early breakfast, was detailed “on fatigue duty, cutting 
timber and building a bridge.” While he was on this duty, and 
hardly before tlie beads of sweat had begun to stand out on his 
forehead and shoulders, “a yell was made by our men and a 
charge made. Shells flying and musketry rolling for one hour 
when all was quiet. A shot struck a tree in camp and cut it in 
the middle but it did not fall ’ 

During this time, Brigadier General Grenville Dodge, com- 
manding the 16th Corps, exposed iumself to enemy fire by 
walking far out into the skirmish line. He had wanted a better 
look not only at the Confederates' defenses but at the rooftops of 
Atlanta. They had been silhouetted tantalizingly close over the 
treetops for weeks. 

A sharpshooter, hidden in a vidette pit, obscured by twigs and 
logs, aimed for the generaFs head— and hit him. The bullet 
deflected over his forehead and plowed a furrow through his 
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scalp, leaving the general apparently dead. But while the news- 
paper correspondents filed his obituaries, surgeons in an ad- 
vanced hospital looked him over and decided he would recover. 

Fenwick Hedley, noting that his 32d Illinois Infantry had 
‘‘demonstrated,” observed that “Schofield does not seem to be 
able to reach the railroad.” 

Within the Confederate lines, Taylor Beatty, too, was think- 
ing about the railroad. He wondered if Wheeler would cut it 
in Sherman’s rear. “If he succeeds as well as report says I think 
it will cause Sherman to fall back. If he does a peace candidate 
will be nominated on the 29th at Chicago. If this is done, there 
will be a glimmering of peace. As yet, I sec no prospects for 
anything but a long war. ... I am not as sanguine as most people 
seem to be about peace. Another assault on our lines Virginia 
—on North side of James has been disastrously repulsed— just 
as the one on the 6 inst. at Petersburg. W^e have rumors this 
evening that a Yankee raid 3,000 strong has cut the Macon 
road again. On the last raids we captured about 3,000. Hope we 
may be able to destroy this also.” 

Not a day had gone by, it seemed to David Conyngham, 
without skirmishing, artillery duels, assault and repulse, all 
making up the amalgam of a “regular siege.” The rather short, 
good-natured Federal soldier-correspondent wrote: 

“Like another Troy, the enemy fought outside their walls 
and intrenchments, and many an amusing combat took place, 
particularly between the skirmishers. I have often seen a rebel 
and a Federal soldier making right for the same rifie-pit, their 
friends on both sides loudly cheering them on. As they would 
not have time to fight, they reserved their fire until they got into 
the pit, when woe betide the laggard, for the other was sure to 
pop him as soon as he got into cover. Sometimes they got in to- 
gether, and then came the tug of war; for they fought for pos- 
session with their bayonets and closed fists. In some t ases, how- 
ever, they made a truce, and took joint possession of it. 

“It was no unusual thing to sec our pickets and skirmishers 
enjoying themselves very comfortably with the rebels, drinking 
bad whiskey, smoking and chewing worse tobacco, and trading 
coffee and other little articles. The rebels had no coffee, and our 
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men plenty, while the rebels had plenty of whiskey; so they 
very soon came to an understanding. It was strange to see these 
men, who had been just pitted in deadly conflict, trading, and 
bantering, and chatting, as if they were the best friends in the 
world. They discussed a battle with the same gusto they would a 
cock-light, or horse-race, and made inquiries about their friends, 
as to who was killed, and who not, in the respective armies. 
Friends that have been separated for years have met in this way. 
Brothers who parted to try their fortune have often met on 
the picket line, or on the battle-field. I once met a German 
soldier with the head of a dying rebel on his lap. The stern 
veteran was weeping, whilst the boy on his knee looked pity- 
ingly into his face. They were speaking in German, and from 
iny poor knowledge of the language, all I could make out was, 
that they were brothers; that the elder had tome out here 
several years before; the younger followed him, and being in- 
formed that he was in Macon, he went in search of him, and 
got conscripted; while the elder brother, who was in the north 
all the time, joined our army. The young boy was scarcely 
twenty, with light hair, and a soft, fair complexion. The pallor 
of death was on his brow, and the blood was flowing from his 
breast, and gurgled in his throat and mouth, which the other 
wiped away with his handkerchief. When he could speak, the 
dying youth’s conversation was of the old home in Germany, of 
his brotlicrs and sisters, and dear father and mother, who were 
never to see him again. 

“In those improvised truces, the best possible faith was 
observed by the men. These truces were brought about chiefly 
in the following manner. A rebel, who Avas heartily tired of his 
crippled pt)sition in his pit, would call out, 1 say, Yank!* 

“ Well, Johnny Reb,’ would echo fi jin another hole or tree. 

“ I’m going lo put out my head; don’t shoot.’ 

“ ‘Well, I won’t.’ 

“The reb avouIcI pop up his head; the Yank would do the 
same. 

“ ‘Hain’t you got any coffee, Johnny?’ 

“ ‘Na’r a bit, but plenty of rot-gut.* 

“ ‘All right; Ave’ll lune a trade.* 
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“They would meet, while several others would follow the 
example, until there would be a regular bartering mart estab- 
lished. In some cases the men would come to know each other 
so well, that they would often call out,— 

“ Took out, reb; we*re going to shoot,' or Took out, Yank, 
we're going to shoot,’ as the case may be. 

“On one occasion the men were holding a friendly reunion 
of this sort, when a rebel major came down in a great fury, and 
ordered the men back. As they were going back, he ordered 
them to fire on the Federals. They refused, as they had made 
a truce. The major swore and stormed, and in his rage he 
snatched the gun from one of the men, and fired at a Federal 
soldier, wounding him. A cry of execration at such a breach of 
faith rose from all the men, and they called out, ‘Yanks, we 
couldn’t help it.’ At night these men deserted into our lines, 
assigning as a reason, that they could not with honor serve any 
longer in an army that thus violated private truces . . . the rebels 
seemed to lose heart altogether, and the desertions were very 
numerous. While on the Chattahoochee, a camp of rebel con- 
scripts on the Hendersonville road, seven miles from Atlanta, 
was abandoned, and nearly five hundred of them came into our 
lines. 

“As I have said before, we had now settled clown to a regular 
siege, pounding away at the beleaguered city on every side. 
Hood had his intrenchments and forts garrisoned with militia, 
convalescents, and some worthless conscripts, and had kept the 
veteran troops on hand to operate when required; they, having 
the arc of a circle to act on, could hurriedly move from point 
to point. 

“Our heavy shelling was regularly replied to by the enemy, 
whe:) revealed some heavy guns. I weighed one prcqectile; it 
weighed sixty-four pounds. It had plunged in among our tents 
at General Thomas J. Wood’s headquarters, but fortunately 
did not burst, but made a regular fuss and a scare, kicking up 
a whole lot of puddle; in fact, conducting itself like a miniature 
volcano.” 

Kate Gumming was sent to the Macon depot in an ambulance. 
The train arrived almost on schedule and then chugged south. 
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with few stops, the twenty-six miles to Fort Valley, the loca- 
tion of the Gamble and Buckner hospitals — where the Union 
spy, who had masqueraded as a woman, was being questioned. 
Kate recorded: 

“There we saw a few familiar faces. The train remained 
about a half an hour at Andersonville, so we had time for a good 
view of the prisoners’ quarters. I must say that my antipathy for 
prison life was anything but removed by the sight. My heart 
sank within me at seeing so many human beings crowded so 
closely together. I asked a gentleman near why we had so many 
in one place. He answered that we would not have men enough 
to guard them were they scattered. O, how I thought of him who 
is the cause of all this woe on his fellow-countrymen— Abraham 
Lincoln. What kind of a heart can he have, to leave these poor 
wretches here? It is truly awful to think about. 

“But, as sure as there is a just God, his day of reckoning will 
come for the crimes of which he has been guilty against his own 
countrymen alone. To think of how often we have begged for 
exchange: but this unfeeling man knows what a terrible punish- 
ment it is for our men to be in northern prisons, and how valu- 
able every one of them is to us. For this reason he sacrifices 
thousands of his own. May Heaven help us all! But war is 
terrible.” 

Later in the day, she finally reached her destination— Amer- 
icus— “quite a large village . . . the weather is very warm,” 

Dyer was visiting Andersonville, admittedly from “curiosity.” 
The first fact which puzzled the hospital purchasing agent was 
the very name: 

“It would take a big stretch of the imagination to discover 
any town. A railroad depot and platform, the quartermaster’s 
store hospital, a few shanties, for the >.ificers, and guards, and 
the prison pen were all the signs of a town to be seen and these 
u’ere surrounded by a big pine forest. 

“But being more interested in the prison and prisoners than 
in anything else I devoted my whole attention to them. I ar- 
rived on the morning train and was present when rations were 
issued. I discovered that the prisoners received the same allow- 
ance as our soldiers in the field, who were then on half rations. 
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The only difference being that we were issued cornmeal while 
the prisoners drew cornbread of like quantity. In this they had 
the advantage as we had no skillets and had to bake our 
‘Johnny’ cakes on slabs split out of pine trees and by the time 
the baking was done the corncake and rosin were pretty well 
mixed. But that was all right when we got used to it and then it 
was healthy. 

“The prison stockade inclosed about thirty acres ol ground 
situated in the end of a beautiful valley some two hundred yards 
wide and surrounded on three sides by heavily wooded hills. 
A stream of clear water fed by a spring ran diagonally across the 
prison near the south end, which with the ( leanly appearance 
of every part of the grounds gave it— to an outsider— an ap- 
pearance of comfort. 

“The only drawback was the absence of shelter of any kind 
from the hot sun and to the thirty thousand prisoners inside 
these walls this was the worst punishment they had to endure. 
They only had their little ‘flies’ (or as we tailed them ‘dog 
tents’) holding two men, under which they would crawl in the 
heat of the day only, to suffer almost as iniuh as if out in the 
sun and contrac t the naturally resultant diseases of this manner 
of living. The wonder is that the mortality was not greater than 
it was and indeed it appears large enough as on the day I was 
there one hundred and twenty were buried. Ibit this day I 
learned was a record breaker. Had the [)iisoiiers been treated 
as badly by the prison managers as they were given credit tor 
by some prejudiced and irresponsible writers nearly the whole 
lot would be planted right now’ on the .Vndersoiu ille hills. 
But everything was done that (ould be done to ameliorate their 
condition. The sick were cared for in the hospitals as well as our 
own and had their owm nurses to boot. I hose w ho were giow'ing 
weak were marched in large .sejuads out into the woods to gel 
exercise and rest in the shade. 

“Fruit and vegetables were furnished them to prevent scurvy, 
in fact everything possible was done to alleviate their suffering. 
The Confederate authorities offered to allcnv the Federal gov- 
ernment to send its own surgeons, medic ines and provisions and 
administer them themselves, at the same time pleading for an 
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exchange of prisoners and even sending a delegation of the 
prison^s to Washington to beg their government to relieve 
them in this way. This delegation was refused a hearing and 
had to return to prison and despair.” 

In Atlanta, Carrie Berry’s day had been marked by departure. 

Auntie went down to (Grandpa’s this morning and I missed 
her so much. That is the only place I had to run to. I have ben 
knitting on my stocking some today and sewing suine today.” 

Sergeant William Graham was back on picket duty. His com- 
mand advanced the picket line and took a new pit near the 
enemy.” The night turned “rainy and cool,” but Graham could 
not roll up in his blanket. Midnight approached and passed, the 
firing stabbed the darkness, spasmodically, the rain drops beat 
down, and he crouched there in the mud— waiting. 


ArorsT 20 

H The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“The tollo\\ ino oITu ial dispatch was addressed to Major Dawson: 

“ 'Atlanta. August raid this morning on our left, in the 

direction of Fairburn— supposed to be intended for the Macon 
Road. 

F. A. Shoup 
Chief of Staff’ ” 

■I Ricinnond Sentinel 

“From intimations in Georgia papers we expect to hear good 
news from Sherman’s army very soon. To cut his communica- 
tions so far from his base of supplies will be fatal to him.” 

■I Cincinnati Commercial 

''One and a half tniles Southuest of tMst Point— \x. present 
the situation is greatly devoid of interest, except when regarded 
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prophetically. The army has at length stretched its great length 
about ‘the doomed city,* extending itself to the utmost extent; 
and yet the enemy confront us the entire length— nearly four- 
teen miles— with a defiant line, of whatever strength, and the 
huge walls of their earth and timber still keep at bay all our 
thrusts and passes at Atlanta. Not only this but, as I have said 
previously, their lines extend beyond our own to, and probably 
around East Point, and behind this, in comparative safety, their 
railroad pulsates with the bread and bacon of life to the rebel 
armies and we have not yet been able to raid it in two so that 
it would stay thus. 

“Since reaching the confines of Atlanta, the rebels have grown 
strangely profuse of their artillery in comparison with their 
former caution and reserve. Of solid shot they throw more than 
we, and of shells fully as many. The former, in the circum- 
stances which surround us, are particularly pestiferous. When 
aimed at the works (and the rebel gunners have grown fear- 
fully accurate in their aim) they demolished them much more 
effectually than shells, and imperil the men in trenches by throw- 
ing down upon them the ‘headlogs’ and other timbers of the 
works. Besides this, our men are compelled to camp, almost with- 
out interruption, in dense woods, and the rebels know well that 
by smashing those balls through the thick trees, they can harrass 
us almost without limit with falling limbs and jagged splinters. 

“It is described to me as something absolutely infernal to be 
compelled to pass a clear, moonlit night in a tent near the line 
in woods through which these howling devils go thwacking 
among the trees, battering limbs promiscuously, and sometimes 
sweeping low enough to rake through a whole row of tents. An 
officer of the 11th Ohio told me that as he lay one night, sleep- 
less in his tent, listening to the shot which came every fifteen 
minutes, he heard a solid ball strike a tree over another regi- 
ment, and glancing from it, pass through the tent of a poor fel- 
low who, wearing with long watching on the skirmish line, was 
sleeping, despite the noise, and carrying away his leg, plunge 
deep into the ground. The unfortunate man uttered a long, 
moaning wail, which told his startled comrades of his intense 
agony, but after a few repetitions, it grew feebler and feebler, 
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and almost before the next missile arrived, his plaintive cries 
were silenced forever-Such is a single glimpse into the chilling 
terrors which are strewn through all this bloody siege of At- 
lanta. 

“From their great siege guns, the rebels throw many 84- 
pound shells into our lines, and to these we cannot reply in 
kind. A majority of them never burst, but are carried off by 
the boys as trophies; but the peculiar deep-voiced ‘n-o-o-o-o-o’ 
has a demoralizing effect on the nerves. S’bloodI how it makes 
one’s blood thick about his liver, and his knees grow suddenly 
weak! The smaller shells, however, are more dangerous, since 
they give less warning of their approach, and almost invariably 
burst. The miseries to which these missiles have reduced our 
lads arc set in a ludicrous and, at the same time, pathetic light 
by the remark of a veteran, when comparing with his comrades 
their respective experiences in campaigning, that 'he never be- 
fore had to build breastworks to cook behind.’ It is a thing 
greatly affecting a man’s happiness when he is compelled not 
only to sleep, but also to cook and eat in a strictly horizontal 
position.’’ 

The Reverend W. T. Hall, chaplain of the 30th Mississippi 
Regiment, completed and sealed one of a growing number of 
letters he had written in recent days. 

“It is my painful duty,’’ he told Mr. Newberry in Coffeeville, 
Mississippi, “to inform you of the death of your son (Thomas 
Jefferson) a member of the 29th Miss. Regt. I presume, how- 
ever, that it will l)c a satisfaction to you and your family to 
know by letter what you will necessarily learn in some way. 
Your son fell in the discharge of his duty to his country. He 
was on picket duty when the fatal shou (a rifle ball) struck him. 
As far as I know he was killed instantly. His body was brought 
back to the field liospital and intered [sic] as respectably as the 
circumstances would allow. He lies near the West Point Rail 
Road about four miles from Atlanta. This giave is marked by a 
board bearing his name. I wish that I was able to offer you such 
consolation as a friend and acquaintance might be able to sug- 
gest. I trust that the Lord may sustain you by his Grace.” 
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At daylight, “north lines commenced to blaze away and kept 
it up all through morning. Rainy day, in the middle of mud 
and pit all day.“ It was, Graham continued, “very disagreeable.” 

Colonel Taylor Beatty was also impressed by the cloudburst 
of the previous night, “the first we fiave had in five or six days.” 
He received reports that the Confederate forces had captured 
“1500 of the Yankee raiders, that 300 others escaped around our 
right. They burned a little town called Jonesboro, about 20 
miles from here.” 

And Rufus Mead of Connecticut wrote from “near Atlanta” 
to his “Dear Folks at Home,” though he had been without mail 
for three days, “owing to the track being torn up near Dalton, 
but now the train comes again, and as it brought a mail I sup- 
pose it will take mine out tomorrow. On my regular day I wrote 
on the 15th just about the time of the raid, and it may possibly 
get lost but I can’t hear as any mail was lost, so I guess it has 
gone safely. 

“\Ve are here yet, neither losing or gaining ground as I 
know of, but I hear other (orps aie gaining little on our right. 
It is pretty e\ident the Rebs are determined to hold Atlanta 
as long as possible and as they are so strongly loriiiied it will 
be a long time probably before we get there, ^’oll must not be 
over anxious to hear of our being in tliere. (ieneral Sherman 
knows what he is at, I think, at least I am willing to trust him 
a while longer at least. I find I had built my hopes too high. We 
are now in about the same situation as (irant is, i.e. can’t get 
any further and don’t want to go back although ilie campaign 
ought to be over and troops Itave rest. We hear good news from 
Mobile but hardly venture to believe it yet, only hope it is true, 
as it concerns us considerably, 

“I feel quite anxious to hear how Conn. Iills her cjuota, and 
especially the town of Redding. I hope not by draft, though 
there are some I want tcj see sent out. 

“I am sorry the Presidential election comes off this fall. I 
fear that our want of decided victories will have a tendency 
in encourage the enemies cjf the Administration and possibly 
defeat Uncle Abe, though I can’t hardly believe that yet. 

“I occasionally get a N. Y. Herald and any one would think 
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by that, that Old Abe was the most ignorant, tyrannical and con- 
temptiMe president we ever had & his Cabinet all either knaves 
or fools. Of course it don’t effect me, but I trouble to think how 
widely circulated & how pernicious an influence that priper al- 
ways has exerted. 

“The weather is very favorable yet but we had a rainbow 
this morning and today it has showered several times. A forty 
days rain might suit you but I can’t say as I desire it very much, 
but I won’t borrow trouble yet a while. As I wrote before 1 am 
on duty now and perfectly well, have issued rations for 3 days 
to come except fresh beef tomorrow night. Now for wants. 

“Two pair of woolen socks— if you have to buy them get small 
ones I can get them of the QM but Govt socks have a good deal 
of floss or something that wears up loose so in 3 or 4 weeks they 
are worn out. 

“By the way cant you put in a little candy in them. You 
know I haveiit had any now in most fi months Sc I think a little 
would taste good. 

“The paper, envelopes, towels, shirts, thread, pins slippers 
and boots have not come yet, but I suppose will in a short time. 

“I want you to keep an account and see if they cost more than 
the S12 that Cfovmt allows me for clothing. I am not going to 
draw any thing this year. Have you heard from Lt Titus or the 
$10, he was to send you Let me know when you do? All the 
Bethel boys are well Your ever afft Son Brother.” 

Carrie Berry had heard shells all day, “they have nor been 
hitting very close to us hut they have been giving them to Uncle 
Markham. He like to had his house burnt up by one passing 
through the house and set some cotton on fire which they had 
layed on the (lore. I expect if they had ben at home some of 
them would have ben hurt.” 

Kate Cumming t\)und mail awaiting her in Americus. One 
letter was from an ex-patient now bivouacked ‘ 11 miles west 
of Atlanta.” She concluded that the letters revealed that “with 
all our retreating our soldiers arc* not down-hearted. Soldier 
“)’* informed her that “the Yankees ar'* broken of charging 
rebel breastworks. I'hcy keep shelling all the time; but thanks be 
to God, dierc is not much damage done. It is astonishing to see 



342 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


two armies drawn up confronting each other for hours and 
hours; everything is as still as a mouse, when all at once, men 
rush to arms. Then commences the booming of artillery and the 
heavy roar of musketry. 

“This kind of fighting has been going on for the last 86 or 87 
days, more or less, much to the detriment of Sherman and his 
hirelings. Poor old Sherman! he has had a hard road to travel, 
and in my opinion he will never reach Atlanta, as long as 
Sergeant Hood intends keeping him out. . . . 

“On the 26th or 27th, I have forgotten which. General Hood 
issued orders for every man on the line to have a musket in his 
hands, excepting only those who were needed to work the guns 
of artillery. 

“I took a musket, and on the 28th the Yankees pitched into 
our pickets, and such anotlier cheering and rattling of small 
arms I never heard for picketing. I gathered up my ammuni- 
tion and took my gun and ran into the ditch along side of the 
infantry, expecting the Yankees to charge, but it was only a feint 
on their part. 

“The sound of small arms to me has become monotonous.” 


AUGUST 21 


Hi The New York Times 

“It is ‘advance the skirmish line and take up a new position,’ 
‘deploy the lines and hold the ridge,’ ‘refuse the ilank,’ ‘make 
a demonstration and cover the advance,’ ‘reconnoiter and fall 
back,’ and all that, from the beginning of the day to the end 
thereof. If there is one thing more than another which is odious 
and exasperating, it is to be compelled to make daily note of the 
petty jangles and frictions of two large armies facing each other 
in the woods, and endeavoring each to get the better of the 
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other, without getting in the way of the bullets or spilling 
blood, yhe extreme length of this campaigpi and the numerous 
hard knocks which the armies have dealt out, at one time and 
another, upon each other, have produced a spirit of caution 
which will permit nothing to be done on hazard, or at least 
without the closest possible previous calculation. The contest 
has become that of two trained and wary giants of an hundred 
watchful eyes, sore and smarting from continued batterings, 
and making a thousand feints and passes before venturing the 
solid thrust which comes straight from the shoulder. Before 
every suspicious piece of woods, the cannon sit down and sound 
its depths carefully before men are sent in; skirmishers push 
about everywhere, beating all bushes, and when they have come 
into line, they lie for days in position glaring at each other from 
behind trees and fences, and rocks, before a regular advance 
is attempted. All this is well, because necessary, but it is very 
slow. . . . 

“As a clue to the whole series of operations for the past week 
or two it is perhaps not too early to say that the aim is simply 
and alone to get possession of the railroad between Atlanta and 
East Point. This gives meaning and point to the whole business, 
else so muddled and senseless. This accomplished, and all the 
effort and sacrifice of these many days is fully repaid, for failure 
in this is a failure to take Atlanta— a failure in everything. Right 
there l^efore us . . . beats this gieat artery of life to the rebel 
city ... so long as the whetted knile of Federal expectation is 
held back from severing this jugular of treason, so long is de- 
layed the hour when it shall utterly consume the whole re- 
bellious carcass.” 

■I Columbus Enquirer (Georgia) 

‘ Geii. Hood is putting guns into the hands of every avail- 
able man connected with the army. All of the cooks have been 
armed and returned to their respective commands, and the 
negroes connected wdth the army have been employed in that 
capacity. Quartermasters and commissaries have been made to 
disgorge the many superfluous men in their departments, sui- 
geons, also. The result is that the army has received a consider- 
able reiufort ement. In Claytons division alone the number of 
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new men returned from the cooking detachments reached 300 
which at this time is considered a good regiment. The increase 
from the cooks alone will reach 4,000 clFective men. 

“But Gen. Hood does not stop there. He has ordered the 
arming of every artillerist except from No. I to No. 4 who are 
absolutely necessary to handle a piece: thus this source of in- 
crease will be obtained amounfing to near 3.000 men. I must 
say, however, that the order converting artillery into infantry 
caused considerable fluttering among the battery boys. True, 
many of them take the thing quite easy, being perfectly willing 
to serve the country in this critical juncture in any capacity that 
will aid in the overthrow of Sherman and his ‘Hessians.’ . . . 

“I am proud to say thousands of Georgians are responding to 
the last call of Gov. Brown. If a general engagement can be 
delayed one week longer, and the enemy retain their present 
position, Sherman and his army will he routed. 

“Sherman does not manifest a disposition to shell Atlanta. . . . 

“Large cjuantities of tobacco continue to he unearthed and 
brought forth from its liiding places in and aiound Atlanta, 
which Gen. Hood promptly impresses lor the use ot the army. 
There is no doubt but what the ownets thought that Atlanta 
would be e\acuated, and then they and their tobacco would 
fall into the embrace of the Yankees.” 

Thomas McCauley, an orderly seigeant formerly with the 
14th New York ('.avalry, arrived in the Union lines at 1 1 :00 
the previous night with a saga ol imprisonment and escape 
extending o\er a year since his capture in T ennessee. Conlined 
first in Libby Prison, Richmond, McCauley was translerred to 
Andersoin ille, from which he evc-ntually escapcxl, with lour 
other men, by digging a sixty five -loot long tunnel. 

Weeks ot struggling thiough swamps and woods, huntc*d liy 
dogs and shot at by pickets, led to the wounding of his compan- 
ions and liis ultimate capture. Returned to Andersonville, he 
was manac led with a sixty-foin pound cannon ball on one leg, 
and a thii ty-two-pound ball on the other. I lowc ver, he obtained 
a file, and once more set himself free. 

Recaptured at Macem, while saddling a horse on which he 
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hoped to make a dash north, he was again escorted back to An- 
dersonWIle, under heavy guard. 

“You damned Yankee son-of-a-biu h!“ the Andersonville 
guards swore at him, “try to escape did you? AVe’ll Fix y(u!!“ 

This time he was chained firmly to six other prisoners. And 
again he filed his way to freedom. His captors unexpectedly 
gave up. They offered him his parole. But at three o’clock of 
the afternoon on which he was to be set free, not convinced of 
the sincerity of the promise, he obtained a Confederate uniform 
and left for Macon with a group of conscripts. 

By the end of July, the adventurous Sergeant McCauley, a 
Tower rifle— Confederate issue— in his hands, was helping man 
the inner defenses of Atlanta— and in the embarrassing position 
of aiming his sights at his own forces. To his horror, two of his 
trench buddies were among those who had aided in his capture 
after his first escape from Andersonville. A third was a former 
guard at the dread prison camp. However, none of the three 
recogni/ed him. 

At lour o’clock one morning early in August, he crept un- 
observed out of the breastwewks and walked across the city. He 
louncl the streets were so full of idlers, stragglers, and soldiers 
winding up a boisterous twenty-four-hour pass that no one chal- 
lenged him. 

He boarded a train to Fast Point, his undoing. Suspicious 
railroad police arrested him and took him before the Provost 
Mar shal. Again M( ('auley talked his way c'mt of return to An- 
dei son\ illc*— and, thi.> time, a possible noose- and v\as returned 
lo the Atlanta trenches with a warning against straggling in the 
iuiure— “ The South needs ever' man in this hour!” 

But McCauley’s luck, courage, and chugged determination pre- 
vailc'd. Without, he said, ever once having to fire his rifle to- 
waids f ederal positions, he arrived among the Ibrion skirmish- 
ers on the Marietta road— and identified himself. 

It was nen an easy story to believe, but the Federal Adjutant 
was conv im ecl. l ire c orrc'spondc'nt lor the ]\ Std), for 

one, deciclc'd it was one of the greatest adventures he had Ireard 
in a long time and .soon was puttiirg it down on paper. 

Meanwhile, the dismal rain in Atlanta continued into the 
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morning. The trenches were reminiscent of the muddy broth of 
June while the city itself became studded with myriad puddles 
—the shell holes in streets, sidewalks, and yards. Citizens could 
not walk half a block without being splattered by passing wag- 
ons. The smells of dusty brick, oozing earth, uncarted garbage, 
and— always— horses hung in a damp miasma from one extremity 
of Atlanta to the other. 

It was a day that did not raise the spirits of the glum, hungry 
populace. The music boxes that people sometimes wound on 
Sundays rested silent on mantlepieces. Should the children at- 
tempt to turn the keys, the strains of the most familiar of all— 
“Home Sweet Home”— was enough to evoke tears. 

The Berrys prepared dinner of onion stew (Carrie’s least favor- 
ite vegetable) to be eaten in the cellar. Zuie was still sick. She 
shivered in the dampness. 

‘‘It was a dark, rainy morning,” wrote Carrie, ‘‘and we thought 
we would have a quiet Sunday but we were disappointed. Papa 
says that we will have to move downtown somewhere. Our cellar 
is not safe.” 

There was no thought of church this Sunday, though in some 
respects it was a relief to Carrie. She had often noted in her 
diary how annoying it was when people would sit in church and 
stare at her. 

Many of the enveloping Federal forces, including Graham, 
were issued dog tents “for the first time.” The soldiers wondered 
whether this was because of the rain, and the approach of fall 
with its cooler nights— or because Sherman had despaired of 
marching into Atlanta for many more months to come. 

On the picket line there was hea\y musket firing, with “many 
rifle balls flying through the camp . . . but no one svas hurt 
today as yet.” Union batteries barked spasmodic ally behind the 
advanced lines and, strangely, there was no reply from the Con- 
federates. This caused some optimism in men whose spirits were 
as sodden as their uniforms. 

While the Berrys remained in their cellar eating onion stew, 
a sprinkling of inhabitants and defenders of Atlanta did attend 
church, including S. P. Richards, Joe Semmes, and Captain 
Tom Key. 
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“I went to Epis. Church this morning,” Richards wrote, “as 
it was r|ither wet, Sallie did not go. Yesterday for the third time 
only the shells went by our house, and a fragment fell in our 
back yard. A large one entered our back store door on Friday 
and bursting as it passed through the floor, tore up the latter 
pretty badly. It is said that about twenty lives have been de- 
stroyed by these terrible missiles, since the enemy began to 
throw them into the city. It is like living in the milst of a pes- 
tilence, no one can tell but he may be the next victim. The news 
is that the enemy have cut tlie railroads again, and also, we are 
told that our cavalry has certainly cut off Sherman’s communi- 
cations by destroying the road and bridges and blowing up the 
Tunnell We do not know what to believe.” 

Tom Key, the Battery Commander, revisited Trinity Church 
and listened to the Reverend Haygood preach again. He noticed 
a number of soldiers in the pews though the general attendance 
seemed smaller than on the previous Sunday. He attributed the 
attendance of the soldiers to the fact that it was a rainy morning 
and church offered one of the few shelters in Atlanta. 

Joe Semmes had received Eo’s “charming letter” of August 7 
on Thursday, “just after the Yankee raid was known to have 
struck our railroads; consequently I almost expected it would 
be the last from you for some time to come Thanks to God, how- 
ever, we have again frustrated the designs of the enemy and 
though they have torn up the roads in three places, we will have 
trains running over them again by night. For some 48 hours I 
felt very great uneasiness at the movement of the enemy, they 
were said to be some twenty miles in our rear with Cavalry and 
a strong force of Infantry and .i large force of our Cavalry being 
off on a raid to their rear, I was afraid they might do consider- 
able damage before we could preveiii. Geiil. Hood was, how- 
ever, equal to the emergency and so promptly checkmated them, 
that they have abandoned the roads and retreated. All sorts of 
rumors are current of the extent of damage done by our forces 
in the rear of the enemy, but we have little reliable information, 
the most we have coming from prisoners taken in front of At- 
lanta. This w'c know, that their communications have been seri- 
ously impaired but to what extent we have not learned. 
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“The enemy kept up a spiteful fire all night last night which 
did not prevent me from sleeping as soundly as though I was at 
home, but last Saturday night commencing about 8 o’clock and 
continuing until after sunrise Sunday morning they kept up a 
furious fire. Over 2.000 sliells were thrown into the city and it 
was really a beautiful sight to see so many shells coming through 
llie air at tlie same time, looking precisely like Meteors or shoot- 
ing stars. About midnight the lire was so hot at my quarters that 
I had to get up and vacate to another point 100 yards distant 
but after awhile I returned; the shells being as thick there as at 
my quarters. No one could sleep however and most everyone 
spent the night out ol doors. Rut one soldier was killed and sev- 
eral women and children killed and wounded. No soldiers are 
in the town, except occasionally and of ccnirse nearly all the 
fatalities are conlined to the few remaining residents. Many 
houses are stiiick and some in many places, and occasionally tlu* 
houses are set on (ire by the explosives. It is olien very ridicu- 
lous e\en amidst so much danger to witness some scenes that 
recur and hear the remarks made, some of the shells make a 
noise like a railioad train Hying through the air and are called 
‘through tcj Macon’ or ‘Augusta’ as they go sci earning overhead. 
They are only dangerous when they burst belore rc*ac hing us or 
when striking a building. Some sing ‘Ilibberty gibberty’ in a 
very loud and fc‘arful manner as they aie whirled along, and 
others again make a hissing noise and explode only on striking 
some (d)ject. 

“On Saturday night seven to nine batteries played upon every 
part of the city, shooting high o\er our works and light into the 
heart ol the ( ity, and yet the* ^'ankc*e piisoners when charged 
with it, swear they are shocking at our lines. Knough ol this das 
tardly business. 

“You ask if I go to mass and confession. On Assumption day, 
lath, I went to ( onlession, but having taken my usual drink of 
water, this morning 1 went again and also to communion. Until 
Sunday week I had no chance to go to mass since the week 
befcjre we left Dalton, though mass was sometimes said in some 
cjf the Divisions ol the Aimy loo remote lor me to attend. 

“I regret that I om has undertaken the journey to Louisiana, 
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and do not think he is aware of the perils and the exposure he 
will have to undergo. I hope he will not attempt to cross the 
river unless he has someone well acquainted with the country 
to accompany him. The vicinity of the river is infested l.y gangs 
of lawless men. deserters, etc., who have no regard for either 
side, and unless he has some trusty person with him, he will be 
deceived and perhaps robbed. He should have full direction 
where and how to proceed before he crosses the river. From the 
grand reception account you gave me I should judge he was de- 
lighted with his visit and will leave under the impression that 
you are all living as well as before the war. Ben is now I guess 
the honored guest, and is enjoying himself hugely. I feel envious 
in spite of myself when I think of Ben’s good fortune, and of 
the long probation I am still to have, before I can realize the 
joys I dream and think of almost every moment of the day. 

“W’ill the time ever come again which I shall have my beloved 
always with me or near me, is a question I ask myself many 
times, with a sigh too, when I consider that at one time when 
she was always with me I did not sometimes sip of the cup of 
happiness. whi( h she always had ready lor me. Not that it was 
distasteful but because I never knew its lull value until the war 
had depri\c‘cl me ol it. I never knew the strength or fervor of 
my own love, until the precious object was separated from me. 

“I have not received a letter Irc^m our darling daughter for a 
long time though she is indebted to me. When you hear from 
her again send me her letters, and tell her I would write again 
but it is very difficult for me to find a (|uiet liour to do so. I will 
write Malcom the first leisure * have after this. Tell him I am 
very much afraid he is losing valuabh' time and that when he 
does go to sc hool, alter the war. he will be so far behind other 
boys that it will mortify him. 

“Col. Dawson is improving slowly, and as socm as he gets well 
enough, will pay a visit tc^ the Terrills, who are related to the 
Dawsons of (Georgia whom we used to know. They have sent 
him a pressing invitation, .\fter a short visif he will go to Gaines- 
ville. I have to send rations to our raid hunters in the rear and 
must go. Cfood bye. darling, and God bless you.' 
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The rain continued into the evening, and the shelling slack- 
ened somewhat. 


AUGUST 22 

■I Southern Press Association 

"/I Kilpatrick’s raid, composed of 2,500 men, crossed the 
Chattahoochee at Cambellton, and struck the road at Fairburn 
at 8 o’clock Friday morning, and destroyed the road for six 
miles. The raiders then crossed over to the Macon road, striking 
the road at Lovejoy’s Friday evening, and moving towards 
Jonesboro. The Federal infantry support which accompanied 
Kilpatrick’s cavalry to West Point, returned, and the cavalry 
proceeded along, towards the Macon road. . . . 

“The raiders burned the depot and post oflice at Jonesboro, 
destroying all the papers. 

"The city is very quiet today. There is no shelling. The 
enemy deny the charge of shelling the city, and claim that their 
shot are all aimed at oiir defences.” 

Cartersvillc, Georgia, August 17 

“Editor, The Daily Intelligencer— \ have just arrived here 
from near Calhoun, having left our cavalry command on yester- 
day, destroying the culverts and bridges along the State road. 
We have been unable to attack the larger and well fortified 
bridges over Etowah and the other streams between Dalton and 
Atlanta that are defended with triangular lunette forts, but we 
have torn up the road, burnt the ties and cut and destroyed the 
rails so that they cannot be used again, and so that Sherman will 
not be able to repair it, for some weeks. The destruction of the 
road has been very complete thus far, and our success is very 
great. We do not find any opposition from the small garrisons 



AUGUST, 1864 


351 

along the road and have captured a large number of prisoners 
and stores without any material loss to ourselves thus far. A 
great deal of the captured property, cattle & c. has been sent by 
a safe route under a strong escort of the Army of Tennessee. 
The larger portion of our command has gone northward and by 
this time must have destroyed communications between Dalton 
and Nashville. The work is expected to be thoroughly and well 
done this time, as daring officers and picked men are on the 
expedition. 

“It is expected that a strong cavalry force is after us, but no 
fears are entertained that they will do our army damage, or 
show fight. The destruction we have effected on Sherman’s line 
of communication and the stores and trains we have destroyed 
cannot be repaired and replaced in a long time. We are hopeful 
that it will force the Army of the Cumberland to retreat. . . . 

“The country we have passed through and all through the 
country that intervenes between Atlanta and Dalton, is thor- 
oughly desolate and devastated. The people have been driven 
away four miles on each side of the State road, and everything 
in the way of horses, cattle, forage and provisions have been 
taken away. The poor people are suffering very much, but as 
they have no place but their mountain homes to go to, they are 
obliged to remain and suffer. The people are all hopeful, how- 
ever, that the Yankees will soon be driven out, and say that a 
general impression prevails amongst the Yankee soldiers that 
they will retreat before long. . . . ‘Id Est Nihil.’ “ 

Conyngham, like other correspondents and many of the 
troops, became increasingly cvmvinced that Sherman had but 
one objective— the railroad south of Atlanta. 

“Right before us,” he wrote, “within a few miles of our lines, 
almost within reach of our guns, runs this great life artery of 
the rebel city. Once cut, this jugular vein and Atlanta speedily 
falls. Sherman knew this well, and therefore turned all his atten- 
tion to it; the rebels knew it well, and therefore were exceed- 
ingly vigilant and active to resist all our attempts upon it. They 
left their strong works to be guarded by the militia and con- 
scripts, and followed up our movements with the utmost prompt- 



352 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


ness and daring. It was evident now that the battle would not 
comeoff before Atlanta. Perhaps Sherman could take it by direct 
assault; but we had learned that assaults were always costly, 
even when successful. Sherman was cautious and wary, pushing 
his skirmishers everywhere, beating all bushes, and suspicious 
nooks and dells. Hood, on the other hand, was watch till to coun- 
teract any movement of his wily foe. It was a great game of 
chess. Hood had castled, and Sherman moved to checkmate 
him.” 

It was a windy, warm morning. Carrie Berry had been up 
since dawn helping her mother pack to move to a safer cellar. 

Sergeant Graham was enjoying a sense of wxil being this “fine 
day” even though he had to duck “plenty of balls flying through 
the camp.” A Lieutenant Baldwin visited his regiment and in- 
formed him that the railroad was “cut to Macon and 12 miles 
destroyed.” 

As Monday wore on, Cariie accompanied the Beiry family to 
her Aunt’s cellar on Alabama Street, near Central Avenue. Her 
Aunt li\ed next to tlie lailroacl tracks, in a target aic‘a. d'he 
cellar was roomier, more “li\al>le.” 

Carrie held Zuie in liei aims, while Zuie clutched her older 
sister’s knitting. *AVe were glad,” Carrie wrote in her diary, “to 
get cult ol oui small cellar. We ha\e a nicc‘ large cellar heie 
where we can run as much as we please and enjoy it. Mama says 
that we make so much noise that she can’t hear the shells.” 

Carrie wondered ii her pony were still grazing in the back 
yard, and if the lew' lemaining chickens would be* stolen before 
she returned. 

Her lather was unhappy, since his dyspepsia had returned. 
He had his btisiness to tend to as well as his sentry duties with 
the city guard. W’hen he was in the cellar hc‘ sat glumly, pale, 
halt-sick, and silent. 

Lucy Harvie Hull was di\icling her own time between cellar 
and parlor ol their home on Peachtree Street. Her colored 
Mammy was saying the Yankees were coming “sho miff.” 

Lucy’s family had doggedly clung to their house, even alter 
the chimney was knocked oft and the walls pierced and seavrecl 
by many fragments. “My father was away all day and all night at 




Battered mansion on tlie Ponder estate. Strongly (onstuicted of brick, 
plaster, the house absorbed literally tons of shells and rifle balls. (. atioria rc u 










A small Confederate fort on the outskirts of \tlanta f.ues a shell damaged 
farmhouse which stood in the direct line of fire between oj)j)osini; forces. 
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the railroad, moving the troops and Mother would not leave 
him until she must,” Lucy wrote. “When I recall all this, we 
seem to have lived this way a long time, though I know now that 
it was only a few days; but at last, one morning we were waked 
in the dark, dressed and hurried down to the depot, where we 
were put into a freight car. Mother weeping bitterly, for my 
father could not leave with us, and Mammy wrapping us up 
from the chill morning air as she prayed aloud, or talked to 
other Negroes around the depot. I remember hearing them say 
that this ‘mus be de las’ train outen Atlanta’ and that the Yan- 
kees were ‘dess a packin’ into the other side of town and that 
‘Genl. Sherman would be sure to take our house to live in,’ 
which in fact he did. 

“Later in the morning when the air gTew light and warm, 
Hatlie and I enjoyed the journey and the novelty of the freight 
car with furniture in it, beds and chairs and bureaus to play 
on, and above all, the knowledge that at last we were ‘going to 
Cirandpa’s.’ ’’ 

Otliers, like Sarah Huff, wlujse house had just been com- 
mandeered lor the new strongpoint on the city’s inner defense 
line, were inspired to poetry as they fled in these dying days of 
sultry August. Sarah entitled hers, What Mother Carried Along: 

Home lies must bicak, 

But what could they take? 

As the) huirietl and scurried along? 

Sought 111) Mother to sa\e the best 
Of the things that she possessed 
She could not carry much along. 

Giandf.ither’s clock ticked in the hall, 

Grandmother's picture decked the w'all, 

1 o these did cherished thongin'^ belong— 

But the battle roar entered her dc^or, 

She could not carry tliese treasures along, 
lino her bookcase Mother did look, 

1 ); dipping hot tears on each Ic.ved book 
She was a lover of learning and song, 

But the cannon’s ‘boom’ rocked the room 
She could not carry her books along. . 

As little children around her Hocked, 
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She thought of the cradle in which they were rocked 
Motherhood welled in her heart so strong. 

Dire was need as she refugeed. 

By wagon and train and back home again, 

But she carried their cradle along! 

From his treetop observation post, Lieutenant Sam Edge was 
watching people, as well as Army operations in Atlanta. He re- 
ported, “the enemy are busy strengthening their works and 
building new ones in front of tlie Twentieth Corps. The new 
casemate battery and six-gun fort south of big gun and in front 
of the left of the Sixteenth Corps appear to be temporarily 
abandoned, casemates and embrasures being thickly covered 
with brush. At 4:00 p.m., three ladies, two girls, and a citizen, 
with a black servant girl, all of them well dressed, took quite 
a promenade on the large work in front of the main part of 
town. The enemy issued green corn again to their men in the 
rifle pits this p.m. The boxcars reported by Lt. Fisli appeared 
to be loaded.” 

Evening had settled over Atlanta when a shell exploded in 
the dirt street in front of the Express Office. A lady was torn and 
mangled, she died instantly. A soldier, several feet away from 
her, lost a leg and was carried bleeding to the Medical College. 
There, Dr. d’Avigny, working tirelessly as one of Atlanta’s few 
surgeons, amputated what remained of the leg. But, in the dom- 
inating confusion, no one thought to obtain the name of the 
lady, or of the soldier. 

The defenders of Atlanta watched the Federal forces once 
more inching their lines closer in. Breastw'orks and rifle pits 
were advanced in some sectors. The men, in opposing trenches, 
were in clear view of one another in many places. 

The shelling from the big guns continued. David Conyng- 
ham, reporter-soldier, continued to be proloundly impressed by 
the fiery shells bursting over the “doomed city," the flames from 
burning houses and the dark .smoke, against the night, “envel- 
oping it in one black canopy, hanging over it like a funeral 
pall.” 
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AUGUST 23 

H The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

We have been favored with the perusal of a letter addressed by 
the Chairman of the ‘Committee in Atlanta to deal out rations 
to the Poor’ to a high official of this State, the suggestion coming 
from proper authority, from which we gather the following facts: 

“ ‘Gen.— thinks the poor had all better be removed to some 
point where they can be better fed and food procured for them 
than in Atlanta. I cannot see, he says, how they can possibly be 
removed and sheltered. There are, I think, one thousand fami- 
lies, averaging, say, four to the family. Gen. Hood is now fur- 
nishing 1 ,500 rations per day to supply their present wants. . . . 
Looking to the time when the Macon and Western Railroad 
may be cut, in such a contingency he would be obliged to feed 
the army in preference to the poor; the demand then for food 
would be nearly double what it is now. The writer suggests that 
the State should give this subject immediate consideration. 
This, we learn, has already been given, and attention to it is still 
being given by the proper officer to direct it: Col. Whitaker, 
the Commissary-General of the State, under the authority of the 
Governor. One thousand bushels of corn, to be ground into 
meal, has already been ordered there, and more will yet be done 
for these suffering poor.’ 

"From the letter we also learn that Gen. Hood is doing all he 
can to ameliorate the condition of the poor who are still in At- 
lanta, and who have not the means to leave that city, or other 
home, or place of refuge to flee to. The writer says: 

" ‘The shelling is so heavy and constant that we cannot get 
grinding of corn done. The question of wood is also one of vital 
importance. The stock has been nearly all impressed or removed. 
The white men are in the ditches, the Negroes have been sent 
off for safety, so that hauling or labor can scarcely be had, and 
in addition, the army are consuming all the wood near the city. 
There is absolutely nothing coming into the city from the coun- 
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try. Our Mayor is absent and only two members of the Council 
are in the city, who have no authority over its finances but are 
laboring with all energy for the best interests of it, and for the 
poor. Whatever is to be done should be done without delay.* 

‘‘We publish the foregoing in order to suggest that relief be 
sent to the poor of Atlanta, especially by those who are able and 
are refugees from it. There was a time when the people of At- 
lanta nobly and generously gave to other suffering communities. 
Will not other communities now help the poor of the city? Send 
them meal and bacon, if only bushel of the one, and a side or 
shoulder of the other, many from different sections of the State, 
thus contributing will do great good. Living in cellars, bomb- 
proofs and caves. Let them at least have bread and meat!” 

m AMctnl)liis Af)l)eal 

“There seems to be at present no scarcity of provisions in the 
city (Atlanta) and from the cpiantity that had arrived by express 
we judge there is enough to meet the Avants of our greatly re- 
duced population. The prices of some articles are high, specu- 
lators holding all there is upon the market, but as a general 
thing our market is now but little ahead of those of other cities.*’ 

H Thr AV'tc York Times 

“Matters at Atlanta are unchanged. The army is engaged in 
advancing parallels and strengthening works. . . . 

“There are quite a good many heavy guns planted at given 
points along our works, all ranged for the city ... a heavy fire 
broke out in the city, creating (juiie an alarm. Care was taken 
to rouse the citizens by the ringing of the lire bells. The alarm 
was distinctly heard all along our lines, and called out many of 
us to witness the conflagration. In this however avc were disap- 
pointed. A dense tog had risen, filling the intervening space ne- 
tween us and the fire, allowing us only a glimpse of its crimson 
light, fringing the cloudy masses with a burning glare.” 

The people of Atlanta awoke from a disturbed night of fitful 
sleep. From western perimeters the 20-pound Parrotts barked 
through the dark hours into the dawn. Their shells had been 
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lobbed into scattered sections of the Gate City. A few Confed- 
erate batteries made desultory reply at sunrise. 

Federal ^soldiers, not in the picket line, started foraging for 
corn. They blinked in the brightening sunshine. It looked like 
another hot, Georgia day. 

Carrie Berry had been “very comfortable” since they moved 
to the larger, deeper cellar, “but Mama is fretted to death all 
the time for fear of fire. There is a fire in town nearly every day. 
I get so tired of being housed up all the time. The shells get 
worse and worse every day. O that something would stop them!” 

And Henry Richards, one of the few remaining wounded sol- 
diers in Atlanta, wrote to his mother in Savannah that the box 
she sent him had finally arrived, and “everything was spoiled in 
it but the pound cake. Tell Sister her bag is beautiful. I cannot 
help admiring it. My gratitude to you and Sister need not be 
expressed. My hand is about the same. The air is quite cool 
today. Give my love to Dear Sister and all and take a good share 
for yourself. Remember me to all my friends and also the serv- 
ants and . . . Mary. Well I must dose as my hand’s tired. 

I remain your affec. Son.” 

To accentuate disappointment and hunger in Atlanta reports 
persisted that Sherman’s commissaries in Marietta were stocked 
sufficiently for at least three more w'eeks. His army “continues 
well fed” was the official word Hood’s scouts brought back. 

There was a new and not wholly e.xplicable lack of cats and 
dogs in the city. Pets had mysteriously vanished. Some had been 
killed by the shelling or by the reckless driving of military 
wagons, others had wandered into tlie countrs’ in search of more 
food. It was speculated that some might even have starved. But 
the suspicion lingered in many minds, a suspicion that obvi- 
ously woidd never be confirmed, that a tew impoverished and 
famished ciii/ens had begun to eat their pets. 

By this time ‘‘Confederate fricassee”— the Atlanta equivalent 
of Mobile’s “blockade pudding”— was becoming a delicacy. Ear- 
lier in the summer it had been a source of humor; now it was 
just hash, a tedious amalgam of any odds and ends that could be 
found in the kitchen. It was sometimes accompanied by willow- 
bark tea, and dished up as ‘‘Sherman hash. ” The repetitious 
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joke was that even Old Tecumseh’s britches had gone into the 
recipe. 

After dark, Graham went into camp and ate his supper. He 
watched two wounded soldiers being brought in, then settled 
down to read a letter from home. 


AUGUST 24 

■I Southern Press Association 

“Atlanta—Scouts report that another Federal raid, seven thou- 
sand strong with nine pieces ol artillei 7 , started from Decatur 
early this morning, and went in the direction of Covington. . . . 

“The situation in Atlanta is still unchanged. 

“The enemy shelled the city at intervals all night. 

“All quiet this morning except occasional picket skirmish- 
ing on Maney's front on our right.” 

■I Memphis Appeal 

“The firing upon the city during the last 24 hours has been 
slowly but regularly kept up. The shots appear to be directed 
at no particular locality, but fall in every part of the city that 
can be reached occasionally. Yesterday afternoon a 64-pound 
shell entered a house occupied by a refugee, a Mr. Gibbs, and 
exploded in a room where his family had just gone to welcome 
a soldier friend, who had called upon them. The soldier had 
his leg tom off and died from the loss of blood before medical 
aid could be procured, and a little child was killed by splinters. 
Two ladies in the room were also injured. These are the only 
casualties we have heard reported within the last 24 hours, 
This morning about 4 o’clock while the heavy cannon.iding 
along the center was going on, a building on the outer end of 
Marietta street was fired from some cause, not reported, and 
burned.” 
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■I The Daily Intelligencer (Atlanta) 

“During the last few days that portion of Atlanta lying along 
Marietta street has been furiously bombarded, making the ave- 
nues of travel perfectly untenable and the destruction of prop- 
erty almost unprecedented; yet it only effects the ruin of prop- 
erty, nothing else is gained by all his furious work. 

“The shelling process has been increased in intensity during 
the past four or five days. The enemy has located several large 
siege guns which cast their 64 and 72-pounder missiles over all 
portions of the city, but thus far they have rained their terrible 
contents down on the suffering non-combatants, however, with- 
out much fatality resulting. 

“The city is very desolate. There are few people remaining 
who could get away, and almost every house bears marks of the 
vengeance of the ruthless enemy. The streets are deserted, the 
homes desolate and abandoned except by the casual denizens. All 
in all it is as sad as a ruin, and deserted as an ancient city of 
the plain. . . . 

“The enemy shelled the center of the city steadily last night. 
McDaniel’s warehouse on Hunter street between Pryor and 
Whitehall was destroyed by fire this morning at 5 o’clock. Five 
hundred bales of cotton were consumed. 

“The City Fire Battalion was promptly on hand and checked 
the spread of the conflagration under a heavy fire from the en- 
emy’s batteries. \ small frame building near the State Railroad 
Shop was also burned last night. Both buildings were fired by 
shells. 

“No casualties resulted from the shells. 

“The city is comparatively quiet this morning, save the usual 
skirmishing with artillery and small arms. The Yankee raids 
reported by scouts yesterday is not confirmed by the reports of 
this morning.’’ 

“Ike” Pilgrim, former printer and now the paper’s corre- 
spondent in Atlanta, was up again, after a few hours’ sleep, to 
attend the lire which razed P. E. McDaniel’s warehouse. It was 
his belief that only “superhuman” efforts by the firemen saved 



360 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


the whole block from being levelled, even though cotton and 
tobacco valued at nearly a quarter of a million dollars was de- 
stroyed. In spite of the shelling. Pilgrim was not convinced that 
incendiarism could be altogether ruled out. 

“Tuesday night,” he wrote, “the dwelling house of Mr. 
Daniel Fiske, near the State Road shop, was consumed by fire, 
destroying nearly everything, Mr. Fiske being unable to save 
scarcely anything. 

“This evening about four o’clock, the warehouse at the junc- 
tion of Alabama street with the Macon fc Western Railroad, 
was discovered to be on fire. It was but a few seconds before the 
flames spread to the residence of Mr. P. J. Immel, and the large 
wooden house and the adjoining was soon enveloped in flames. 
Here the fire was checked by the gallant firemen from spread- 
ing in the direction of Whitehall street. One house near the 
railroad engine house was consumed. It is impossible to calcu- 
late the loss at the present time. The shells were flying thick 
and fast around the burning buildings, but the firemen stood 
to their posts without flinching. Too much praise cannot be be- 
stowed upon the Atlanta firemen. 

“The Yankees have rained shell into the city for the last 
24 hours, but I have not heard of any casualties. 

“There is no change in the position of the army so far as I 
have been able to learn since my last letter.” 

Contributing to the combustible quality of Atlanta was a 
new menace— quantities of tobacco and cotton stored in attics 
and back parlors as r\ell as warehouses. Almost everyone had 
begun irrational hoarding of these commodities, even though 
they knew such stocks would be valueless if Atlanta fell. 

The Locomotive, Swifbure, was damaged by a shell 

while in its shed. 

A lady, identified only as Mrs. Cook, was killed as she 
walked along Marietta Street in the early morning. Another 
pedestrian, also a woman, was wcjunded by shell fragments on 
Peachtree Street. 

The flood ot rumors that were started as a backwash of the 
shelling were, not that the city was about to fall, but that Sher- 
man was falling back, while proposing a six-day armistice. 
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Taylor Beatty received news of the fall of Fort Morgan at 
Mobile, and it made him very angry. Not even the heavy rain 
shower which developed later could assuage his anger. He heard 
rumors of another raid aimed at the Macon railroad, and was 
inclined to give it credence. 

Before noon General Howard informed Sherman that “a 
fire seems to be raging in Atlanta, direction 10 degrees south 
of east from my tree. Can see heated air rising in dense col- 
umns; seems to be spreading; town is filled with smoke. I have 
directed my heavy guns to lire on the town." 

At ‘1:30 p.M. he communicated again: “Fire reported spread- 
ing in Atlanta." And at 4:00 p.m.: “It broke out in rear of large 
block. Eighteen box and one passenger cars arrived, empty." 

Carrie Berry was frightened, in fact had been “fritened twice 
today by fire. I have ben wanting to go home all day to get 
some grapes but it has ben too dangerous." 

She went back to cliewing her sweet gum and knitting. Ztiie 
was better. Carrie did not need to watch her so carefully. 

At 6:00 P..M., Howard passed on a signal report to Sherman: 
“a train of eight freight cars, loaded with boxes, bundles of 
goods and other articles, just left Atlanta; about 40 men on 
the train. 1 he fire is still burning and spreading." 

General Sherman, returning at 7:15 p.m. from a horseback 
inspection of tlie Cliattahoochee pontoon bridge “to see in 
person that it could be properly defended by the single corps 
proposed to be leli there for that purpose," wired General 
Ilallcck in Washington: 

‘Heavy fires in Atlanta all clay, caused by our artillery. I 
will be all ready, and will commence the movement around 
Atlanta by the south, tomorrow night, and for some time you 
will hear little of us. 1 uill keep open a courier line back to 
the Chattahooc hee bridge, by way of Sandtown. The Twen- 
tieth Corps will hold the railroad bridge, and I will move with 
the balance of the army, provisioned tor twenty days." 
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AUGUST 25 


■H Southern Press Association 

*'Atla 72 ta—For some cause the Yankee batteries are silent this 
morning. Last night, a shell struck the Presbyterian Church, 
on Marietta street, and exploded in the basement, where a 
number of citizens had sought shelter. 

“A fragment of shell cut off the arm of a citizen lying in bed 
in the basement. No other casualties reported.” 

■I Coliitnhus Times (Cicorgia) 

“On Wednesday night a large, 42-pound shell entered the 
Presbyterian Church on Marietta street and after passing 
througli the pulpit exploded in the basement of Sunday School 
room. Several families living in the vicinity, having taken 
refuge there, were more or less stunned and injured by the ex- 
plosion, and one man had his right arm taken off. 

“The scene in the room was frightful. It was after midnight 
and all the inmates were sleeping peacefully, perfectly confi- 
dent of security. Mothers caught up their children hurriedly, 
rushed frantically into the streets, screaming, though without 
any definite purpose in view, save that of escaping for the time 
from the scene which struck terror into their souls— and there 
and upon the open streets, they stood crouching with their 
little families clinging around them, and knowing not where to 
fly for safety. Shell after shell in rapid succession came scream- 
ing through the air, and as the light of eac h terrible explosion 
—like lightning flashes— (juivered over them, the figure of one 
palefaced mother could be described, with bare outstretched 
arms, vainly hoping to shield her little ( hild from the falling 
fragments. Oh! The heartless cruelty of the foe! Oh! The 
mighty depths of a mother’s love! 

“Assistance tame at last, however, and the panic -sti icken 
women and children were huddled off into the bombproofs 
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of kind neighbors in more secure localities and the wounded 
properly cared for.” 

■i Richmond Sentinel 

“Wheeler is at work on the enemy's communications, and 
Sherman is becoming uneasy before Atlanta. An officer who 
has just arrived from Atlanta gives a cheerful account of af- 
fairs at that point . . . our commander there no more intends 
to give up Atlanta and no more doubts his ability to hold it, 
than Gen. Lee does as to Richmond. . . . 

“Gentlemen from Atlanta state that it is rumored that Sher- 
man is fortifying along the Powder Spring road. If the report 
is true, it is evident that he intends to fall back beyond the 
Chattahoochee and hold the position until reinforcements ar- 
rive; or he intends to fall back through the lower route to 
Huntsville, Ala. If he retreats he can go by no other route as 
Wheeler holds the one to Chattanooga. Besides he cannot get 
subsistence by any other. And even if he succeeds in forcing 
his way by this he will be unable to collect from the surround- 
ing country over half or quarter rations.” 

■ The New York Times 

“Life in the trenches is growing monotonous. The men are 
getting rest from the fatigue of the active three months’ cam- 
paign, and yet it is not rest that they need, for there is a con- 
stant state of expectancy, which is tiresome to the mind and, 
through sympathy, prevents the thorough recuperation of the 
physical energies so much needed. . . . 

“The weather is exceedingly warm by day, but the nights 
refresliingly cool. Our sunsets arc glorious, and would do for 
the representation of an Italian sky. The moon, now full, looks 
-softly down through the rising mist, and rests rvith a pale light 
upon the forms of the brave heroes who. in sleep, forget grim- 
visaged war. yet remember in dreams the joys of the past. 
Sleep, coffee and hard bread are the soldier’s main resources. 
He can dispense with anything else. 

“This quiet cannot continue long. Sherman’s energetic brain 
will bring forth something shortly, and then you will have an- 
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Other report to add to the already too long list o£ bloody bat- 
tles, for it seems probable that our next real engagement will 
be severe.” 

It had been another bad night. The kerosene refinery burned 
down, sending oily, noxious smoke over the city. Vhc yellow- 
red glare cast weird shadows for several hours after midnight. 
A single shell, rumor had it, killed six ladies in one room of a 
house on Peachtree Street. 

Yet, an underlying normalcy persisted, the brassy music 
from regimental bands still blared through the background 
staccato of bursting shells and jangling fire bells, and, in the 
soft moonlight, lovers dared walk hand-in-hand as far as the 
city's defences. 

There had been other quiet mornings. But the stillness this 
hot Thursday— the stillness after the interminable banging of 
the shells— seemed a presentiment. Whether it was of sudden 
peace, or of worse punishment to come, none (ould say. 

Had the Federals “skedaddled,” Atlantans asked one an- 
other? The word was “Yankee talk.” Many citizens crawled out 
of their “shebangs,” another Northern term which meant cel- 
lar, bombproof, hole in the hillside, any refuge. 

Mrs. Berry believed some sort of lull had arrived. She de- 
cided it was safe to send little C^arrie over to check on her 
“Aunt” Healey, whose husband was Maxwell Beny’s partner. 
“We had not heard from her in so long.” 

So Carrie put down her knitting, replenished her supply of 
sweet gum, and started out from her cellar. She blinked at the 
unaccustomed brilliance, then hurried down Alabama Street, 
surprised that so many buildings remained standing alter all 
the shelling. She was happy to find her own home was where 
she had left it. The pony grazed in the back yard, but the chick- 
ens were gone. 

Atlanta had survived, but Carrie could see tliat it was a dif- 
ferent Atlanta. Everything was dirty, worn, the people looked 
at her out of deep, tired eyes; the air smelled stale and heavy 
with the vague odors of ruin and neglect. 

Joe Semmes, like many soldiers, North and South, was be- 
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ginning to think of fall and the cool winds of winter that would 
follow the last dry leaves from the trees. 

“Your last two letters,” he wrote “Eo,” “of August 12th and 
16th, reached me yesterday together. I hasten to let you know 
that I really am in want of nothing but two good woollen or 
mixed cotton and wool overshirts, with pockets, like those 
you made for me of moreno. The moreno are too light for 
army use except for dress occasions, and the only ones I now 
have are ragged. I do not wear collars at all and have sufficient 
handkerchiefs. 

“I have not seen Warfield for three weeks, though I hear 
from liim every few days; he is very hard at work all the time. 
He really is shabby, but I believe has his clothes somewhere in 
the rear. I think at Mr. Knox. 

“For the last 48 hours the enemy has shelled us terribly, tear- 
ing our liouses, burning some and wounding a number of per- 
sons, chiefly citizens. Yesterday five of our commissary employes 
were wounded. The day belore a fine young man from Manin, 
Ala., dined with us, and two hours after dinner his leg was 
amputated on the same table we dined from. This morning the 
(‘nemy are (piiet and our guns are noisy. The surgeon of the 
Post Hospital informed me he had performed 107 amputations 
on men, women and children since the enemy commenced 
shelling the ciiy, all citizens. His account of the soldiers is sep- 
arale and the number not as great of course as all the troops 
are at the lines li/j miles outside of the city. 

Piiad dined here yesterday, this morning his brigade started 
alter aiKMher raiding force of the enemy, which is said to be en 
route for Andersoin ille to liberate the Yankee prisoners Don’t 
be surprised to hear in 10 days ihin we are advancing again, 
even if you should first hear that we ha^e retreated. We are 
(juite well. . . . 

“Make Ben all that brandy he can carry. You did not say a 
word about the candles. I ha\e asked now at least twenty 
times.” 

Showers pattered into the city dust in the afternoon They 
( aused mud and c hocolate-to\ered puddles, but did not cool 
the air, wliidi remained siiltry. I'he utter hopelessness of lift in 



366 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


the besieged, battered city was seemingly intensified by the rain. 

Carrie spent the afternoon with Aunt Healey who proved 
well, despite Mrs. Berry’s misgivings. She had her own bomb- 
proof in the back yard, and was tolerably comfortable and 
happy in it. 

“I stayed till after dinner,” wrote Carrie. ‘‘We had such a 
nice dinner and so many nice grapes, but best of all we had no 
shells all day.” 

It was almost dark when the little girl returned to the cellar 
on Alabama Street and reported on Aunt Healey. Zuie was 
asleep, but there was, as always, accumulated knitting. Carrie 
hurried to start her needles going before the low-burning can- 
dle flickered out for the night. 

There was activity in the Federal lines, little of which, how- 
ever, had been detected by Hood’s defenders. 

‘‘The army,” wrote Fenwick Hedley, Adjutant of the 32nd 
Illinois Infantry, ‘‘commenced a movement against the West 
Point Railroad. All artillery and wagon trains that could be 
moved without attracting attention were sent early in the day 
in the direction to be pursued: and, as soon as night fell, the 
guns from the front followed the muffled wheels. A slight 
skirmish line was left in the pits, with instructions to keep up 
sufficient firing to induce the belief that the ordinary force was 
present, and all other troops silently left their works.” 

Colonel Charles D. Kerr, of the 16th Illinois Cavalry, re- 
ported the “skedaddle” in much the same way. "It was a dark, 
sultry night . . . (we) packed up dog-tents and cijuipment and 
to keep up appearances, silently stole away.” 


AUGUST 26 


Friday morning was clear and pleasant. The showers of yester- 
day had brought back fragrance to the drying, scorched foliage 
in the hills and valleys between Atlanta and Decatur. The 



AUGUST, 1864 


367 


honeysuckle smelled sweet along the Chattahoochee and the 
South Fork of Peachtree Creek where it wound languidly past 
Decatur. 

A woman, known as the widow Grober, living on the fringe 
of the little town, not far from the creek, was up early, think- 
ing she would gather an apronful of blackberries. She assumed 
her transients of several weeks, Federal soldiers, would grant 
permission. 

But the widow had progressed hardly ten feet beyond her 
well when it became apparent that the tents had vanished. 
Kven though the bivouacked troops had been unwelcome 
guests, a strange feeling of abandonment gripped her. 

“Hello!” she cried out, “hello!” 

Her only answer was the ducking-scratching of the remain- 
ing hens as they ruffled their feathers in the barnyard dust. 

“Hello!” 

From a second-story window her black girl poked her head 
out. Then she stared in disbelief. 

In the center of Decatur, Mary Ann Harris Gay was also 
awake early. She would not go blackberrying, but rather, by 
liabit to the post office. There was that Nth chance that the 
occupying army would pass a letter, addressed to herself or 
to her mother. 

Mary, unlike Widow Grober, did not find all the tents gone. 
But those which remained “seemed to be vacant.” 

When she hastened around her grounds, lifting her skirts 
above the late August jungle of thistles, she noticed that “not 
a blue coat was to be seen. What could it mean? Had they given 
up the contest and ignominously fled! 

“The booming of cannon in din'ction of .-Vtlanta seemed to 
be 'decreasing.’ ” 

Then the thought occurred to her that the Federal wagon 
train had merely gone foraging, protected by the heavy escort 
of cavalry which had camped on the Gay latvns. She reflected 
how some of those very troops had solemnly explained they had 
to guard supplies against the “dashing, sanguinary attacks of 
the ‘Rebels.’ ” 

Decatur, she realized, had no troops this morning, Confed- 
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erate or Federal. She wasn’t sure whether that was a condition 
to be desired. 

In Atlanta, the citizens were convinced that the cessation of 
shelling yesterday had been a true harbinger of what unex- 
pectedly seemed like peace. They, and the defending Confed- 
erate soldiers alike, crept at first cautiously towards the Union 
works, then more boldly. Their ears still rang with the melody 
of the sharpshooters. 

But it was true, the skirmish line was gone. So were the 
entrenched regiments behind. Only the crows and rats and oc- 
casional scavenging foxes were left. General Sam French ejuit 
his secure works and tramped over the scarred earth that once 
had been no-man’s land. He was nauseated by what he saw. 

“I found everything in their works horribly filthy and alive 
with ‘dog flies’ to such an extent that our horses could not be 
managed. The clothing, new and old, was covered with vermin. 
My servant boys carried some jackets home that had to be 
buried. Their line of works was very strong. I found the brick 
furnace where they made ‘shot red hot,’ to fire day and night 
at intervals to burn the city. At first little ‘niggers’ got their 
fingers burned picking them up to sell to the ordnance depart- 
ment. . . . From Decatur all the way around to the Furner’s 
Ferry Road the enemy has moved to our left. . . . There are no 
flies or vermin in our camp— strange but true.” 

Atlanta, dirty, battered, and deathly tired, was the scene of 
spontaneous rejoicing by midmorning. The correspondent for 
the Coyifederate Union of Milledgcville, reported: ‘‘Men, 
women and children thronged the hitherto silent thoroughfares 
and exchanged congratulations on the blessed change in the 
situation. Cellars gave up their occupants; basement stories 
were evacuated; holes in the Rail Road cuts were suddenly left 
alone in their glory, and Atlanta was herself once more. 

‘‘One individual, who had been burrowing in the earth for 
six weeks poked his head out of a hole in the ground and with 
consternation still depicted on his countenance, inquired ‘are 
they all gone?’ ” 

Many Georgians were le.ss repelled by the Union trenches 
than was Sam French. They filled their pockets with a bizarre 
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assortment of souvenirs—from bent forks to cartridge casings— 
before they picked their way homeward. 

Capt. Tom Key, the Battery Commander and newspaper 
publisher who had attended church in Atlanta every Sunday, 
thought the “significant thing is that for twenty-four hours they 
have ceased throwing shells into the city.” After an inspection 
of the empty trenches, where “chairs and ammunition boxes as 
well as other kinds where strewn so thickly that it was difficult 
to ride through them,” he became certain “the scales have 
turned in favor of the South, and the Abolitionists are moving 
to the rear toward their own homes.” 

He was disposed to postscript his on-the-spot diary entry, 
“thank Heaven for this and for the gallant soldiery who so 
nobly have fought against overpowering numbers.” 

Maxwell Berry, however, was more cautious. Cousin Henry 
Beatty looked into the cellar on Alabama Street and told the 
family that they “need not fear the shells any more.” 

As Carrie understood it. “the Yankees left there brest works 
and he hoped they were on the way back to Tennessee. We 
have had such a delightful day. We all wanted to move today, 
but we will wait till tomorrow and see if the Yankees have 
gone. 

Mollie Smith, accompanied by friends, walked out the 
crowded, rutied Marietta Road. At a spot almost three miles 
from the center of the city they came upon the site of a large 
Federal encampment, ' and saw- where strips of plank had been 
nailed, ladder-fashion, in the tall pine trees, from wdiich, with 
the aid of a spy glass, the men could see all over city.” 

Mollie returned and wrote a letter to her brother, righting 
in the Army of Northern \"irginia, “I told him I had been 
hunting Yanks but nary a Yank did I find. . . .” 

At noon. Confederate scouts galloped into Decatur, “then 
suddenly and mysteriously left.” But Mary Gay was thrilled at 
the sight, just the same— “what joy their presence gave us!” 

In Vineville, Georgia, a patient, “H. L. W. C.,” at Fair 
Ground Hospital No. 1 finished the final stanza of a long poem, 
w hich he had titled No News From The Front . 
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No news from the front, no thought of the brave. 

Who are battling with freeman’s might; 

Baring their breasts to the leaden storm, 

While struggling for freedom’s right. 

All’s quiet in front; still they say. 

Though we are losing them one by one— 

And we only give a sigh of regret, 

When we think of them that are gone. 

By evening Confederate troops manned most of the aban- 
doned Union works, as jubilant Southern newspapermen filed 
their stories. The Southern Press Association correspondent fig- 
ured "Sherman was not progressing to his satisfaction,” and 
therefore his "backstep is a confession of failure.” 

Members of his army, however, were not advised of such ad- 
missions. Graham, for example, only knew lie was marching 
night and day westward, through showers and sunshine until 
his feet ached. 

“It is supposed,” he observed, “we are going to cut the 
Macon road.” 

Fenwick Hedley, the Adjutant from Illinois, completed a 
march of nineteen miles and was glad to have coffee and rest, 
“which was sorely needed.” 

Rufus Mead, the surveyor from Redding, Connecticut, had 
gone in a different direction. “I guess the mail was about as 
liberal to me as any one so I’ll patronize it by sending one 
back,” he wrote from a “wagon camp one mile north of R. R. 
bridge on the Chattahoochee River.” “The shirts, slippers, and 
envelopes came safely and I have the pleasure of wearing the 
slippers. . . . The shirts I judge are large enough and good 
enough. I only want them to last till spring for I think I’ll 
wear cotton or linen next summer if I stay out here. I cant 
see why it needed so many stamps on the shirts as I though 
postage was only cent an ounce, or am I wrong about it. 

“Sophia’s letter, also one with the Photograph of 3 of my 
acquaintances came on Wednesday, all very welcome That 
Photo I think first rate, you cant imagine how I prize it, as I 
do all of mine. Often I get them out & have a little confab 
with them. It helps beguile many a weary hour. I can imagine 
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just what a time you had collecting taxes, eating dinner on the 
camp ground &c. I was sorry to hear Emma is so feeble. I fear 
she never vill be strong. 

“You will see by the heading that we have moved. I dont 
know the why’s & wherefore’s about it, only I know on Wednes- 
day we got orders to move the train at 3 p.m. got off a little 
after 4 and about 10 p.m. parked our train on this the north side 
of the river. Yesterday we moved a little to get a good spot, 
handy to water Sec &:c and here we are now. The Brigade are 
over the river yet and have built good strong works over there. 
Only our Corps fell back and rumor says we are to hold the 
bridges on this river while the rest of the army try to get 
around on the other side of Atlanta and take it if possible, if 
not to fall back here too and have their communication open 
to recross the river. 

“I can’t vouch for the truth of this report but give it to 
you as I get it. As events transpire I’ll try and let you know of 
it. Genl. Slocum is here but not taken command yet, I pre- 
sume he will soon now. The whole army has supplies with 
them for 15 days and I think something decisive will be done 
in that time. 

“If successful, Atlanta must be ours if we are defeated, an- 
other retreat I don’t wish to think of the latter but it may be 
our fate. 

“Our 40 days’ rain ended the second day and it is getting 
quite dusty again now and very warm. I have my ‘fly’ up in a 
nice cool, shady spot and today issued for 3 days so I guess I 
can stand it if it is hot. 'I'lie flies haven’t found us here yet and 
I hope they will remain with the Johnnies. I don’t think of any 
wants not this time, in fact, I guess you’ll think I am running 
in debt about enough already? Never mind, Uncle Sam owes 
me over 220 dollars now and it keeps gaining 22 every month.’’ 
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AUGUST 27 

An uneasiness returned to Atlanta during the night as gunfire 
rumbled audibly from the west. However, in the morning it 
was explained that Hood’s artillery was barking adieu to the 
last of Sherman’s withdrawing Army— or in the direction in 
which Confederate gunners assumed they were withdrawing. 

Captain Tom Key kept his own battery working hotly. By 
dawn, the stentorian cjualities of the barrage had inspired him 
to comment: “These loud-mouthed gun wagons made the night 
hideous with their bass voices, and no doubt caused many blue- 
coats to fall in the cold embrace of death.” 

Then, strengthened by breakfiist, meager as rations were be- 
coming, he added, ‘‘the ladies of Atlanta look relieved since 
those frightful shells no longer come singing their songs of 
death and consuming beautiful residences into ashes. I'hc 
women have proven themselves to be heroines under the bom- 
bardment.” 

Colonel Taylor Beatty, General Hardee’s military lawyer 
from Thibodaux, Louisiana, returned to his tent after an in- 
spection of Atlanta’s perimeters. He found that ‘‘the enemy has 
withdrawn from the front of all but Hardee’s Corps. They 
abandoned a good deal of forage— sutler’s stores, etc. also some 
ammunition and two guns (spiked). We have picked up sev- 
eral hundred prisoners. Spent the day in town.” 

It was a ccjol Saturday. 7'he Berrys moved back to I'airlee 
Street. The grandfather’s clock still ticked in the hall, though 
dust had settled sepiih hrally on the lurniture and on every 
flat surface in the little frame house. In back, the rain barrel 
at the corner of tlie smokehouse was full. Mrs. lU-rry would use 
the water to replenish the stock of lye. I'he barre*! of wood 
ashes, also emplcjyed in the process, stocxl in the opposite cor- 
ner. No one had pilfered its prec ions contents. Lye. in fac t any 
kind of soap, was as vital in wartime as food or ammunition. 

'Lhe sights and smells of home*, particularly the pungence of 
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the smokehouse, made Carrie “feel so glad.** It was also a relief 
to “have no shells around us.*’ 

Throughout Atlanta, there was a new lightness of spirit. 
Other households followed suit of the Berrys to start clean- 
ing-up. Kven those structures which hadn’t been hit were 
shabby and dirty from the long weeks of mole-like existence of 
their inhabitants. 

It was said that lormer residents of Atlanta, together with 
ladies in a (estive mood, were arriving on the afternoon train 
from Macon to aid in celebrating what was telegraphed over 
the South as a “victory.” 

S. P. Richards, who had known disappointment as well as toil 
in his life, was not so ready for exultation. The English-born 
bookseller had deep-seated doubts that Sherman had gone per- 
manently. 

“ riie first three sec ular days of this week,” he wrote, “the 
shells rained heavily upon our city and on Wednesday set three 
separate houses on fire, as is supposed, and in one of these fires 
our two Printing Presses, stored in McDaniels warehouse, were 
burnt. W’e have never yet had them in use but may need them 
’ere long. On Thursday the shelling ceased altogether and it 
was rumored that the enemy was retreating and it is now 
known that they ha\c destroyed their camps around the city 
and arc going somewhere but what is their design it is hard to 
tell. I fear that we ha\c not yet got rid of them finally, but 
that they have some other plan in view to molest and injure 
us. But in the meantime we can rest in security for a while, 
safe from shells. We began to remove our stock of books from 
the store to the house this morning, but when we had brought 
up two loads of dla^\ets, we concluded to stop and await 
further developments. 1 had our /;// dug three feet deeper this 
week and a barricade in front of boxes lilled with dirt. A let- 
ter from Harriet gives us a kind invitation to go there and 
live with them if we do not wish to stay in Atlanta.” 

His foreign ancestory and his devout and practical nature 
were among the many elements in the serious-minded choir- 
singer’s makeup that caused him to wish the war would end. 
Peace and normalcy seemed the most important objectives. 
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Meanwhile, the Union forces kept marching. Graham judged 
that he was traveling south. 

“Our army,” he wrote, “has left Atlanta on the north side. 
We are going to cut the railroad. Encamped towards night 
within 5 miles of the railroad. Good marching on a fine day, 
pleasant and cool night.” 

General Sherman himself noted that the Confederate bat- 
teries, like those commanded by Tom Key, had been used 
“pretty freely” against his last units as they pulled out of old 
positions. 

“But I think he (Hood) supposed we were going to retreat 
altogether. An artillery-shot, fired at random, killed one man 
and wounded another.” 


AUGUST 28 


Three days of peace continued to bolster Atlanta’s sense of 
confidence, if not well-being. The city was half-ruined; it ap- 
peared nothing could be done to restore the damage for years 
to come. Food was scarce and prices were exorbitant. There 
were few men left in most families, many had gone forever. 
But the shelling, the terrible, depleting shelling had stopped. 

General Hood had stumped nervously about the porch of his 
headquarters on Whitehall Street. He, for one, was aware that 
Sherman was indulging in no capricious retreat. Finally, he 
wrote Secretary of War Seddon in Richmond of the new situa- 
tion: 

“The enemy have changed their entire position— the left of 
their line resting near the Chattahoochee, about Sandtown 
and their right extending to a point opposite and near the West 
Point railroad, between East Point and Fairburn. They hold 
all the crossings on the Chattahoochee, but not with a con- 
tinued line.” 
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He noted for his own records, “Sherman had now been over 
one month continuously moving toward our left and thor- 
oughly fordfying, step by step, as he advanced in the direc- 
tion of the Macon railroad. On the night of the 25th he with- 
drew from our immediate front; his works, which at an early 
hour the following morning we discovered to be abandoned, 
were occupied an hour later by the corps of Stewart and Lee. 

“On the 27th, Gen. G. W. Smith’s division was ordered to 
occupy the position of Stevenson’s division which, together 
with Maury’s command, was held in reserve.’’ 

General Sam French continued to survey the ground re- 
cently held by Sherman’s army. “To give you an idea of the ter- 
rible musketry fire, in an open field between their picket line 
and mine one brigade picked up about 5,000 pounds of lead 
balls that had been fired on the lines. The ground was literally 
covered with them— oxidized white like liailstones. Trees three 
and four inches in diameter in front of my lines were cut down 
by balls.’’ 

It was a warm Sunday and to Carrie Berry “everything 
seemed so quiet this morning.” The world that she had known 
had changed, even though tlie shelling had stopped, and per- 
haps it would never again be the same. 

“I wish the people would come back so we could have 

Church School,” she wrote. "Mr. came in this morning 

and brought some shells which Cousin Henry sent us. He got 
them from the Yankees. Cousin Eddy came in this morning to 
tell us goodby. We feel .sorry he was going to move so far. We 
all ways love to see him and Cousin Henry." 

S. P. Ricliards was forced into inxoluntary defense work to 
the same degTce as when the shells xvere falling. "I am on duty 
today and it is hard rluty too." he complained. "We have been 
all the morning unloading cars of Army wagons and putting 
them together. At two o’clock I have to go on again for the 
rest of the day. O when shall we be free again and at liberty to 
spend our Sabbaths at least, in a manner more consonant with 
our feelings and liabits. A shell has entered the roof of our 
church and passed througlt tlie back of the seat in the choir 
close to Sallie's usual place, and finally lodged somewhere in 
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the front wall without exploding. Everything is quiet enough 
now, we hear no cannon or musketry.” 

Captain Tom Key, with no Union troops to shoot at, put 
on his “new uniform” and planned to go to church. However, 
w^hen he learned of a lieutenant who was setting out this morn- 
ing for Mississippi, he first rode to the extremity of his line 
with letters for the officer to take to his wile and “dear friends.” 

He warned the officer of his own difficulties in crossing the 
wide, swift river last year and his narrow escapes from the 
Yankees. Then, with a friend, Thomas Lambert, he continued 
toward church once more. 

“As Mr. Lambert and I rode toward the church, our theme 
was home, peace, and wdiat we hoped to do and enjoy when we 
should be allow^ed to live again in peace and independence. 
The minister should ha\e been proud of his congregation, for 
it W’as the largest that had turned out in the three succeeding 
Sabbaths. This, however, arose from the fact that the Yankee 
batteries were not making the holy day awful by their horrible 
shells bursting in the streets, passing through houses, and sing- 
ing their hissing tunes of death around the temples dedicated 
to the living Cfod. The man in the pulpit delivered his lecture 
with force and emphasis, and it was received with marked at- 
tention. 

“After leaving church I called at Major R. Lonlord’s where 
I met with fudge Wright of Tennessee and Mr. Norton of 
New^ Orleans with whom I spent several hours in interesting 
conversation. One (piestion of miuh moment was distiisscd: 
whether, if there should be peace, there would be a treaty be- 
tween the United and Confederate States, pledging both parties 
to protect and preserve the property ol individuals living under 
the different governments who in the war had opposed those 
governments. This conversation arose Ironi a threat l)y a cer- 
tain individual that when he returned to rennessee or Arkan- 
sas he, with like minded individuals, would drive from the soil 
those who had opposed the Confederates in their struggle for 
independence, and perhaps might deal more harshly with them 
than take their property. Judge Wright thought that this gov- 
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eminent would, after peace, be compelled to adopt the com- 
mon law of England.” 

Col. Taylor Beatty was more concerned with inspecting than 
church-going. Accompanied by his friend. Major Douglas West, 
he continued his tour of the abandoned works. He discovered 
“the Yankees have four or five lines,” though he did not con- 
sider any “as good as our one.” On the other hand, he found 
the fortifications difficult to assess since they were “all very 
strong.” 

“1 had no idea of the strength of our position, protected as 
it is by a lattis, etc.,” he added. “The flies were so bad we could 
not go very far. Returned by way of Marietta Street. Every 
house is struck, more damage done there than elsewhere. The 
hotise where Mrs. Cohen lived is hit— the parlor chimney being 
almost knocked down. 

“Dined with West. Introduced to Lt. Col. Stevens. Have 
news from Wheeler dated 19th. He says no trains had passed 
for a week or more, that he had burned the stores at Dalton 
and destroyed the road to Cleveland, as he found Sherman got 
his forage from E. Tennessee." 

Federal forces were now encountering the first units of scat- 
tered Confederates gtiarding the southern approaches to At- 
lanta. Astride the narrow ribbon of rails which stretched across 
the scrubby ilatlands to W'est Point were a scattering of soldiers. 
They seemed tired and half-hearted, according to Fenwick 
Hedley, who had marched eight miles to a whistle stop known 
as Red Oak Station. 

"They were driven without great effort,” he continued, “and 
a footing on the railroad gained, when the army went to work 
W’ith a will to destroy it, burning the ties and twisting the rails 
to such an extent as to utterly preclude the possibility of their 
use again.” 

The increasingly confident Ihiion troops then drained the 
locomotive water tank near the railroad station and set fire to 
it, as if in final degradation. With its filler arm stretching lower 
and lower over the already scorched roadbed as the flames 
mounted, the tank resembled a stricken, incinerated elephant. 

The men marched on. 
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Graham had arrived on the rail line to Macon, a few miles 
east of Hedley’s men at Red Oak. “The first division of our 
regiment was immediately put on the skirmish line.” he wrote. 
“A few shots were fired at us but we had it quiet while a fort 
was built on the side of the railroad and the road destroyed.” 

Kate Gumming, the Scottish nurse, was at last well settled in 
the Foard hospital in Aniericus. Supplies were filtering in anew 
and this morning she had just distributed copies of the book- 
let, written by an acquaintance, the Reverend Dr. Charles 
Todd Quintard, “Balm for the Weary and Wounded.” 

She decided she was going to “like the place very well ... I 
never had such a nice kitchen.” 

Dr. Welford followed her from Newnan. He assured her 
that comrades like Fannie Beers were working hard and in 
good health. 

“He brought word that our patients were doing pretty well; 
a few of them had gone to their long homes,” she wrote. "He 
had been sent back as it was a false alarm, and there are many 
wounded there yet. 

“Dr. Reese has returned from the front. He is very sanguine 
of our success; says that the Yankee pickets exchange tobacco 
and newspapers with ours, and have told them that Sherman 
is nearly exhausted, and will have to give up soon. 

“I should like to believe this, but am afraid it is too good 
to be true. I see by the papers that wc have h<id a good deal of 
fighting in Missouri and Kentucky. 

“Lt. Haskill of Garrety’s battery was killed on the 7th. He is 
much regretted. We have had quite a number of sick. The 
ladies of the place have called on us, and seem very anxious to 
assist us. I am very glad of this, as we have little or nothing 
of our own to give the patients. I'he paymaster has not been 
around lately; so Dr. H., like all here, is entirely out of funds. 

“This is said to be a very wealthy place; and were we to 
judge from the carriages and fine horses we see, I should think 
the impressing officer had not been down this way for some 
time.” 
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AUGUST 29 

Life was so much more normal in Atlanta that children were 
thinking about school. September was but two days off, a 
month evocative of the sights, sounds, and even the smells of 
classrooms. 

Carrie Berry decided to hunt for her teacher. Miss Fannie 
Holmes. “Zuie and I went over to Aunt Hattie Smith’s this 
morning to see if we could find our school teacher,” she wrote. 
“We stayed all day with her. We had a very pleasant time play- 
ing with Ellen.” 

She did not locate Miss Holmes, although Aunt Hattie prom- 
ised to try to pass word to her. Aunt Hattie had a lurking sus- 
picion that tlie teacher had moved to Macon for the duration. 
Macon remained, somehow, the embodiment of peace and se- 
curity. 

With children once more moving freely in the streets and 
their mothers, market baskets slung from elbows, on the prowl 
for groceries, Atlanta presented an unaccustomed aspect. The 
women still had to step across or walk around shell holes and 
dirty, dusty soldiers continued to filter through like an addled 
colony of ants. 

Correspondents, in the sum total of all the confusion, half- 
truths, and contradictions, became increasingly baffled. There 
were no communiques from Hood. He had taken refuge within 
the recesses of his handsome headquarters, and only the muzzles 
of his guards’ rifles answered the persistent caller. 

This Monday the Southern Press Association reporter, after 
a night of futile sorting through a hodge-podge of leads, finally 
filed his bulletin on the wires to Richmond, which, with further 
editing and interpretation, appeared; “We have no late official 
news . . . but there was a rumor last evening that a despatch 
had been received to the effect that Sherman was retreating and 
that Gen. Hood was pressing hinr.” 

He had sent it in desperation. And now, exhausted, he went 
to bed in the Trout House— e\en as editors, like those on the 
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Sentinel in Richmond, were seizing his words and taking hope 
from them, as a cripple would from a convincing charlatan. 

Headlines were set in the composing rooms of Southern papers 
carrying the earlier reports of Sherman’s withdrawal. Now, at 
last, the tide had turned. Sherman was whipped. 

“Reports from Washington” printed in the same newspapers, 
substantiated such thinking. “Lincoln,” ran the story, “has under 
consideration propositions for an armistice with the enemy, as 
a political maneuvre.” 

On the other hand, little confidence or optimism in the future 
of Atlanta was manifested by the city’s business or professional 
men. Dr. James W. Price, his Atlanta offices closed and boarded, 
had already moved to Zeilin’s drugstore on Cherry Street, in 
Macon, opposite the telegraph office. At night, his frank adver- 
tisement in the Intelligencer continued, he could be found 
nearby at “Mrs. C. C. Taylor’s.” N. Weed, a wholesaler of 
Macon, had 60 boxes of “cheap tobacco” for sale. 

From the Johnston Hospital, in Forsyth, an attendant had a 
delayed seizure of conscience. He bought a two-inch ad in the 
Intelligencer to announce he had “taken by mistake,” about 
July 12, a fully accoutred cavalry horse, complete with haver- 
sack and documents, which had been tethered in front of the 
Atlanta Hotel. He wanted, now, to return the animal to its 
original owner. 

A wave of nervous luimor was sweeping the South. A man, 
went one joke, was asked if his horse were timid. “Not at all,” 
was the retort. “He frequently spends the whole night by him- 
self in the stable.” 

But Brigadier Gen. Iverson was indulging in no horse laughs. 
Stragglers were an ever-increasing problem. He advertised that 
Griffin was a “cavalry rendezvous,” and that those wlio failed to 
rejoin their commands, “stragglers and depredators,” would 
surely be brought “tcj justice.” 

Colonel Beatty still had not satisfied himself with the sight of 
the abandoned Federal trenches. I’hey held a compelling, al- 
most morbid fascination for iiim. 

“Rcjde cjut,” he noted this Monday, “with Capt. Sale to sec 
the enemy’s works on Peachtree street and road. Abcjut same as 
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elsewhere. The flies so bad could not go far. The houses on 
Peachtree are not much injured, very few being hit at all . . . 
a rumor th^t enemy have retreated, I can’t believe it, but hope 
it is so. Very hot.” 

The Federal forces were marching hard, certain that God was 
with them. Hedley had pushed on twelve miles further until, 
with his !i2d Illinois Infantry, he came upon more Confederate 
forces. They lined the banks of the Flint River near Jonesboro, 
their bayonets glinting in the rays of the afternoon sun. 

This group had more spirit than the guards encountered at 
Red Oak Station the day before, and “they assaulted the Union 
lines, evidently hoping to catch them before they could get well 
straightened out for action, but were repulsed.” 

Sergeant Graham found the day bright and pleasant. He was 
encamped on the Macon Railroad. He admired the fortifications 
the engineers were putting up and was convinced that “we can 
make a good fight here.” 

General Sherman had arrived at the Red Oak Station to per- 
sonally check on the wrecking of the railroad late the night 
before. The job, he ordered, had to be “thoroughly” accom- 
plished. 

“The track was heaved up in sections the length of a regi- 
ment, then separated lail by rail,” he recorded; “bonfires were 
made of the ties and of fence-rails on which the rails were 
heated, carried to trees or telegraph-poles, wrapped around and 
left to cool. Siuh rails could not be used again; and, to be still 
more certain, we filled up many deep cuts with trees, brush and 
earth, and commingled them with loaded shells, so arranged 
that they would explode on an attempt to haul out the bushes. 
The explosion of one such shell would have demoralized a gang 
of negroes and thus would have preventer even the attempt to 
clear the road.” 

Old Tecumseh, especially unshaven and roughly attired now, 
was altogether satisfied with the operations. His mammoth Mili- 
tary Division of the Mississippi was shaping its great weight 
closer and closer about Atlanta. Before lighting his night’s final 
cigar, or taking one last swig from his saddle-bag whiskey bottle, 
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he conhded to General Thomas: “I have Atlanta as certainly as 
if it were in my hand.” 


AUGUST 30 


Every person in Major General Frank P. Blair’s 17th U. S. 
Army Corps either helped rip up and burn the rails, or swelled 
the gallery of intrigued spectators. Among the audience near 
Red Oak Station was a thirty-eight-year-old physician attached 
to the 17th, Dr. James Comfort Patten of Princeton, Indiana. 

Dr. Patten had received his commission as Assistant Surgeon 
but four months ago. He had then spent a month wandering the 
Midwest and the South until he finally found his regiment, the 
58th Indiana Volunteers, at Ringgold, Cieorgia. 

Patten, who assisted the Senior Surgeon, Dr. Samuel E. Holtz- 
man, became a good-natured addition to the regiment, willingly 
launching boats for fording streams, clearing ground, and pitch- 
ing tents in addition to his medical duties. Lending a hand to 
the men who were twisting heated rails was just another chore 
to the Indiana doctor. 

“Dr. Holtzman and I carried some straight (fence) rails,” he 
wrote today, “and made our beds on them and then plucked a 
Georgia Goose, as gathering pine brush is called here, and slept 
well . . . next morning all hands went to work to straighten up 
the camp, thinking probably we might stay for some time. While 
in the midst of this job, the order came to strike tents and fall 
in, which was done at once. Those who had not got their share 
of the work done could now laugh at those who had. We now 
moved on and camped near night on the Montgomery r.r. Our 
troops spent the next day, the 30th tearing up the road and 
burning the ties and bending the rails across the heaps of burn- 
ing ties and as they became red hot in the middle the weight of 
the ends would bend them so as to be unfit for use.” 
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The Federal army was burning so many ties, along different 
sections of Atlanta’s southbound and westbound railroad tracks 
that a smoky haze settled over the countryside. It obscured the 
sky with its dense, woody pungence like a thick fog or mist. 
These fires were augmented by flaming fence rails— for roasting 
the long, ripe, golden ears of corn. 

Sherman, who had paused with General Thomas for lunch 
beside Shoal-Creek Ciiurcli, remarked on tlie heat that day— a 
day “otherwise very pleasant.’’ 

“The infantry column had halted in the road,” he observed, 
“stacked their arms, and the men were scattered about— some 
lying in the shade of the trees, and others were bringing corn 
stalks from a large cornfield across the road to feed our horses, 
while still others had arms full of the roasting-ears, in their 
prime. Hundreds of fires were soon started with the fence-rails, 
and the men were busy roasting the ears. Thomas and I were 
walking up and down the road which led to the church, dis- 
cussing the chances of the movement, which he thought were 
extra-hazardous, and our path carried us by a fire at which a 
soldier was roasting his corn. The fire was built artistically; the 
man was stripping ears of their husks, standing them in front of 
his fire, watching them carefully and turning each ear little by 
little, so as to roast it nicely. He was down on his knees intent 
on his business, paying little heed to the stately and serious de- 
liberations of his leaders. . . . 

“As we walked, we could hear Gen. Howard’s guns at inter- 
vals, away off to our right front, but an ominous silence con- 
tinued toward our left, where I was expecting at each moment 
to hear the sound of battle.” 

Meanwhile, Captain Tom Key rolled up his tent and left At- 
lanta along the Sandtown Road to the west. He waited tempo- 
rarily near a spring "at Mrs. Connally’s.” 

At 1:00 P.M., Hood’s Chief of Staff, Shoup, telegraphed to 
Hardee, at F.ast Point: 

“Gen. Hood does not think the necessity will arise to send 
any more troops to fonesboro today. Will send a map soon as 
one can be procured. Gen. Lee is instructed to move Patton An- 
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derson's division near tlie railroad to assist you if need be. Please 
place yourself in communication with General Anderson.** 

At 2:00 P.M., he postscripted this message, at his commander*s 
request, “Gen. Hood . . . does not think they will attack Jones- 
borough today.” 

But the longer he sat in his high-ceilinged frame house on 
\Vhitehall Street, mopped his brow against the afternoon’s gath- 
ering humidity, and listened to th^ cricketing song of late Au- 
gust beyond the wide-open windows, the more worried Hood 
became. For one thing, he wanted to see Hardee, his veteran 
corps commander, who had once refused command of this very 
army. 

At 3:20 he wired Hardee: “An engine will be at East 
Point for you at sunset. Please come to headquarters.” 

The dispatch reached Hardee at Rough and Ready, the tav- 
ern-refreshment stop near the railroad, before 4:00 p.m. It was 
handed to him by Colonel T. B. Roy, a member of his staff. 

At this very time, a few miles north of Rough and Ready, 
Lizzie Perkerson, tall, slender tweniy-sc\'en-year-oId daughter of 
Thomas Jefferson Perkerson, farmer and the first sheriff of Ful- 
ton County, was feeding a pony that had been gi\'en to her 
little brother Dannie. The animal was lame when a soldier left 
it at the farm a month before, and Li/zic felt responsible for its 
well-being. She was serious and methodical about most matters 
of daily life. 

Aside from Dannie, the Perkerson home was a place of women 
—Lizzie’s two sisters, Matilda ( Fill”) and Nan, in addition to 
her mother. Her brothers, both younger than she, Angus and 
Dempse, had been fighting tor the (^otifedcrac y almost since the 
first day of Fort Sumter. Dempse, however, was temporarily 
home. 

There was distjuiel in the sultry air. Li\ing so far on the 
fringes of Atlanta, I.izzie had never been under the shelling. 
She would not, theulore, be prey to false hopes when it ceased. 
But this afternoon, the troiip uKivements a( ross (he dusty, dirt 
roads and fields lanied a speiial foreboding. 

When Dannie finally claml^ered onto the pfiny and rode in 
search of the two remaining cows (the rest of the herd had been 
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sent south in compliance with official orders), cavalry units 
turned and entered the Perkerson yard. They were members of 
Brigadier General John T. Morgan’s command. 

‘‘They had been on picket three days without drawing any 
rations,” Lizzie wrote, “and just at night they drew some corn- 
meal and then they didn’t have a thing to cook it in. And the 
last one of them wanted a little bread cooked. So Nan and I put 
out to the kitchen and got up every old skillet and oven that we 
could and let into cooking corn bread.” 

The exhausted, hungry cavalry fanned out across the corn- 
lields between Perkerson’s farm and McCool’s, farther down the 
road. Asserting tlie “Yankees” were on the prowl, they said that 
they were guarding Hood’s flanks against a possible assault. 

In Atlanta, however, the citizens were entirely ignorant of the 
situation. Women were obsessed with a fervor for cleaning and 
straightening their long-neglected households. Carrie Berry was 
greeting her school “inarm,” Miss Fannie Holmes, who had 
come to her house. 

“I was so glad to see my old teacher once more,” she confided 
to her diary. “I hope she will commence school. I am tired of 
staying home.” 

But all was not ^vell elsewheie. Hood flashed another order to 
Hardee at 6:00 p.m. 

“(ien. Armstrong telegraphs that there is a probability of the 
enemy striking the railrcjad tonight between Jonesborough and 
the left of our army. IMease prevent it if possible.” 

But he was still ill at ease. At exactly 6: 10 p.m., his telegrapher 
was tapping out the desperate entreaty to Hood’s corps com- 
mander: 

“Please come in tonight!” 

A few minutes later Hood was advised that a Federal corps 
had crcjssed Flint River and was annihilating Brigadier General 
Joseph H. Lewis’ inlantry brigade. Hood wrote another dis- 
patch. 

“Hold your position at all hazards,” he implored his General. 
“Help is ordeied to you!” 

All ofliceis were being projected into action. Captain Key left 
Mis. Connally’s home and continued with Cleburne’s division, 
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“three miles to a position south of East Point and began tem- 
porary works to meet a flanking movement of the enemy.” 

“Some skirmishing,” he continued, “occurred two miles from 
the line, but it was a feint while Sherman moved upon the rail- 
road at Jonesboro. Three corps drove our cavalry within a mile 
of that place, as a result of which Gen. Hardee’s corps was or- 
dered to move for its defense.” 

Meanwhile, in Key’s general area, Lizzie Perkerson and her 
sisters continued to bake corn bread at a furious clip. They 
were also trying to find a way to save their brother Dempse 
from capture. He had been fighting with the Georgia Militia 
around Atlanta, and he didn’t know how to rejoin his unit. 

At 8:30 P.M., in Marietta, J. C. Van Duzer of the Signal Corps 
telegraphed his commanding officer. Major Thomas T. Eckert, 
in W^ashington: 

“No news from Sherman today. Slocum pushed reconnaissance 
within two miles of Atlanta, finding only cavalry and not much 
of that. He had only a brigade and moved slowly but will know 
by daylight whether enemy still occupies Atlanta or not.” 

Van Duzer, former commercial telegraph operator at Carlin- 
ville, Illinois, was sometimes refened to as “the only fighting 
officer of the Federal Telegiaph Service.” He had once been 
confined in the guard house by General (irant for his outspoken 
attitude in behalf of his service, but had more than exonerated 
himself by his bravery under fire at Chattanooga. 

As they advanced through Georgia, Sherman had continually 
marveled at how Van Du/er managed to keep his telegraph tent 
functioning directly behind the commanding general’s own 
headquarters. 

Hood, meanwhile, roaring orders, had seemingly found a so- 
lution to the incipient catastrophe at Jonesboro. Hardee had 
but “to drive the enemy at all hazards” back into the Flint 
River. Hood intended to tell his Cieneral so when he arrived 
aboard the special locomotive. 
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AUGUST 31 

Hood had barely seen Hardee off for the depot and the train 
to Jonesboro when he dictated a dispatch to him, reiterating 
what the two officers had just discussed: 

“You must not fail to attack the enemy so soon as you can 
get your troops up. I trust that God will give us victory!” 

The time was 3:10 a.m., Wednesday, August 31, 1864. 

Hood knew he would not sleep this early morning. As the 
crisis mounted, he no longer knew when he would sleep again. 

On the road to East Point, the Perkerson girls were still bak- 
ing corn bread like overwound automatons. The kitchen, which 
had been lit all the busy night by candles, brightened as dawn 
poked into the eastern skies. 

The horses of Morgan’s cavalrymen whinnied at their tethers 
in the yard. Their acrid, pungent odor filtered through the 
kitchen, blanking out the sweeter smells of commeal. The sol- 
diers would soon be on their way again. 

Others had not slept that night. Mary Gay, at Decatur, had 
heard distant cannon firing, interrupted by “occasional lulls.” 
"The suspense,” she wrote, “became intolerable.” Then, just 
before dawn, "in the midst of this awful suspense, an apparition, 
glorious and bright, appeared in our presence. It was my brother. 
He had left Madison a few days before, where he had been al- 
lowed to spend a part of his furlough, instead of remaining at 
the Augusta hospital, and where he had received the tender min- 
istrations of his estimable cousin, Mrs. Tom Hillsman, and her 
pretty young daughters, and the having care of his sister Mis- 
souri, who was also at this time an inmate of her cousin’s house- 
hold. How I wished he could have remained there until restored 
to health. One less patriotic and conscientious would have done 
so. His mother’s joy at meeting her beloved son, and under such 
circumstances, was pathetic indeed, and I shall never forget the 
effort she made to repre.ss the tears and steady the voice, as she 
sought to nerve him for the arduous and perilous duties before 
him. Much of his conversation, though hurried, was regarding 
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his Mary, in Texas, and the dear little boy dropped down from 
heaven, whom he had never seen.” 

The briglu beginnings of day were clouded over by 5:00 a.m. 
Sergeant Graham was “ready to march.” Rain seemed immi- 
nent as he breakfasted at 6:00 a.m., remarking on “the sound of 
cannon heard in a northeast direction ... at about 8 and 10 
formed line of battle and put breastwork of rails.” 

Tom Key, “at day-dawn,” was finally able to permit his men 
to rest briefly after an all-night march. They had reached “the 
designated position,” bordering tiny Jonesboro. But the soldiers 
were too tired to care where they were. They slept where they 
fell, not even conscious of hunger. Even in deep slumber they 
reflexively clutched the rifles at their sides. 

Key “ordered up (his) omnibus and ordnance train, but the 
courier neglected to deliver the message or could not find them.” 

Before long he realized that the Federals were already en- 
trenched in strong rifle pits from which they began to fire 
“briskly.” He roused his entire company with the idea of charg- 
ing the Union lines, but “about 10 o’clock they attacked Gen. 
Lowrey’s line and it was supposed that they would advance 
upon us; but it proved only a demonstration and Gen. Cle- 
burne’s division, supported by Cheatham’s, moved out upon the 
enemy south of Jonesboro.” 

At 10:00 A.M., Shoup telegraphed to Hardee: 

“Gen. Hood desires the men to go at the enemy with bayo- 
nets fixed, determined to drive everything they may come 
against.” 

Lizzie Perkerson let her ovens go cold at last. Morgan’s horse- 
men thanked her and galloped off, taking her brother Dempse 
with them. Now, she thought, “there was nothing left for us but 
to get ready for the blue coats.” 

The clock had not struck ten in Jonesboro when fourteen- 
year-old Thomas Jefferson Vessel was loping in from Lovejoy’s 
astride his small horse. He had left his father’s farm, miles 
to the south, to fetch the mail, as was his custom. Everyone was 
aware that trouble was “brewing” in the neighborhood, but 
young Tom was sure that he could accomplish the round trip. 

As he neared Jonesboro, he heard sporadic rifle shots. In the 
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past months he had listened to these sounds from afar. But the 
shots were closer, mounting in volume, speaking with deeper 
authority. He eyed the Georgia Railroad tracks, wondering 
whether he should turn his horse and head south on the dirt 
road beside them again. 

Then, as the Court House came into view, across the tracks 
and to his right, the shooting swelled to more frightening pro- 
portions. He thought he saw a shell explode in an empty field. 

Tom Vessel wheeled his horse around and kicked its flanks 
with his heels as hard as he could. The steed lunged forward, 
throwing the boy off. He ran after it, jumped on again, and, in 
his excitement and terror, was tossed off a second time. “I liked 
to run that little horse to death,” was the way he described his 
panicky ride. 

Other citizens of besieged Jonesboro were not far behind 
Tom. More shells were whistling in when Mrs. A. F. Sears quit 
lier house. Her husband, a conductor for the railroad, was some- 
where en route from Macon, leaving only herself and her col- 
ored girl. 

Slie took the girl by the hand, raced past the Court House and 
across the track. She too was headed for Lovejoy, to the south, 
where it seemed the Yankees would not be. 

Others were torn between saving themselves, their household 
possessions, or their horses and mules. The men, for the most 
part, decided on the latter, and began to lead the animals to- 
wards secluded thickets south and east of Jonesboro. It seemed 
that there was no sanctuary from the barrage of shells and 
bullets. 

Several residences, including the stately Warren House across 
the road from the depot, had already been converted to hospi- 
tals. All available beds were occupied bv the wounded from 
previous skirmishes as well as from the hospitals which were 
being moved from Atlanta for they, with the nurses and the few 
doctors serving them, could not flee. 

Sherman was advised in the early afternoon that his armies 
were converging on the railrt^ad according to plan. “Schofield 
reached it near Rough and Ready, and Thomas at two points 
between there and Jonesboro. Howard found an intrenched foe 
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(Hardee’s corps) covering Jonesboro, and his men began at once 
to dig their accustomed rifle pits. Orders were sent to Generals 
Thomas and Schofleld to turn straight for Jonesboro, tearing up 
the railroad-track as they advanced. 

“About 3 P.M. the enemy sallied from Jonesboro against the 
Fifteenth Corps, but was easily repulsed, and driven back within 
his lines. All hands were kept busy tearing up the railroad.” 

It was an action of position as Seigeant Graham saw it, with 
“skirmishing going on near the railroad. We are near the rail- 
road. At 3 heavy cannoning on our right and men ready with 
traps on left . . . formed the line of battle and lay hereabouts 
half hour and then started again and went about ^ of a mile 
further south, then east i/^ mile further when we formed an- 
other line.” 

Captain Key “ordered up Swett’s, Key’s, and Goldthwaite’s 
batteries, but General Lee’s forces attacked Sherman’s fortified 
position before we struck him on our front. The batteries kept 
within one hundred yards of the line as it advanced, and as soon 
as the infantry engaged the enemy, my batteries also poured hot 
iron upon them. Two batteries from the enemy felt of us, but 
we were too stiff in the backbone for them and they yielded the 
argument. After firing several rounds, the batteries were ad- 
vanced to the hills near Flint River, where we gave them a few 
more of the same sort. General I.owrey had orders not to cross 
the stream, but the men could not be checked. He, therefore, 
withdrew them as soon as possible to the east side of the creek, 
leaving no time for me to make an effort to bring off the cap- 
tured guns. The enemy being routed on the south of Jonesboro 
and driven across, the two divisions on that portion of the line 
were re-established on their original positions.” 

David Conynghain obtained a measure of grim .satisfaction 
when he heard that Hood had awakened “too late . . . from his 
fancied victory” in Atlanta following the Union evacuation. He 
had mentally compared the strategy to the Trojan wooden- 
horse deception. 

“Howard,” he wrote, “found the enemy in force at Jonesboro, 
and at once intrenched him.sclf, extending a salient angle within 
a mile of the railroad. 
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“At about 4 o’clock in the afternoon tiie rebels attacked How- 
ard’s position. Their chief assault was on the 2d division, 15th 
corps, now ftommanded by Brigadier General Hazen. This offi- 
cer formerly commanded a brigade in the 4th corps, but in the 
translation of Maj. Gen. Howard to the command of the army 
of the Tennessee, he, knowing his worth and great military ac- 
quirements, got him transferred to his command, and assigned 
him to a division. He fully justified his expectations, and, for 
his brilliant assault on Fort Pulaski, was made major general. 

“Hazen’s division met the assault with firmness, repulsed the 
enemy, and took possession of a hill which commanded Jones- 
boro, and might be justly called the key of the position. . . . 

“In Hazen’s front alone the dead and wounded were actually 
piled on one another. Hazen captured two flags and several 
prisoners.’’ 

Mrs. E. E. George of Fort Wayne, Indiana, was desperately 
busy in one of the field hospitals at Jonesboro, in charge of an 
ambulance belonging to the 15th Army Corps Hospital. When 
she had started her nursing service earlier in the war she had 
observed, “I am old,” but protested that “my health is good.” 

A shell exploded near her ambulance, killing two soldiers on 
their stretchers as they waited their turn to enter the wagon 
with its crude, limited operating facilities. 

“No, I was not alarmed,” she told doctors, “for I looked upon 
it as simply the intention of Providence to test my courage.” 

Joe Semmes had been caught in the Jonesboro battle by acci- 
dent. Writing his “beloved wife” to gather the children, fall on 
her knees, and thank God for his “protection” and “preserva- 
tion from a most horrible death or most shocking wounds,” the 
Confederate supply officer reported on his departure from At- 
lanta “with a large train of cars with stor-'s . . . stopped with 
the train at a station 12 miles from .\tlanta on the Macon Rail 
Road called Forrest Station (from being in the woods). 

’• There the engine left me. Hardee’s and Lee’s corps made a 
rapid march from Atlanta to attack the enemy at Jonesboro 8 
miles further down the railroad, from Forrest Station, leaving 
no force between the enemy and my train e\< ept a small num- 
ber of pickets . . . the enemy was pressing towards the railroad 
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between me and Atlanta. Whilst the enemy’s fire was approach- 
ing nearer and nearer, the Col. of the 11th La. in charge of the 
pickets came up and told me he could not keep track of the 
enemy and was leaving with his small squad for his main com- 
mand, and that nothing was between me and tlie enemy. Having 
no means of sending the train off, the F.ngine not being able to 
return for that purpose because the enemy had torn up some of 
the track after it left me, my capture was inevitable. I prepared 
for the worst, sent off my most valuable and important public 
papers by passing horsemen, tore up others (and all your dear 
letters which I treasured so much) and prepared piles of brush 
and light wood to burn the train of 18 heavy loaded cars to 
prevent the enemy from using the stores, as soon as they should 
get in sight. When they were within 400 yards of me a train 
appeared. I made the engineman couple my train to his and I 
was moved off just 15 minutes before the enemy struck the road 
in force. We steamed rapidly towards Jonesboro and passed 
through the town whilst the battle was raging, which I ex- 
pected, we escaped the shower of shot and shell which was 
thrown at our lines only a few yards distant. I remained at the 
edge of town during the whole battle and escaped unhurt though 
many balls struck our train and men were killed and wounded 
all around it. 

‘‘Hardee’s Corps repulsed the enemy on the left and carried 
on his work driving them two miles and across Flint River, but 
all the advantage was lost because Lee’s Corps on the right failed 
in their charge and were badly repulsed, causing us to Icxsc all 
the ground we gained on the left. The fight was a lurious one 
and our loss abcjut 1,500 wounded alone.” 

A mile north of Jonesboro, another train slammed on the 
brakes, reversed gears, and bat ked into Atlanta as fast as it t ould. 

‘‘The retreating railway train which carried the news to At- 
lanta that Sherman’s infantry were nujving northward on Rough 
and Ready Station, carried consternation with it,” observed 
General Cox. ‘‘Hood himself .seems to have been bewildered 
and to have seized at once upon the idea that this was the begin- 
ning of a general attat k upon Atlanta.” 

Indeed, at 6:00 p.m. Hood’s aide, Shoup, telegraphed Hardee 
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for the General. “There are some indications that the enemy 
may make an attempt on Atlanta tomorrow!*' 

Bit by bit, assembling the tragic, scattered scraps. Hood was 
seeing the situation in its stark, true light: Hardee's Corps cut 
off at Jonesboro; Lee's Corps caught in between; Cleburne's 
Corps, all but annihilated, limping piecemeal to Lovejoy's. 
Hood, aside from the Georgia Militia, Stewart's Corps, and 
some scattered detachments, had almost nothing with which to 
defend Atlanta. He was faced with the ultimate nightn.are of 
a General in command— the enemy had separated him from his 
most powerful units. Lashing out in the bitterness of defeat, he 
attributed the debacle to Hardee's “failure." 

Several thousand young men of the South lay dead or seri- 
ously wounded in and near Jonesboro by late afternoon. Only 
the children and people of Atlanta who were blissfully unaware 
found any measure of satisfaction on that dark Wednesday. Car- 
rie Berry, for one, had been quietly “knitting all the morning." 
At supper time she left, Zuic in tow, to spend the night with 
Aunt Healey: “I know we will enjoy our selves." 

Li/zie Perkerson was hostess to new arrivals. Dannie had gone 
off on his evening (juest for the cows. Her father, the sheriff, 
had come home. The heat of the day was abating inside the 
larmhouse, and Lizzie hoped to catch up on the sleep she had 
lost. Then, abruptly, "we heard a gun and in a few minutes we 
saw Dan coming at full speed. And next we saw two Yankees, 
but Dan had got round in the back yard before they got in sight. 
Pa was at the shop. They asked him how long since a man passed 
on horseback. Pa told them just a few minutes and on they 
dashed. By the time they were out of sight a squad of some 
twenty-five or thirty men made their appearance and Len and 
old Bet k in the crowd. They rode up and asked the same ques- 
tion. Pa told them who it was and all about it. So they rode 
around in the yard and had the pony brought out to be sure he 
was telling the truth. Ma went out and begged them not to take 
the pony and they finally com hided to leave him and took old 
Pete and dismounted Len and rode on. Well, we saw nothing 
more of them that day. 1 hey were the first that had come up 
from Jonesborough to Atlanta.” 
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There was another kind of holocaust in Americas— the fiery 
demolition of Foard Hospital and many other buildings of the 
town. Kate Gumming was making her routine early evening 
rounds when “a cry of fire was raised!” 

She looked in the direction from which the shout had come 
and “saw a large cotton warehouse in a blaze. The sight was 
fearful, as it covered the whole square and the cotton seemed to 
have ignited all at the same time. Had I not known how inflam- 
mable cotton is, I should have thought it was covered with tur- 
pentine. The flames spread with great rapidity, and it was not 
long before the whole square was entirely consumed. 

“We have saved very little. A number of buildings were 
blown up; by which we lost much more than we otherwise 
should have done. 

“Our hospital occupied three sides of a stjuare; out of this 
there is one two-story brick building saved.” 

Almost all of the Foard Hospital— and its sorely needed bed- 
space— lay in ashes. L. Warfield, a correspondent, reported to his 
newspaper: 

“I write to you amid the expiring flames, crashing walls and 
sinking embers of burning Americus. At five o’clock this eve- 
ning the dreadful signal sounded, and now at midnight the 
place is in ashes. The throngs of citizens are slowly turning from 
the glowing ruins, with anxious glances backward, as if doubt- 
ful whether the remorseless billows had spent their full fury or 
would yet sweep the entire circuit of the village and leave them 
all roofless. But a little more hesitation convinces them that the 
terrible monster has exhausted itself at last: and with sighs of 
relief and silent thanksgiving lifted to Providence that their 
homes were spared the awful destruction they have witnessed 
this night, they head their footsteps homeward like departing 
spirits in the dismal and sombre light . . . seldom does it chance 
to one to witness such a spectacle.” 

As night settled over Jonesboro, the Federal armies had en- 
campments encircling the community. They taunted the re- 
maining Confederate defenders with sporadic picket firing and 
the yellow of their campfires, like jungle eyes beyond a clearing. 

Within battered Jonesboro, there was silence, heat, pain— 
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without the balm of anesthetic— and the fetid smells of death 
and the dying. Every house that remained habitable after the 
battle became a hospital. 

The handsome Warren mansion, atop a hillock on the north 
side of the village, was filled to overflowing with wounded men. 
Two cleanly drilled holes in the walls were large enough to pass 
a leg or arm through. The town’s two places of worship, the Bap- 
tist and Methodist churches, were stained red with the blood of 
their maimed and wounded congregation which was still being 
carried in as midnight approached. 

The dead were heaped like so much cordwood in the pine 
woods a quarter of a mile above the Court House near the dis- 
puted railroad tracks. No one had time to identify, bury, or even 
count them. They lay there, in the sticky heat of a Georgia 
evening, in silent requiem to the day’s carnage. 

“Night closed the work of death and thousands of wearied 
men threw themselves upon the ground and slumbered sweetly 
without pillows or blankets,” Tom Key wrote. “I accommodated 
my dimensions to the length of a cotton bale, which answered 
finely after I had pulled out some of the cotton to make an 
elevation for my head.” 

At 1 1 :00 P.M., Sherman, from his tent which rvas almost within 
sight of the roofpeaks of Jonesboro, dispatched a formal order to 
Thomas: 

“General, I wish you would instruct Gen. Slocum at the 
bridge to feel forward to Atlanta, as boldly as he can, by the 
direct road leading from the bridge and to send any cavalry 
force he can raise over toward Decatur to watch the movements 
of the enemy in that (juarter. Advise him in full of the situation 
of affairs here and we assure him that we tvill fully occupy the 
attention of the rebel army outside of .^tlant-..” 




ptemter, 1864: 




SEPTEMBER 1 


Before 1:00 a.m., Hood, sleepless, dazed, a gaunt, single-legged, 
and utterly defeated officer, ordered his friend “Steve"’ Lee to 
extricate himself from Jonesboro and protect the flanks, from 
Rough and Ready, of Atlanta’s remaining defenders. John 
Bell Hood did not have to specify that he was assembling his 
remnant forces to evacuate Atlanta. 

At the same early hour, the hollow-eyed correspondent for 
the Intelligencer was filing this dispatch: 

“Today the Yankees effected a lodgment on the Macon and 
Western Railroad, between Rough and Ready and East Point 
Station. They attacked our forces with six corps, and by a very 
fierce and obstinate effort succeeded in gaining the position 
which divides our army. Gen. Hardee’s corps, under Cleburne 
and Lee’s corps, all combined under the charge of Gen. Har- 
dee’s resisted the advance of the enemy with determined valor 
and unexampled bravery, from early this morning until night, 
when the enemy still held possession of the road. 

“Gen. Hood, with Stewart’s corps and the Georgia Militia, 
remains in Atlanta, and communication between the two posi- 
tions is kept up only by couriers. It is supposed that the enemy 
will make a rapid and terrible onset on the defenses of At- 
lanta at the earliest moment they can reach the city. 

“The battle was very heavy along the retire line today, and 
resulted in vei^ considerable loss to us. A large number of the 
wounded were arriving on the train during the night. 

At 2:00 A.M., Tom Key moved his battery out of camp and 
into the position just vacated by General Lee. By the first 
streaks of dawn his battery, along with five others, was in posi- 
tion, protecting the invasion route to Atlanta. 

Colonel Taylor Beatty, trying to return inside the city, 
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paused at 1:00 a.m. when his goal was rendered almost impos- 
sible by the hazard of being caught by Federal forces or shot by 
his own pickets. He sat down by the road with the troops and 
dozed fitfully until five. Then he headed his command south. 

'‘Keep marching!” he ordered. 

Lizzie Perkerson was awakened early by the cry that more 
Yankees were coming. As he wrote to her brother Angus: 
“Till and I jumped out of bed and before we were half dressed, 

in popped one of the blue D Is. I think the spectacle he 

beheld slightly shocked his modesty as he very quickly with- 
drew to your room. But after he had explored it to his satis- 
faction, he gave us another call. He came to the door and asked 
us in a very commanding tone what was in a trunk that was 
sitting in the hall. Till told him to look and see if he wanted 
to know, at the same time throwing him the keys. He com- 
menced knocking the trunk around. Till told him not to break 
that trunk but to get out of her way and she opened it her- 
self. He rummaged through it but didn’t take anything at all. 
While he was upstairs there were several others in the house. 
They went into every room and pretended to be looking for 
guns. But they found none and they didn’t bother anything 
else. One of them told Pa that he wanted some tobacco. Pa 
told him to get it if he wanted it. So he went on.” 

Wallace P. Reed, the young writer, noted that Atlanta 
seemed to be ‘‘almost in a state of anarchy. ” He was amazed 
that many citizens had the impression tliat Jonesboro liad been 
a great victory. “But a few deserters who arrived during the 
day, seeking hiding places in the houses of their Iriends, told a 
different story. 

“Throughout the day rroops were moving in every direction 
and unusual bustle and activity prevailed. I'he citizens noticed 
that they were no longer halted and made to show their papers 
on the streets. Crowds of strange negroes also made their ap- 
pearance but they acted with great caution, and spent most of 
their time in cellars and houses that had been abandoned by 
their owners. Something was up; but the citizens could not tell 
what was coming. They could not believe that the city was to 
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be given up. Their idea was that the Confederate forces were 
being massed for another battle.'' 

General Sam French waited all morning for word to evacuate 
Atlanta. “And before noon the order came. I became the rear 
guard. Tliere is confusion in the city and some of the soldiers 
in the town are drunk. Common sense is wanted. The five 
heavy guns that I had ordered to be spiked by the rear guard 
at 1 1 P.M. were burned by order of the Chief of Ordnance at 
5 P.M., a proclamation to the enemy in my front line that we 
were evacuating the place.'' 

Major Charles W. Hubner, the former Illinois and Ten- 
nessee journalist, observed terror as well as confusion in At- 
lanta on that drenching hot first day of September. “The streets 
were filled with hurrying men, crying women, and children." 

By mid-afternoon the sparring along the Macon Railroad had 
flared into violent conflict again. 

“Gen. Davis formed his division in line about 4 p.m., swept 
forward over sonic old cotton-fields in full view, and went over 
the rebel j^arapet handsomely, capturing the whole of Govan’s 
brigade, wdth two field-batteries of ten guns," Sherman re- 
ported. "Being on the spot, I checked Davis' movement, and 
ordered Cicn, Howard to send the two divisions of the Seven- 
teenth Corps (Blair) round by his right rear, to get below Jones- 
boro and to reach the railroad, so as to cut off retreat in that 
direction. 1 also dispatched orders after orders to hurry forward 
Stanley, so as to lap around jonesboro on the east, hoping thus 
to capture the whole of Hardee’s Corps. I sent first Capt. Au- 
denried (aide-de-camp) then Col. Poe, of the Engineers, and 
lastly Cien. riiomas himself (and «hat is the only time during 
the campaign I can recall seeing Cicn. Tfiomas urge his horse 
into a gallop). 

“Night was approaching, and the country on the other side 
of ilie railroad w'as densely wooded. Gen. Stanley had come up 
on the left of Davis, and was deploying, though there could 
not have been on his front more than a skirmish line. Had he 
moved straight on by the flank, or by a slight circuit to his left, 
he would have inclcxscd the whole grc^und occupied by Hardee’s 
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corps, and that corps could not have escaped us; but night 
came on, and Hardee did escape. 

'‘Meantime, Gen. Slocum had reached his corps (the Twen- 
tieth), stationed at the Chattahoochee bridge, had relieved Gen. 
A. S. Williams in command, and orders had been sent back to 
him to feel forward occasionally toward Atlanta, to observe the 
effect when we had reached the railroad." 

Conyngham also reported on the action: 

"The 14th corps was ordered to assault the enemy’s in- 
trenched position. Cavalry and infantry steadily advanced, un- 
der a surging fire of musketry and artillery. They had to cross 
a cornfield, then a deep ravine, and strike up a slope to the 
enemy’s works. The 14th corps stood the ordeal well; swept 
over the valley, charged right on the works, where a regular 
hand-to-hand conflict ensued, which lasted for nearly two hours, 
but finally terminated by our men gaining the works and cap- 
turing two batteries. They turned these guns upon the flying 
rebels, mowing them down by wholesale. . . . 

"They also captured another battery of four guns, several 
battle-flags, and a large number of prisoners, including many 
general officers, thus swelling our list of prisoners captured 
in the expedition to about twcj thousand. Cicn. (iovan and his 
adjutant general were among the prisoners, Gen. Cummings 
among the dead." 

Tom Key witnessed the same action. After firing sporadically 
at "several hundred Yankee wagons in a field" in the early after- 
noon, he fought off a desperate desire for rest. The battle was 
joined in earnest by three o’clock. 

"The enemy made an attack upon Cien. (iovan’s line which 
was facing to the north, and Key’s and Swett’s batteries opened 
such a deadly fire upon them that the line was broken. 'The 
Yankees then brought up three or four additional lines of bat- 
teries and ccmcentrating for a desperate assault, lliey charged 
up in this massed condition upcm (fovan’s lines and against 
a portion cjf General Lewis’s forces whic h had just been thrown 
upon the right of (iovan and, of course, had no defenses. Gen. 
Govan’s works were fairly strong titough manned very thinly, 
about a rank and a half. Their fire upon the advancing enemy 
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was steady, and that of Swett’s and Key’s batteries very destruc- 
tive, but the immense numbers and overwhelming forces of the 
Yankees ramupon the works, sweeping over the right of Govan s 
fortifications, striking the lines at both batteries, and capturing 
the general and several of his gallant Arkansans. . . . 

“The defense of the Confederates was noble, but they were 
too weak to contend with such numbers. Gen. Cleburne author- 
ized me to bring up a battery from any position that one could 
be found, and Capt. Bledsoe came up at a gallop to engage the 
advancing Yanks, taking position near a large white house. The 
enemy’s loss, however, had been so terrible that they did not 
advance. Night brought the bloody contest to a close, and in my 
opinion our opponents lost ten men to our one. Indeed, we 
had but few killed and wounded, if they were not foully dealt 
with as was one of Key’s batterymen who, after being taken 
prisoner, was cut down by a Yankee officer and then pierced 
with the sabre alter he had fallen. I withdrew Captain Goldth- 
waite’s battery after dark and Gen. Cleburne ordered me to 
report to (ien. Hardee for instructions as to where to move. 
All the artillery was withdrawn from the line, and we began to 
retreat toward CTriffin, About midnight we reached Lovejoy 
Station where we halted for the night.” 

In Atlanta, Carrie Berry had returned at noon from her 
night with Aunt Healey. ‘ We had a very pleasant time and 
everything seemed ejuiet. Directly after dinner Cousin Emma 
came down and told us that Atlanta would be evacuated this 
evening and we might look for the Federals in the morning. It 
was not long till the hole town found it out and such excite- 
ment there was. We have ben looking for them all the evening 

but they have not come yet. Mr. came in to tell us that 

dear Cousin Henry was wounded and he i! ought he would not 
get well. We are so sorry to here it. We loved him so much. I 
finished my stockings today.” 

A number of more adult observers, meanwhile, painfully re- 
corded the dying breaths of the Gate City. 

“The sun went down looking like a great ball of fire as it 
shone through the thick haze of red dust,” Wallace Reed chron- 
icled. ‘‘It was a hot, stifling night, and the people found it im- 
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possible to sleep. Shortly after dark the streets resounded with 
the heavy tread of marching soldiers, but the dust and darkiless 
made it difficult to estimate their number. It soon became evi- 
dent that they were moving out of the city, taking all their field 
pieces and army wagons with them. Whenever the soldiers 
passed a garden several men would rush through it, stripping 
it in a minute of every stalk of corn, and every green thing 
that could be eaten by man or beaj>t. Of course no citizen ob- 
jected or attempted to defend his property. All knew that this 
raid on the gardens meant that the city was being evacuated.” 

“Near Decatur,” a correspondent of the Intelligencer who 
signed himself “Rover,” wrote to his editors in Macon. “The 
disaster on Wednesday evening was fully as serious as first re- 
ported . . . the forces of the enemy on the Macon road con- 
sisted of five full corps of infantry, with a large force of cavalry. 
It was also known that a large force was south ol the Chatta- 
hoochee in tiie vicinity of tlie railroad bridge. Both of these 
were threatening the city, and as it would have been folly to 
attempt to resist both, an evacuation was promptly determined 
upon, while the forces of Gens. Hardee and Lee should make an 
attempt to reach a point where they would be joined by those 
that might be withdrawn from the city. 

“The removal of all the supplies and ammunition that the 
transportation facilities of the army would permit commenced 
early Thursday and was continued throughout the day. Large 
quantities of provisions were also distributed to the people, and 
at nightfall all on hand stored in the Georgia railroad ware- 
house and cars on the track. Throughout the day, also, the 
several bodies of troops, as they were withdrawn from the de- 
fences and filed through the city, were permitted access to the 
public stores. The rolling stock of the railroads, consisting of 
about one hundred cars, six engines was concentrated near the 
rolling mill before dark, and by that hour all the trcxjps had 
passed through, with the exception of the rear guard left to 
prevent straggling. And here I would mention a fact credit- 
able to the State troops. Their withdrawal was accomplished in 
good order and without confusion or straggling. The regulars 
acted differently. The order was for ilie trcjops to mass in the 
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vicinity of McDonough and the wagon trains and all moved 
out in that direction. Previous to my leaving the telegraph 
office was closed, and at dark the evacuation was completed, 
with the exception of the detailed guard before mentioned. 

“Of course great excitement prevailed throughout the day, 
but a moderate degree of good order obtained. A few licentious 
citizens and soldiers embraced the occasion to display the wick- 
edness of their natures, but the great mass of both classes acted 
with the greatest decorum. The citizens who had suffered from 
the malice of the enemy during the bombardment, looked on 
sorrowingly, and indulged in conjectures as to what would be 
their fate when once in the enemy’s power; while the troops 
filed through the streets, with a steady tread it is true, but 
nevertheless with sorrow depicted on their weatherbeaten coun- 
tenances. . . . 

“Whether the Yankees yet occupy Atlanta I cannot say, but 
presume the telegraph will inform you. ... I only know there 
was nothing to prevent their entry.” 

Lovely Mary Rawson, in ‘‘The Terraces” on Pryor Street, 
turned to her own diary to record her day. Her father, E. E. 
Rawson, well known wholesale merchant and councilman, was 
faced with the loss of his city, his prosperous business, perhaps 
even his showplace residence itself. Mary was sixteen. Her dark 
brown hair, her smile, her parasol, her pony gig, were now part 
of the memory of a better, more patrician Atlanta. 

“The morning dawned,” she wrote, “and the bright sun arose 
which ushered in another eventful month, September, 1864. Al- 
though the commencement ot the day was outwardly so pleas- 
ant, language falls short in expressing the suspense and anxiety 
experienced by everyone. Time afur time had we been told of 
the severity of Gen. Sherman until we Cr^ne to dread his ap- 
prriach as we would that of a mighty hurricane which sweeps all 
b( fore it, caring naught for justice or humanity. Our fear of 
his (oming, however, did not prevent it. 

“The forenoon passed slowly with nothing of importance 
transpiring except a visit from Mr. Tenny, informing us that 
a few cavalry had been left to dispute even inch of ground 
through the city, as he said. This news caused us a great deal 
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of uneasiness. . . . Gen. Hood commenced his evacuation of our 
city. The gentlemen who did not wish to fall into the hands* of 
the Federals might have been seen in the afternoon of this day 
in company of the last of the soldiers, wending their way slowly 
out of the now desolate Atlanta: as night threw around our 
home its sable shadows, silence reigned broken only. by pleasant 
converse with our now absent friends. How different from the 
few last nights preceding: the pleasure and repose of these 
evenings was disturbed by the noise of exploding shells and the 
sharp crack of the death-dealing musketry. OH! how much more 
pleasure there would have been had it not been for the expecta- 
tion of the scene of the coming morrow. Nine o’clock comes 
and we retire for the night.” 

S. P. Richards seconded those who looked with trepidation 
upon the events of Thursday. 

“This was a day of terror and a night of dread,” he wrote. 
“About noon came the tidings of a severe fight on the Macon 
RR and that our forces were worsted and the city was to be 
evacuated at once. Then began a scramble among the inhabit- 
ants thereof to get away— others to procure supplies of food for 
their families. If there had been any doubt of the fact that 
Atlanta was about to be given up it would have been removed 
when they saw the depots of Government grain and food thrown 
open and the contents distributed among the citizens free 
gratis by the sackful and the cartload. The RR cars and engines 
were all run up to one place in order to be fired just as the army 
left. Five locomotives and 85 cars. Cousin Bill told me, were 
to be burned. Mr. West told me that the militia were ordered 
to be on hand to go out with the army, so I thought I would 
resign, as I was not bound to go. About midnight Mr. West 
came to our back gate and called to me and told me that the 
Battalion had gone to McDonough and that he had backed 
out. I then went to the Macon depot with him and secured 
three sacks of meal.” 

Residents of Atlanta, who lived closer to the McDonough 
Road, Hood’s exit route, heard the weary singing of “Lorena” as 
the soldiers trudged south: 
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A hundred months have passed, Lorena, 

Since last I held that hand in mine; 

And felt the pulse beat fast, Lorena, 

Tho’ mine beat faster far than thine. 

A hundred months, 'twas flow’ry May, 

When up the hilly slope we climbed. 

To watch the dying of the day 

And hear the distant church bells chime. 

To watch the dying of the day 

And hear the distant church bells chime. . . . 

’Tis dust to dust beneath the sod; 

But there, up there, *tis heart to heart. 

Tis dust to dust beneath the sod; 

But there, up there, ‘tis heart to heart. 


SEPTEMBER 2 

The clock in the Berry’s front hall struck midnight. It w’as 
Friday. The weather was humid, but clear, with an expectant 
stillness in the air. Carrie was asleep after a restless evening. 

On Pryor Street, in the “better ’ part of the now tattered 
city, Mary Rawson slept fitfully. 

S. P. Richards w^as hoisting the sacks of meal onto his 
shoulders at the depot. 

Sam French, delayed in clearing his works, had just given 
orders for his men to march out of Atlanta as fast as they could. 

Hood was already well along the McDonough Road, think- 
ing of breakfast— and sancturay— in Lovejoy’s Station. He ob- 
tained a bitter satisfaction in the “strange” fact that his ad- 
versary Sherman had attacked Hardee “entrenched,” while 
overlooking Hood’s own exposed “main body.” 

Wallace P. Reed, the Atlanta writer, was roaming the city, 
ever-curious as to what would happen next. 
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In Decatur, Mary Gay, her mother, and step-brother, Tom 
Stokes, had not retired. They were still comparing experiences. 

Major Hubner and another officer had made such good 
progress towards the Flat Shoals road from McDonough that 
they wandered into a thicket to catch a nap. 

Sherman, camped in a field two miles northwest of Jonesboro, 
was “so restless and impatient that I could not sleep.” In 
rumpled trousers, and half-unbuttoned shirt, he paced in front 
of his tent and scratched at the stiff stubble which thickened 
hourly on his chin. 

David Conyngham slept. 

Colonel John Coburn, commanding the 2d Brigade of the 
33rd Indiana Regiment, Third Division, under General 
Slocum, was probing from Turner’s Ferry on reconnaissance 
toward Atlanta. He was inching warily forward with the hand- 
ful of officers and men with him. 

Only a few cavalrymen, guiding their horses at an easy gait, 
interrupted Atlanta’s midnight lull. 

Then, explosions flamed in the souiheast skies. Fhe earth 
was rocked with one blast after another— and in their wake “a 
near panic among those who did not know the cause.” 

Carrie Berry awoke and thought of Zuie, >vhom she look out 
of her crib and held in her arms. To Carrie it was “a grate 
explosion! and unpleasantly reminded us of shells.” 

Mary Rawson’s “sleep and dreams were soon interrupted by 
rapid and loud explosions. On arising a most beautiful spec- 
tacle greeted our sight. The Heavens were in a perfect glow 
while the atmcisphere seemed full of flaming rockets, crash 
follows crash and the swift moving locomotives were rent in 
pieces and the never tiring metallic horse lay powerless while 
the sparks filled the air with innumerable spangles. The crash- 
ing had scarcely ceased when our attention was called in an- 
other directicm by a briglit light which proved to be the burning 
of some mc^rc Ciovernment provisicjns.” 

Richards was at the depot with his nu’al sacks. Having been 
forewarned, he knew what was happening. “ Flie ammunition 
train was fired and for half an hour or mc^re an incessant dis- 
charge was kept up that jarred the ground and broke the glass 
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in the windows around. It was terrific to listen to and know the 
object.’* 

French wa!^ quitting his works when he heard the eruptions. 
The General’s orderly, military mind raged at what seemed 
poor timing, at very least. 

“This should have been done last of all, when the rear 
guard or pickets were withdrawn,” he wrote. “Who would ex- 
tinguish an ordnance train of bursting shells? So, lighted by 
the glare of fires, flashes of powder and bursting shells, I slowly 
left Atlanta!’’ 

Hood raged anew. It was “negligence,’’ “unnecessary loss,” 
in his estimation, since the engines and loaded cars had been 
“on the track and in readiness to move.” However, he again 
found someone on whom to aflix blame— this time, the chief 
quartermaster who “grossly neglected to send off” the sorely 
needed train of supplies. 

He cloaked himself in this consoling thought as he jogged 
over the rutted road through the dark, sultry night, a city— and 
perhaps a war— lost, in his wake. 

Wallace Reed estimated that the explosion was the violent 
result of seventy carloads of powder and shells being ignited, 
some ten cars less than Hood himself had conceded. 

“The infernal din of the exploding shells sent a thrill of 
alarm through the city,” he noted. “Many believed at first that 
the Federals were coming in, and that a desperate battle was 
going on in the streets. It took five long hours to blow up the 
.seventy carloads of ammunition. The flames shot up to a tre- 
mendous height, and the exploding missiles scattered their red 
hot fragments right and left. The very earth trembled as if in 
the throes of a mighty earthquake. The houses rocked like 
cradles, and on every hand was heard the s' attering of window 
glass and the fall of plastering and loose bricks. Thousands of 
people flocked to high places and watched with breathless 
excitement the volcanic scene on the Georgia Railroad. 

“Fortunately all the citizens in the vicinity of the explosions 
had been ordered to leave their houses before the work of 
destruction commenced. Every building for a quarter of a mile 
around was either torn to pieces or perforated with hundreds 
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of holes by fragments of the shells. Day was dawning when the 
last shell and the last keg of powder exploded. Clouds of heavy, 
sulphurous smoke swept the ground, and choked men when 
they gasped for breath.” 

Even in Decatur the effect was cataclysmic. 

“The shades of night came on,” Mary Gay .noted, “and 
darker grew until complete blackness enveloped the face of the 
earth, and still the low subdued tones of conversation between 
mother, son and daughter mingled with unabated interest. 

“Hark! Hark! An explosion! An earthquake? 

“The angry, bellowing sound rises in deafening grandeur, 
and reverberates along the far-off valleys, and distant hill-tops. 
What is it? This mighty thunder that never ceases? The earth 
is ablaze— what can it be? 

“Dumbfounded we stood, trying to realize the crusliing fact. 
Woman’s heart could bear no more in silence, and a wail over 
departed hopes mingled with the angry sounds without. 

“Impelled by a stern resolve, and a spirit like to that of 
martyred saints, our brother said; 

“ ‘This is no place for me. I must go.’ 

“As he walked away from his sobbing mother, through the 
war-illumined village, I never beheld mortal man so handsome, 
so heroically grand." 

Major Hubner and his friends planned to rifle the knapsacks 
of two other .soldiers sleeping in the woods and thus “aped 
‘the ways that are dark and the tricks that aie in vain’ ol the 
heathen Chinese and ‘borrowed’ those plethoric knap.sacks and 
ate the contents.” 

An owl hooted. In the distance, toward Atlanta, the sky 
rocketed in reds, oranges, and yellows— a fiery goiter dam meru7ig 
of Hood’s own unsought creation. They paid the spectacle little 
heed, but munched their booty as they “trudged onward.’’ 

After midnight, Sherman became conscious of sounds of 
“shells exploding and other .sound like that of musketry.” Soon, 
he walked to the house of a farmer living nearby, “called him 
out to listen to the reverberations which came from the direc- 
tion of Atlanta (twenty miles to the north of us) and inquired 
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of him if he had resided there long. He said he had, and that 
theSe sounds were just like those of a battle. 

“An internal of quiet then ensued, when again, about 4 a.m., 
arose other similar explosions, but I still remained in doubt 
whether the enemy was engaged in blowing up his own maga- 
zines or whether Gen. Slocum had not felt forward, and be- 
come engaged in a real battle.** 

David Conyngham continued to sleep. But not Schofield, 
Commanding the Army of the Ohio. He disagreed with Sher- 
man*s conclusions, which he believed held back his armies 
from potential annihilation of Hood’s entire command. 

“An untutored farmer,’’ he asserted, “may well have thought 
‘these sounds were just like those of a battle,* but a practiced 
ear could not have failed to note the difference. . . . There could 
have been no room for doubt that these lights and sounds meant 
the destruction in Atlanta of magazines or carloads of fixed 
ammunition, and hence that Hood was abandoning that place. 
I reported my observations to Gen. Sherman, but he ‘still re- 
mained in doubt.’ The doubt was to me incomprehensible.** 

The 8th Kansas Infantry, observing the fireballs cascading 
skyward, logged the time as about midnight. The regiment 
was in position between Sherman and Atlanta. 

Graham remarked on the sounds somewhat later, and guessed 
the reason. 

Lieutenant Colonel H. W. Perkins, assistant Adjutant Gen- 
eral to Slocum, sent a message at 2:30 a.m. to Brigadier Gen- 
eral A. S. Williams, leading the 1st Division: 

“The i\Iajor-(icneral Commanding desires that you send out 
as soon as possible this morning a reconnoitring party toward 
Atlanta to ascertain where and what the firing is. Parties have 
been ordered out from Second and T bird divisions, but they 
will not get started as soon as you. The General desires to get 
as early information as possible.” 

Atlanta was alive with lurid llames until dawn. “The continu- 
ous noise of the exploding ammunition was more terrible and 
intense as a terrorizer than the greatest battle which had ever 
occurred. ’■ Wallace F. Rccd wrote. "Its effect upon the sleeping 
citizens who had no knowledge of what was to transpire was 
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extremely startling, as the noise was as that of a nearby, fiercely 
fought battle, and the brilliancy of the illumination was $uch 
as the burning of a city in the distance would produce.” 

Colonel Coburn, of General Slocum’s Federal corps, neared 
Atlanta from Turner’s Ferry to the northwest as the sun started 
to poke over the stumpy pine tops. 

“Cavalry,” he observed, “was found to be in the city, and we 
advanced cautiously. ” 

From Pace’s Ferry, Dr. Stephen Pierson, a Major with Slo- 
cum’s 20th Corps, was also advancing toward the metropolis 
which he had studied so long from a distance. He had observed 
the early morning explosions and now “knew” without waiting 
for a message, of the battle won. 

“The long roll was sounded and, with the first break of day, 
the 20th Corps was on its way, our Division in the lead,” he 
wrote. “For us it was a glorious morning; just how glorious 
those who were not marching with us canot fully comprehend. 
It meant the end of the campaign of more than a hundred days 
of almost continuous fighting, upon each one of which, some- 
where along those lines, could have been heard the sounds rjf 
war, the sharp crack of the rifle of the outpost, the rattle of the 
skirmish, or the roar of a full line of battle; the end of a cam- 
paign of more than a hundred miles of marching, maneuvering, 
struggling, scarcely one of which was made unopposed; the end 
of a campaign crowned with victory and honor for the one, 
closed by defeat, without dishonor, for the other. The end of a 
campaign fought to a finish by antagonists worthy of each 
other. . . . 

“As we neared the city I turned in my saddle to look back at 
the Regiment. A fine and hardy lot of men they were; not an 
ounce of superfluous flesh upon any one of them; lean-visaged, 
bright-eyed, quick of step, power and vigor; joy and triumph all 
over them and their every movement. Schciolcd, trained, disci- 
plined, hammered in the fiery College of War.” 

Wallace P. Reed watched smoke lift, the sun rise, “as it had 
set the evening before, a blood-red ball, magnified by clouds 
and mists that were the handiwork of man. In the dread silence 
of that memorable morning ten thousand helpless people looked 
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into each others faces for some faint sign of hope and encourage- 
merft, but found none. A few squads of cavalry were clattering 
out of the city to join Hood's army. They were riding in hot 
haste and were in no mood to answer questions. 

“Their replies were brief and unsatisfactory. Sherman was 
coming in at once. They believed that his vanguard was already 
on Marietta Street. The Federals were all drunk, and they would 
plunder the city, and spare neither age nor sex. In this wav they 
answered the citizens, and then they put spurs to their horses 
and dashed off at the top of their speed. 

“Then came the awful hours of waiting— waiting for the un- 
known! Delicate women, as well as stalwart men, looked after 
their weapons and put them in order. There was no thought of 
resisting insults and robbery, but some outrages they were re- 
solved to defend themselves against to the death. Men with 
wives and daughters stayed at home, to be ready for any emer- 
gency. But the center of the town was filled with the riffraff, 
with stragglers and deserters, with negroes delirious over their 
strange sense of freedom, and with lean and haggard men and 
women of the lowest class, who were going through the stores, 
picking up such odds and ends as had been left behind by their 
owners. 

“This was the state of affairs on the morning of the 2d of Sep- 
tember, when Atlanta, worn out and shattered by the storm of 
war, lay panting between two flags, under the protection of nei- 
ther, abandoned by one, and witli no hope of mercy from the 
other. 

“The evacuation of Atlanta by Hood’s army left the city with- 
out police protection, without a municipal government, and 
practically without any law, except the mob-like rule of the ma- 
jority. Under the circumstances, however, tl is state of anarchy 
could last only a few hours. The citizens know that when the 
Federals entered the place they would be compelled, in their 
own interest, to restore order, and they felt that even an oppres- 
sive government would be better than no government. But it 
was feared that the first day of the enemy‘s occupation of the 
city would be marked by lawlessness and violence. The mob 
continued to plunder the stores and vacant buildings. They did 
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not find many articles of value, but for several hours the streets 
were filled with a ragged crowd of men, women and children, 
who were helping themselves to everything in sight. They picked 
up buckets, tinware, canteens, pieces of furniture, old tents, and 
all kinds of rubbish. Of course they found little or nothing in 
the shape of provisions. The Confederates had carried off every- 
thing that could be eaten. 

“In the midst of all this confusion there was no drunkenness, 
and no violence. Men forgot their old quarrels and differences, 
and met in a friendly way. 

“The Unionists suddenly loomed up into importance, and not 
a few of their Confederate neighbors hunted them up, and re- 
quested them to use their influence to secure the protection of 
their property. In no instance was this refused. The Union 
people felt as uneasy as anybody, and showed a disposition to 
keep on the best possible terms with their fellow-townsmen. 

“The hours slipped by, and still there was no sign of the 
enemy’s approach. Among the prominent citizens who had re- 
mained was the Hon. James M. Calhoun, the mayor of the citv. 
Mr. Calhoun was a man of cool judgment and indomitable 
courage, and he was devoted to his people. He was unwilling, 
in such perilous times, to abandon Atlanta until the worst dan- 
gers were over, and he therefore remained at his post, regardless 
of his personal interests. As the Confederates had made no for- 
mal surrender of the town, Calhoun decided that it was neces- 
sary for the civil authorities to act in the matter. 

“Without such action the Fcderals would be in ignorance of 
the real condition of affairs, and it would be natural for them 
to march in, prepared (cjr a hostile reception. It was the para- 
mount duty of the hour to avert bloodshed, if possible, and 
with this object in view the mayor and his friends agreed that 
it would be best to meet the invaders before they swarmed over 
the breastworks. 

“During the morning Mayor C^alhoun held a conference with, 
several members of the council and other prominent men. Bt 
sides the mayor, Messrs. |. E. Williams, E. E. Rawson, Thoiuas 
G. Crussclle, William Markham, 'Thomas Kile, Julius Hayden 
and a number of others were present. They were all mounted 
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on horses, and were prepared for a rougli ride. The members 
of the committee could not disguise the fact that they were 
about to undertake a dangerous trip. They did not know ex- 
actly where to find Gen. Sherman, but it was thought that his 
camp was only a few miles out on the Marietta road. 

“ 'Shall we go armed?’ 

“When one of the committee asked this question, it created 
a genuine sensation. 

“ ‘It will never do,’ said Mayor Calhoun, ‘for us to go with a 
white flag into the enemy’s lines, carrying weapons with us. It 
would be violating the customs of war. Before an explanation 
could be made serious trouble might occur, and our mission 
would be a failure.’ 

“ ‘But we may be bushwhacked,’ suggested several. 

“ ‘Are we to run the risk of being shot down without having 
a single pistol in the crow’d for our defense?’ 

“ ‘I admit there is danger,’ replied the mayor, ‘but we must 
face it. The trees have all been cut dowm for miles, and our ride 
w'ill be through the open country in broad daylight. Our wdiite 
flag will be our best protection. If w’e are fired upon we must 
take our chances.’ 

“After this talk se\cral gentlemen produced their pistols and 
turned them over to their friends to keep until their return. 
One man reluctantly turned over four six-shooters, and his com- 
panions felt relieved. With such an arsenal in the party a battle 
could hardly have been avoided. 

“The citizens, with the mayor at their head, rode out Mari- 
etta Street. Nearly every residence had been abandoned, and 
many of the houses had been knocked into piles of splintered 
timber by the shells. The sidewalk and the street were badly 
torn up, and even in daylight the riders somerimes found it dif- 
ficult to thread their way through the scattered debris. In a short 
time the dismantled bi east works were reached. They were en- 
tirely deserted, and, with the exception of a spiked cannon here 
and there, no traces of recent occupation were left. A peaceful 
quiet brooded over the red redoubts and the empty trenches, 
and a bird, perched upon one of the big siege guns, looked in- 
quisitively at the horsemen, and after a few* prefatory flirts and 
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twitters, poured forth a flood of silver notes— a song of welcome 
—a jubilee carol of peace. 

“Beyond the red clay fortresses, over the fragments of army 
wagons and caissons, with eyes averted from the skulls and bones 
that gleamed like so many white horrors in the fierce sunlight, 
the little band rode on. They passed the rifle-pits and entrench- 
ments of the enemy. Not a human being, not a living thing, was 
in sight. Two, three, four miles, and not a sign of the enemy.” 

At dawn Sherman found that Hardee “was gone,” south to 
Lovejoy’s. 

Jonesboro— wliat remained of it— was entered peacefully by 
the Federal army. Not a shot was fired. Not one Confederate 
soldier well enough to hold a rifle was in the scorched, ruined 
village. 

The critically wounded remained, with some few cIck tors and 
nurses. The handsome Warren House looked— and smelled— 
like a battlefield hospital. The 52d Illinois Regiment moved 
into it as its own headejuarters and hospital. The litters bearing 
Northern wounded were carried in and put down on the floor 
boards next to those of the Southern wounded. 

The same procedure was carried out in the letid air of the 
Baptist and Methodist churches and in one or two other homes 
with walls defiantly standing and which could be (ailed a shelter. 

In the pine grove, burial scpiads moved in. Beneath the scat- 
tered evergt'cens, the men, sweating in the day’s heat, dug paral- 
lel rows of trenches, four feet deep. They buried the hundreds 
of piled Confederate corpses. But there still was not time to 
identify even cme of them, or to plan for other than a lone 
wooden cnjss for the entire stark, somehenv frightening, burial 
place. 

Dr. James Comfort Patten of Princeton, Indiana, started for 
Jonesboro, “occasionally meeting trains of ambulances, with 
wounded men going to the hcjspitals. We crexssed Flint River 
near its head where it is ncjt more than twenty feet wide and 
soon came to the Battleground. Our dead and wounded were 
all taken away but a detail of our men were busy burying the 
rebels and had nujst of it done. Our line (jf march did not take 
us over the worst of the field and I did not see any of them. 
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“Some of the men passed where the burying party were at 
work. It is said that 900 of them (the Confederates) lay in a 
space of less than two acres. A little further on we came to Jones- 
boro and went through, the band playing Hail Columbia, a 
tune that I suppose the inhabitants had not been much used to 
of late. Our men had torn up the r.r. here very badly. It had 
been a very pretty town but there is a look of Desolation on it 
now that is pitiful. . . . Some of the people were there but many 
had left. On the far end of the town we saw the ruins of a large 
mill. . . . We went on down the r.r. till we passed a mile post 
marked 25 miles to Atlanta and 78 miles to Macon, we went on 
a half a mile, and turned into an old field and camped.” 

Mayor Calhoun and his party met up with the object of their 
uneasy ride. 

“A sudden turn in the road,” Wallace Reed continued, 
“brought them face to face with a marching detachment of men 
in blue. 

“A brief halt— a hurried explanation. A Federal colonel rode 
up to the spot and asked a few questions. The white flag, the 
appearance of the strangers in citizens’ garb, and the calm, meas- 
ured words oi Mayor Calhoun salislied the oflicer.” 

As the “satislied ollicer, ’ Colonel Coburn of Indiana, reported 
the meeting: 

“He surrendered the city to me. saying he only asked for pro- 
tection for citizens and property. 

“I asked him if the Rebel cavalry were yet in town. He replied 
that Ferguson’s brigade uas there, but was on the point of 
leaving. 

“I replied that my force was moviiig into the city, and that 
unless that force retired there would be a figh^ in which neither 
persons nor property would be safe, and that if necessary I 
would burn the houses of citizens to dislodge the enemy, 
that I did not otherwise intend to injure persons or property of 
citizens unless used against us. 

‘‘1 ordered my skirmishers to advani e. and they moved through 
the city. The cavalry rapidly evacuated the place. I at once sent 
dispatches to Brig. Gen. Ward at Turner’s Ferry and to Maj. 



418 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


Gen. Slocum at the railroad bridge of the occupation of the city 
by my command.” 

Shortly before noon, the signed surrender from Mayor Cal- 
houn was in the hands of Brigadier General W. T. Ward, com- 
manding the 3rd Division, 20th Corps: 

“Sir— the fortunes of war have placed the city of Atlanta in 
your hands. As Mayor of the city, I ask protection for non-com- 
batants and private property.” 

Ward, in turn, flashed word to Slocum, timed 1:00 p.m.: 

“The city authorities have surrendered to my reconnoitring 
party, and my troops now occupy the same (Atlanta).” 

Slocum ordered a locomotive dispatched over the rusting 
Western and Atlantic rails into the center of the city— if pos- 
sible. 

Ward, aware of the historic implications, decided to send a 
request. “As my trcDops took Atlanta, courtesy if not justice to 
me demands that I may be permitted to occupy the same. If not 
inconsistent with the public interest, I desire to be permitted 
to move my divisions to Atlanta.” 

By noon, as the bell of Wesley Chapel tolled, advance 
couriers had planted the flag o\ r the Court House. Some citi- 
zens reputedly witnessed the Federal soldiers trampling and 
burning the Confederate Stars and Bars. 

“Some 200 small arms were found in the City Hall (Court 
House) and about 10 pieces of artillery,” C.olonel Coburn con- 
tinued, “abandoned in tlie works and burnt with a train of cars. 

“The ammunition abandoned had been fired in the night and 
continued to explode with loud reports after we had entered the 
city, in the forts and among the ruins of the burning shops and 
buildings where it had been depcLsited. 

“The works of the enemy were left almost perfect, and there 
seemed to have been no attempt at the destruction of anything 
but the materials of war. 

“As we passed through the streets many of the citizens ran 
gladly out to meet us, welcoming us as deliverers from tlic des- 
potism of the Confederacy. 

“Others regarded us with apprehension and begged to be 
spared from robbery. 
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'"Many of the buildings we found to have been much injured 
by our artillery, but such as will be needed for public use can 
be taken at 6nce with slight repairs.” 

A Union army chaplain, the Reverend G. S. Bradley o£ the 
22d Wisconsin, reported that “it was a scene of destruction sel- 
dom witnessed. In the northern portion of the city, nearly every 
house is danfiaged by shell from Yankee guns, and some fine 
dwellings are nearly demolished, shade trees cut down and fences 
splintered. 

“In nearly every yard is a bomb-proof, or ‘gopher-hole’ as the 
boys call them, in which the families fled for safety when shells 
came thickest. These ‘holes’ are about six or eight feet deep, 
and from eight to 12 feet square, planked over and covered with 
dirt to the depth of three or four feet, with a little doorway 
upon the south side. . . . One old Irish woman remarked in my 
hearing as we were passing her, ‘an sure I’se belave ye’s are bains 
after all.’ 

“At one door I noticed a card in large letters: ‘United we 
stand, divided we fall’ and white flags without number. Most of 
the citizens kept well out of sight, and but very little enthusiasm 
was manifest anywhere, sat e in the ranks. 

“As the Old Flag caught the breeze from the spire of the 
Court House, such a cheer went up as only a conquering army, 
flushed with victory, can give. Commencing in the Gate City, 
it rings out loud and long as it spreads from regiment to regi- 
ment . . . alas! in this hour of the Nation’s rejoicing, thousands 
of happy hearth stones are made desolate and places that knew 
our brave boys shall know them no more.” 

S. P. Richards wrote sadly of this fateful Friday: 

“About noon today the Yankees came in sure enough, a party 
of five or six came riding by our house. A co iimittee of our citi- 
zens went out early and met Gen. Slocum and got his word that 
private property should be respected, upon which the city was 
surraidered to them and in they came. The Stars and Stripes 
were soon floating aloft over the city. 

“The private houses were not molested by the soldiers and 
I was therefore very much surprised when I went down town to 
see armsfull and baskets full of books and wall-paper going up 
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the Street in a continuous stream from our store; and when I 
reached the store the scene would have required the pencil of 
Hogarth to portray. Yankees, men, women, children and niggers 
were crowded into the store each one scrambled to get some- 
thing to carry away, regardless, apparently, wliether it was any- 
thing they needed, and still more heedless of the fact that they 
were stealing! Such a state of utter confusion and disorder as 
presented itself to my eyes then, I little dreamed of two hours 
before when I left it all quiet and, as I thought, safe. The sol- 
diers in their mad hunt for tobacco had probably broken open 
the door and the rabble had then ‘pitched in’ thinking it a ‘free 
fight.’ At first I was so dismayed that I almost resolved to let 
them finish it, but finally I got them out and stood guard.” 

Sherman received the news while pursuing the retreating 
Confederates toward Lovejoy’s. 

“The artillery, meanwhile,” wrote Brevet Major Lewis M. 
Hosea, of Ohio, “kept up a lively engagement and the scream- 
ing of shells and the rattle of musketry formed an imposing ac- 
companiment to the scene. I delivered my message (on Atlanta’s 
evacuation) to Sherman and Thomas while both stood together 
watching the charge of Howard’s battle line, and they both gave 
extravagant vent to the joy of tlie announcement. 

“After a rapid cross-questioning and assurances that I had 
personally seen the inside of the works, they let loose and actu- 
ally danced and flung up their hats, and embraced each other, 
while I bore the brunt of hand shaking that made my arms sore. 

“Of course the news spread and with it a chorus of shouting 
and cheers that finally reached the battle-lront, and spurred on 
the attack into a successful charge.” 

Between Jonesboro and Barnesville another disaster had been 
spawned, though overshadowed by the overwhelming major one. 
Jcje Semmes, who had reached Barnesville safely, was returning 
to Jonesboro with supplies. Three miles north of Barnesville 
there was a resounding collision. 

“Our train met at full speed a Icjnger train,” wrote Semmes, 
“loaded inside and out with our own suffering wounded. The 
shock was awful. Not expecting anything of the kind, I thought 
for an instant that a shell had exploded in the car and the 
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enemy were on us. I was thrown naturally forward, injuring my 
arm and side but breaking no bones. 

“Full of ]^ain as I was, the terrible screams of the wounded 
drew me to the wreck of the trains where the most frightful 
scenes of the battlefield were surpassed in horror by the sight 
I met. 

“Some 20 were killed instantly and others were in the agonies 
of death whilst the air was filled with the screams and moans of 
many others. With only one arm which I could use I did all I 
could. Many of the poor creatures when taken out had to be left 
in the broiling sun, for there was no shade for a quarter of a 
mile. No water . . . nothing. 

“One poor lady with both legs smashed and her breast 
smashed in and the bones sticking out I helped as well as I 
could, got her some whiskey and water, covered her.” 

Isaac Pilgrim, also at Barnesville, telegraphed the Intelli- 
geficer: 

“Today the passenger train coming down from Atlanta col- 
lided with the up freight train about two and a half miles from 
this place. 

“I'he engines Governor and Dispatch are a perfect wreck. 

“Seven cars are broken up. 

“Four cars are completely demolished, 

“The down train was loaded with wounded soldiers. 

“About 22 persons were killed, including one woman, one 
Major, and Lt. \'aughan. About 50 were wounded. Amputa- 
tion is necessary in severe cases. . . . 

“Many are horribly mangled. . . . 

“The road will be clear by morning.” 

In Atlanta, the Federal troops continued to march in an 
imponderable, rowdv avalanche. The strr^ ts were blue with 
their companies and regiments. 

“ They had marched down Marietta Street, and had scattered 
after reaching the center of the city,” Wallace Reed noted. 
“With the exception of a few stray shots on Decatur street, 
fired by half a dozen Confederate cavalrymen, who imme- 
diately dashed off at a gallop, they encountered no opposition. 
By three o’clock the army wagons began to roll in, and with 
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them came the sutlers, bringing immense -stocks of goods. In 
another hour the streets were enlivened by the cries of' the 
army newsboys, who were shouting: ‘Here’s your New York 
Herald! . . . Here’s your Harper’s Weekly!’ 

“Before the sun went down the quartermasters and sutlers 
had occupied most of the stores. A news agent filled the old 
post-office on Whitehall street with novels and newspapers. A 
sutler opened a store just below 1 rinity Church, and exhibited 
a tempting stock of canned goods. There were several cloth- 
ing stores. The United States Sanitary Commission opened a 
big depot of supplies on Whitehall street. The McNaught & 
Ormond building was filled with quartermaster’s stores, and 
Mr. E. E. Rawson’s fine building was similarly utilized.” 

To Mary Rawson the occupation was “a relief.” She con- 
fided to her diary: “I had expected them to enter in disorder 
exulting loudly in the success of their enterprise. Atlanta was 
taken possession of quietly . . . immediately upon entering the 
town, the Stars and Stripes were seen floating from the flag pole 
on the Franklin Building. Father’s store was used as a signal 
station; the signals were given with a blue flag having a large 
white star in the center and in the evening they used beauti- 
ful lanterns which moved in different directions.” 

Carrie Berry had watched citizens such as S. P. Richards 
hurrying home with morsels of provisions abandoned by the 
retreating army of Hood. She wrote: 

“Every one has been trying to get all they could before the 
Federals came,” she wrote. “They have ben running with 
saques of meal, salt and tobacco. They did act ridiculous break- 
ing open stores and robbing them. About 12 o’clock there were 
a few Federals came in. They were picketed. In about an hour 
the cavalry came dashing in. We were all frightened. We were 
afraid they were going to treat us badly. It was not long till the 
infantry came in. They were orderly and behaved very well. 

“I think I shall like the Yankees very well.” 

The boy. Noble Williams, together with the sons of two Eng- 
lishmen, Mr. Crankshaw and Mr. Richardson, was at the depot 
looking for fodder. A few milk cows still remained in Atlanta. 

“As cattle feed was a very scarce commodity,” Noble was 
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to record, “they were anxious to obtain anything in the shape 
of food for their cows, and knowing that the Confederate army 
had been Compelled to leave a large supply of hardtack, a large 
but miserable imitation of a cracker, their boys had been given 
sacks and told to go and fill them, and as the boys were play- 
mates of Doctor C.’s (Calhoun) grandson he went with them to 
assist in filling the sacks. They reached the depot, where they 
found a large supply of hardtack, and also a large number of 
boys engaged in moving them. 

“While engaged in filling their sacks some one in the crowd 
announced that the Federals were already in the business por- 
tion of the city. The boys cast their eyes in that direction and 
discovered that the announcement was only too true, for they 
could plainly discern the blue-coats in the distance, who were 
rapidly moving toward them, which sent a thrill of terror to 
their young hearts; and then, as it seemed to them, their race 
for life began, and with a swiftness almost equal to that of a 
deer they sped onward to their homes in hopes of safety. 

“The home of Doctor C. was soon reached, where the 
younger of Mr. Crankshaw’s boys, and Mr. Richardson’s ac- 
companied Doctor C.’s grandson into the house, when he 
crawled under his grandmother’s bed for concealment, and 
it took considerable persuasion under promise of protection to 
get him out. The negroes working on the place had pictured 
the Yankees, as they called them, to him in the most glowing 
colors, as beastly and bloodthirsty monsters, whose delight it 
was to catch men, women and innocent children for no other 
purpose than to murder them. 

“Soon after the boy came out from his place of concealment, 
a Federal officer and his staff were seen riding down the street 
in front of the house, a fact which assuicd all that the enemy 
had taken possession of the city. An hour later the tramp, 
tramp, tramp, of the greater portion of Gen. Sherman’s army 
could be heard as they passed down the street by the doctor’s 
house. This continuous motion was kept up for several hours, 
when the command was given to halt and rest. 

“No sooner had they broken ranks than hundreds of sol- 
diers’ faces could be seen peering through the fence, which 
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separated the street from the garden, and as the grape arbor, 
filled with temptingly luscious grapes, appeared before tbeir 
vision, their mouths fairly watered, and their stomachs seemed 
to contain an aching void that could only be filled by a speedy 
and vigorous assault upon them: which in less than five min- 
utes was accomplished, greatly to the damage of both the grapes 
and the arbor. Perched as they were on every available inch 
of slat, they were reminders of a Hock of hungry blue-birds, 
and, strange to relate, out of that vast number of men who en- 
joyed the privilege of feasting on those luscious grapes, all had 
taken them by force with the exception of one, whose gen- 
tlemanly instinct was so perfect that even the rough aimy life 
had failed to efface it. 

“He came to the front door and gently knocked; some mem- 
ber of the family opened the door to find a pleasant-faced 
young soldier with cap in hand gracefully bowing, and at the 
same time in a pleasant tone of voice requesting permission to 
be allowed to gather a few grapes. His gentlemanly demeanor 
had come so unexpectedly that it gained for him the friend- 
ship of all of the doctor’s family. His name was Kcllog, and he 
came from Ohio. It was quite a fortunate octurrence, the meet- 
ing of this soldier, as the doctor was confined to his bed with 
a very serious illness, and was gieatly in need of the services of 
a competent physician to attend him, and as there were no 
Southern physicians, all having left when the ( ity was evacu- 
ated. 

“The last Southern surgeon to leave the c ily was Doctor John 
Whitworth, a Mississippian who had been in constant attend- 
ance upon the doctor lor a week or more, and stayed at great 
risk until the very last possible moment. He was a nephew 
of Doctor C.’s wife; and the lamily had to implc^re him to 
leave to avoid capture, and how anxiously they watched him 
as he put spurs to his horse and rapidly disappeared from view, 
apparently safe from the boys in blue. 

“Mr. Kellog was requested to have a Federal surgeon visit 
the doctor, which he kindly did, and in response to his reejuest 
Dr. Wm. C. Bennett, a very gentlemanly and eminent surgeon, 
called upon the doctor and found him very ill. He was suffer- 
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ing with a dangerous tumor on one side of his face, and the 
doctor decided that a surgical operation would be necessary; 
and he 'called in another surgeon to assist him.” 

As evening approached, troops and wagons pounded unceas- 
ingly into the city. Captain George Pepper of Zanesville, Ohio, 
observed the pandemonium: 

“The blacfk population acted in the wildest disorder. They 
pillaged every house in the town, ransacking the whole from 
garret to cellar, smashing the windows, doors and furniture of 
every description— and committed every possible species of out- 
rage. They broke the china ware, smashed the pianos and anni- 
hilated the chairs, tables and bedsteads. They cut open the 
beds and emptied the contents into the streets. They dashed 
into the cellars and drank all the liquors, so that the whole of 
them became a drunken, and furious mob. This infernal car- 
nival was carried on.” 

Captain David Conynghain, Neiv York Herald correspond- 
ent, reached Atlanta that night. 

“As we approached the city,” he reported, “troops were 
drawn up before us, not knowing but we were rebel cavalry. 
We floated a white handkerchief, and soon joined old com- 
rades and were received with loud cheers, which were redou- 
bled when wc told them all about the victory at Jonesboro. 

“I at once went to report events to Gen. Slocum, for we were 
the first to reach Atlanta from Sherman’s army.” 

Sherman himself was not fully convinced. At 8:00 p.m. he 
hurried a note to Thomas: 

“Until wc hear from Atlanta the exact truth I do not care 
about your pushing your men against breast-works. Destroy 
the railroad well up to your lines: keep skirmishers up. and 
hold your troops in hand for anythin^ that may turn up. As 
soon as 1 know positively that our troops are in Atlanta I will 
determine what to do.” 

The 2nd Massachusetts \ olunteer Light Infantry was march- 
ing into Atlanta. Its two bands blared loudly. The regiment 
started to spread its tents on the grass of City Hall Park, as 
Colonel William Cogswell assumed duties of post-command- 
ant of the coiuiuered city. Other tents were popping up like 
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infectious white blotches across the park behind the Trout 
House. 

Mary Rawson watched and listened, then sadly postscripted 
her diary for Friday, September 2, 1864. 

“This day has closed and is numbered with those past and 
gone and the moon once more shines over sleeping, silent 
Atlanta.” 

The War Department in Washington was ready after supper 
to release the long-awaited bulletin— that the Gate City of the 
Confederacy had fallen. There had been so many false reports 
since July that Halleck held up the news for an hour or more, 
waiting for a possible “correction” to come over the slender 
copper wires from Georgia. 

The East’s large cities, Baltimore, Philadelpliia, New York, 
and Boston, were dark when the word reached newspaper 
offices; 

“General Sherman has taken Atlanta. The Twentieth Corps 
occupies the city. The main army is on the Mac on road, near 
East Point. 

“A battle was fought near that point in which Cicn. Sherman 
was successful. Particulars are not known.” 

It was simply Slocum’s own flash to the Cliief of Staff. Most 
editors, however, were saving their largest type— which they 
sacrilegiously dubbed “Second Coming”— for the fall of Rich- 
mond. They would keep their heads in the way they played the 
capture of Atlanta tomorrow. 


SEPTEMBER 3 


At 6:00 A.M., fully awake and keen, with a characteristic light- 
ning quality, Sherman dictated a dispatch from “near Love- 
joy’s” to Chief of Staff Halleck in Washington. He summed up 
the past three days’ operations, concluding: 
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“Atlanta is ours and fairly won. I shall not push more 
farther on this raid but in a day or so will move to Atlanta and 
give my men some rest.” Then he ordered Slocum to “move all 
the stores forward from Allatoona and Marietta to Atlanta. 
Take possession of all good buildings for Government pur- 
poses, and see they are not used as quarters. Advise the people 
to quit now. There can be no trade or commerce now until the 
war is over. Let Union families go to the North with their 
effects, and secesh families move on. All cotton is tainted with 
treason, and no title in it will be respected.” 

Saturday commenced rainy, windy, and consummately cheer- 
less for the citizens of Atlanta. The occupation was underscored 
in all sections of the city as houses were commandeered for 
staff headquarters. 

At dawn. Colonel Henry A. Barnum of New York moved 
into Hood’s recently evacuated headquarters. Barnum was dis- 
tinguished among other New Yorkers as the man who had 
come back from the dead. Two years previously he had been so 
gravely wounded at the Battle of Malvern Hill that he gasped 
from his hospital cot: “tell my wife that in my last thoughts 
were blended herself, my boy, and my flag. . . . God bless the 
old Fla—” and with his unfinished fervor for the Stars and 
Stripes lapsed into a coma. 

He was unconscious so long that word filtered home that he 
was dead. His stirring “last words” were parroted by editor and 
minister alike to spur lagging recruitment for the war. 

It came as an equal anticlimax to Colonel Barnum as well 
as his friends and eulogizers when he recovered and returned to 
active service. 

Young O. L. Brauinuller was one of the first Atlantans to 
make Barnum's acquaintance that ea’.ly, wet Saturday. With 
his mother beside him, he watched the Federals moving into 
the frame house next door. His father was still in Nashville 
trying to sell Tennessee bonds, and now it appeared as though 
the family would not be reunited for an indefinite period. 

“We had been notified ahead of time,” wrote Braumtiller, 
“that the Confederates would have to evacuate and that it 
would be safer to leave the city, but our home contained many 
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valuable things, such as paintings, rugs and draperies, and 
mother decided to stay and protect them.” 

It was not long this morning before a wagon drew in front 
of the Braumuller home, "and several soldiers jumped out. 
Without saying good morning, by your leave, or anything, they 
began tearing boards off the walls. They were going to use 
the wood to build a camp, they said, and then told me to get 
out of the way and quit bothering them with questions. 

“Mother was nearly frantic, for all of her great bravery. Of 
course, I was scared at the thought that we would be left with- 
out a roof, and I was so mad I could hardly see. 

“ ‘I don’t believe these men have been authorized to tear 
down our house,’ I assured her, ‘and I’m gonna see that Yankee 
colonel and tell him about it.’ 

"I ran as hard as I could to Colonel Barnum’s headquarters, 
and dashed right into his office. 

"He looked up at me with a smile and said, ‘Hello, sonny, 
what you want? What’s your trouble?’ 

“ ‘Well, general,’ I said as I tried to catch my breath after 
the run, ‘I’m from the big house next door, and they’re tearing 
it down over our heads. I didn’t believe you gave them any 
such orders.’ 

“ ‘Well, I guess not,’ the officer replied. He reached for his 
hat, took a big pistol from the top of his desk and slioved it 
under his coat, and called for a corporal’s guard. Then he 
started home with me. 

“I had to hurry to keep up with him, and I could .see that he 
was angry. When we reached my house he stopped .squarely in 
front of the leader of the soldiers and said, ‘Let me see your 
authority to tear down this house.’ 

"The soldier drew a piece of paper from his pocket. Colonel 
Barnum glanced through the note, and tore it into tiny bits 
and threw them into the soldiers’ face. Then he ordered his 
guard to arrest the men, and led the way to the house, where 
my mother was standing in the door. 

“ ‘Now, Mrs. Braumuller,’ he said as he removed his hat, ‘you 
need not be afraid that this will be repeated, nor that you will 
be molested again. I have my orders to obey, of course, but we 
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don’t take any stock in this business of tearing houses down 
over people’s heads. If you have any more trouble, you just 
send for^ me.’ ” 

After watching the soldiers trooping past her gate in seem- 
ingly endless procession, Carrie Berry paid a visit to one of 
her aunts and learned ‘‘she had a Yankee officer to spend the 
night with her.” Only two Federal soldiers called at the Berry 
home, ‘‘to beg something to eat.” 

The rain, the defeat, the presence of the conqueror in mul- 
tiplying numbers impelled Carrie’s conclusion, ‘‘we all feel 
gloomy.” 

The Rawsons, since ‘‘E. E.” had been born in Craftsbury, 
Vermont, had reason to hope their house would not be requisi- 
tioned. But ‘‘The Terraces” was threatened. 

‘‘The sun and bright azure are shut out by lowering clouds 
from which the rain pours in torrents,” Mary Rawson started 
her diary. ‘‘At ten this morning Father had a visit from the 
provost marshal and several other officers, who wished us to 
give up our beautiful home for headquarters for the general. 
This request Father told him it was impossible to comply with 
for where could we find another home of any kind? They 
finally gave up the idea of taking it from us and seemed much 
pleased with our old school house instead. Oh how I felt to 
sec the beloved old playground in front of the school covered 
with tents and the beautiful little shade trees cut down. 

‘‘Besides how could I see Miss iMaria’s and Miss Anne’s 
cherished pet flowers trampled down by those who could not 
appreciate their beauty and fragrance? Oh it was too much and 
Mattie and I shed tears to think of the desolation. We were 
the only ones left of the pleasant class of seven who used to 
assemble daily at the Pine Hill semii^ary. How many friends 
were scattered in the great stampeed previous to the desertion 
of Atlanta. Many of the girls had gone further south with their 
parents and one dear classmate left us for another and I hope 
better world, during the enclosure of our city by both armies. 
Yes, the much admired and beloved Gussie Clayton was dead 
(Joseph Semmes’ relative). But I forget myself. I was speaking 
of the visit of the officTrs. When they prepared to leave I was 
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amused as well as astonished to see the behavior of the grooms. 
One of them happening to be in our bombproof, his master 
called ‘Jack come out of that proof and get my horse’ and how 
he did fly to obey his orders, brought his horse and equipped 
him for his rainy journey by buttoning on his oilcloth coat and 
after much elaborate brushing he gently placed hiip on the sad- 
dle and they went away. All this I witnessed from the dining 
room window.” 

Wallace Reed found the city “crowded” by mid-Saturday. 
Billiard rooms and drinking saloons were opened or reopened 
by the Federal army “and bills were out advertising a minstrel 
show" for the evening. It seemed to him that nearly a dozen 
Federal generals already “occupied the best houses.” 

Though he found that the soldiers “at first took what they 
wanted,” they soon settled down and “in the main behaved 
tolerably well.” 

The “good buildings,” however, referred to by CJeneral Sher- 
man, did not exclude churches. Horses were stabled in the 
Sunday school rooms of the Central Presbyterian, where Carrie 
Berry had read the Bible, and St. Luke’s churches. Commissary 
stores were piled ceiling-high in smaller rooms as army wagons 
and boxcars rolled in from Allatoona and Marietta. Other 
churches were expected to suffer Central Presbyterian’s degra- 
dation. 

The well-known priest. Father Thomas O’Reilly, made it 
plain that the Immaculate Conception Church must not be 
desecrated. He talked determinedly of appealing to the Bishop 
—perhaps even higher holy authority— to forbid all Roman 
Catholics in the Confederacy to bear arms. 

The bells of Wesley Chapel, which had tolled the news of 
the Federal entry, were nearly removed— to be shipped North 
for melting. The Reverend Houston pleaded successfully that 
some church bells must be left to warn of fires. 

David Conyngham was satisfied with the “strong proofs of 
the military despotism of the Confederacy,” now revealed. “We 
captured in the trenches,” he reported, “feeble old men, with 
gray heads and tottering steps, and mere striplings, who were 
too young to be taken from their mothers’ leading-strings. 
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Everything had been made subservient to the army. It swal- 
lowed up the blood and wealth of the land, leaving its poor, 
deluded Mupes stripped of everything— of the enjoyments of 
life itself. 

“The people, after awakening from the first shock inspired 
by the terrible barbarities they heard of the Federal soldiers, 
seemed to welcome the new order of things. They were now 
protected, and could walk abroad in security. Gen. Slocum’s 
administration of Atlanta was so impartial and rigidly enforced, 
that life and property there were as secure as in the city of 
New York. 

“Near the depot were several slave marts, with their glaring 
signs, announcing, ‘Slaves bought and sold here,’ ‘Slave auc- 
tion rooms,’ ‘The great slave mart,’ and such like. As the sol- 
diers passed these they read them with a mocking laugh. As 
the poor negro passed these human shambles of his former 
degradation, his heart became light, for he no longer dreaded 
the galling chains, or the lash, or the auctioneer’s hammer that 
was to consign him to a new master, and separate him from his 
wife and children.’’ 

General Hood telegraphed an oblique appraisal of his own 
military effectiveness, or lack of it, to General Bragg, Pres- 
ident Davis’ military confidant, in Richmond: 

“For the offensive, my troops at present are not more than 
equal to their own numbers. To prevent this country from be- 
ing overrun, reinforcements are absolutely necessary.’’ 

He thought it over, then added a characteristic postscript, 
a few hours later. 

“My telegram in cipher this morning is based on the sup- 
position that the enemy will not content himself with Atlanta 
but will continue offensive movemei ts. All the lieutenant- 
generals agree with me.” 

In Washington, a message was dispatched to Sherman: 

“The national thanks are rendered ... to Major-General W. 
T. Shennan and the gallant officers and soldiers of his com- 
mand before Atlanta, for the distinguished ability and perse- 
verance displayed in ijie campaign in Georgia which, under 
Divine favor, has resulted in the capture of Atlanta. The 
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marches, battles, sieges and other military operations that have 
signalized the campaign, must render it famous in the annals 
of war, and have entitled those who have participated therein 
to the applause and thanks of the nation.” 

It was signed, “Abraham Lincoln, President of the United 
States.” 

Major Charles Hubner, the Illinois journalist, reached New- 
nan, where “a singular thing befell me. . . . Much of our head- 
quarters baggage had been destroyed, together with the muni- 
tions and stores that had been burned, near the old rolling mills 
in Atlanta, as the railroad was in the hands of the enemy. My 
little trunk was among the baggage and I did not know that 
headquarters luggage had been destroyed. A straggling soldier 
stopped to examine the great mass of burnt and unburnt stuff, 
and among other things picked up a daguerrotype case, this he 
put in his pocket. Happening to mention his find to a group of 
soldiers of whom I was one, he pulled out the case, opened it 
to show us the picture of the pretty girl it contained. I glanced 
at it, then excitedly exclaimed, 

“ ‘This is mine— it is the picture of the girl to whom I am 
engaged!* 

“The case was slightly torn but the picture of Miss South- 
worth was uninjured.” 

At Lovejoy’s, Captain Tom Key, “worn out for the want 
of rest and something to eat,*’ prepared to dig in. He was so 
weak from a diet of one meal a day that “it was with pain 
that I could remain on my horse to carry out my duties.’* There 
was little doubt in his mind on whom to affix the blame. 

“I believe,” he asserted, “that if General Johnston had re- 
mained in command of this army there would have been 5,000 
more men in it, and all these trains been saved.” 

Disheartened Southern soldiers, too soul-weary to record 
their thoughts, if they knew how to write at all, grumbled 
vocally. “Give us back old Joe,” was a familiar embittered la- 
ment heard around the campfires. 

Under swaying lanterns and torches. Major (General John 
W. Geary, former Postmaster of San Francisco, moved into 
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quarters near Mary Rawson’s home to be Atlanta’s civil admin- 
istrator. 

Mary had “a fine view of Gen. Geary’s headquarters with 
the tents surrounding it— my window presenting a good pros- 
pect of the city. The house was illuminated from the basement 
to the attic and the camp fires spread all over the hills filling 
the atmosphere with a light smoke with the pyramid of lights 
issueing from the windows of the general's home. ... It grows 
late and I must retire to bed, not having a very flattering antic- 
ipation of the coming Sabbath and carried to dreamland by the 
music of the bugle.” 

But it was not too late for General Sherman. Whiskey bottle 
on his field table, he .scribbled further reports to Halleck. The 
Commander of the Military Division of the Mississippi summed 
up the casualties at Jonesboro in the flickering light of an oil 
lantern. 

“The rebels have lost besides the important city of Atlanta 
and stores at least 500 dead and 500 wounded and 3,000 pris- 
oners, whereas our aggregate loss will not foot 1,500. 

“If that is not success I don’t know what is.” 


SEPTEMBER 4 

Sherman wrote into the night. A later dispatch outlined the 
Major General’s future plans. 

“I propose to remove all the inhabitants of Atlanta,” he con- 
tinued, “sending those committed to our cause to the rear, and 
the rebel families to the front. I will allow no trade, manufac- 
ture, nor any citizens there at all, so that we will have the en- 
tire use of railroad back, as also such corn and forage as may be 
reached by our troojjs. If the people raise a howl against my 
barbarity and cruelty I will answer that war is war, and not 
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popularity seeking. If they want peace they and their relatives 
must stop war!” 

The resonant peal of church bells in Atlanta came as a 
heartening surprise to those who believed the Federals had re- 
moved all the bells and stabled their horses in every house of 
worship. However, Mary Rawson was “made sad” when she 
heard “the familiar chimes.” It caused her to think of happier 
times. 

“How often has this been the signal to us for leaving our 
homes to hear the word of God expounded. Today these peals 
serve only to send innumerable squads of soldiers to our own 
loved churches. The hills as well as the once-crowded thor- 
oughfares of Atlanta are covered with bluecoats wending their 
way to the different places of worship.” 

S. P. Richards had much the same reaction. He found it 
“strange to go about Atlanta now and see only Yankee uni- 
forms.” And it was no less odd to observe a Provost Guard in 
City Hall. He found that “the enemy behave themselves pretty 
well except in the scramble for tobacco and liquor during 
which every store in town nearly was broken into yesterday. 
We heard the Church bells ring this morning and went to the 
Epis. Church and heard Mr. (Andrew) Freeman preach and a 
Federal Chaplain read the prayers.” 

Rufus Mead settled down to write his “dear folks at home” 
in Connecticut. “The long looked for day has come, and I can 
now head my letters to suit me. Of course the news is old to 
you but I could not get time to write sooner after I got here 
in the city. 

“Now you’ll find me in the S. E. part of town, or nearly out 
of it, under ‘fly’ in the dooryard of a good Union family, who 
happen to be near our train. 

“I have made the acquaintance of the whole family even to 
the dog, who now lies in one corner of the tent as contented 
as can be, in fact he is a thorough going Union dog. The chil- 
dren are playing around as happy as any children can be, while 
the whole family appear as cheerful as any family I have seen, 
quite a contrast to the generality of the citizens wc have met 
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hitherto. I suppose the rebel population have mostly moved out 
long; ago. 

“On the night of the 1st we heard great noise in the city and 
thought it to be cannonading, but on the 2d we moved in here 
and found out it was caused by burning up 80 cars loaded with 
ammunition and arms of all kind, also the arsenal, foundry, 
rolling mill, etc. etc. 

“Our Regt. was the first that came into the city as Regt., 
but the cavalry skirmishers were ahead of us. The Regt. got in 
about noon on the 2nd but I didnt come till last night. Our 
boys helped themselves to tobacco ... of which there was any 
quantity, in fact that was about all that was left. Yesterday 
there was a guard put on so all pilfering is stopped and all the 
citizens say our soldiers are not half so bad as the Rebs were 
when they found they were going, and even citizens them- 
selves went in for their share along with our boys as long as 
they could. I have been awful busy all day, so have not seen 
much of the city, but I hear there is scarcely a house without 
a shell-hole in it and I have seen many literally riddled. Every 
one had their bombproof where they ran with the shelling 
began near them, but over 100 citizens were killed neverthe- 
less I learn. 

“The destruction of property by the Rebs exceeds every- 
thing I ever saw in my life, and I thought I had seen some- 
thing of that work before, I cant begin to tell it tonight but 
if we stay here a day or two 111 write a good letter all about 
it as near as 1 can. \Vc expect Genl. Sherman here tomorrow 
with 3000 prisoners R: 1 1 pieces of artillery captured in the 
late battle near ]onesboro. In his congratulatory order he says 
Hood’s army is nearly used up and he ,an take our army any 
where he pleases in this state. I suppose he will keep up the 
movement till he takes Macon at least. I must write to Martin 
& others now so I will close this and write longer next time.” 

While the Perkersons were cooking noon dinner, a Federal 
officer approached their kitchen “and.” Lizzie noted, “told Ma 
if she had any chickens she had better put them out of sight 
for there was a large body of soldiers coming. And they did 
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come. The ambulance train and the Wagon train was passing 
continually for three days. 

“On Sunday they took pretty well all the chickens, all the 
bee gums and pretty near all our cooking vessels. We were 
cooking dinner in the kitchen and they took dinner, pots and 
all. All we saved was what we snatched from them and brought 
into the house. They didn't come in. I suppose several of the 
officers being on the porch all the while restrained them some." 

S. P. Richards returned from church planning to attend later 
services also. His straying mule had reappeared and was graz- 
ing in the back yard. Shortly after his return, three soldiers ar- 
rived and asked for dinner. They informed Richards that “their 
rations had not come and they would pay." 

“Sallie had some cooked for them," Richards continued. 
“They belonged to Co. E 2d. Mass. Vols. but their spokesman 
was a Scotsman. They think that McClellan will be next Pres- 
ident as he has been nominated by the Chicago Convention. 

“At Mrs. Root's request I accompanied herself and Mrs. 
West to our church this afternoon and we heard an Abolition 
preacher from Indiana preach on the 'home of the blessed.’ 

“Returning to our homes we heard that another big fight 
at Jonesboro had resulted disastrously to the Confederates, and 
in confirmation of this we saw 1,800 ‘rebel prisoners’ marched 
into town. They filled the street from the Baptist Church to 
Whitehall St. It was a sad sight but the Yankees cheered it 
lustily of course." 

After dinner, a Captain Seymore called on the Rawsons. “Pa 
told him of the frequent depredations committed on our po- 
tato patch," Mary continued in her day’s entry, “and he im- 
mediately sent us a guard. This afternoon as we stood in the 
upper front veranda, we noticed a great dust and what ap- 
peared to be a vast number of soldiers marching; besides, for 
the first time since the city was taken we heard the air of Yan- 
kee-doodle. After watching the soldiers some time one of the 
guards came around the terrace and saluted his fellow with the 
interrogation did you see the johnnies? They were bringing in 
some captured Confederates and by close observation we could 
distinguish the two bodies of infantry, prisoners and the vie- 
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tors. These men were taken to one ot the freight depots where 
a great many of the ladies visited them carrying delicacies.” 

The Riwson’s servant. Hansel, later brought word that the 
milch cows were gone. This caused “some uneasiness as Sidney 
positively demanded milk. While we were at tea we heard one 
of them lowing. We then thought they would both be returned 
by morning!” 

To Carrie Berry it was "another long and lonesome Sun- 
day.” The little punctuations of the day, which had been taken 
for granted before the siege, now loomed in exaggerated mag- 
nitude. The lack or denial of them contained the seeds of heart- 
break. 

“How I wish we could have Church and Sunday School,” 
she wrote. “We have ben looking at the soldiers all day. They 
have come in by the thousand. They were playing bands and 
they seemed to be rejoiced. It has not seemed like Sunday.” 

Meanwhile, wounded Federal soldiers were arriving in At- 
lanta. Corporal J. W. Gaskill, of Company B, 104th Regiment, 
Ohio Volunteer Infantry, was among their number. But his 
wounds were comparatively slight. 

“After the fall of Atlanta," he reported, “the sick and dis- 
abled are loaded into ambulances and government wagons and 
conveyed to that city, a distance of 22 miles. A battle-scarred 
hotel called the F.mpire House is fitted up as a hospital and 
here our train of exhausted, sick and wounded boys are taken. 
During this long trip over rough and dusty roads all who are 
unable to walk short distances must grin and bear the punish- 
ment. Boys able to do a little walking spend the time trying to 
determine which is the greater punishment, walking or riding 
in the wagons. After walking a short distance they seem fully 
determined that riding is easier. . . . 

“Families are loading their household goods in wagons and 
carts and departing southward. . . . Wealthy southerners who 
are responsible for this great war of devastation and death leave 
homes as we invade their territory and thus in a great measure 
escape hardships and throw the burden of suffering upon help- 
less and innocent. .... 

“Army supplies are coming in by rail and wagon trains and 
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Atlanta is taking on the appearance of a great military camp 
now almost made up of soldiers and governmental employes.” 

Joe Semmes, feeling better, wrote from Barnesville: 

“I am still here waiting orders to go to the Front from Head- 
quarters. My arm and side are yet sore and somewhat pain- 
ful but otherwise I am quite well, though I am oppressed with 
anxiety about the state of affairs with the Army, from which we 
get no authentic information and a thousand rumors. As I 
feared, the failure of Gen. Hardee’s efforts, in the battle the 
31st of August at Jonesboro, to hold the railroad, was fol- 
lowed by the necessary evacuation of Atlanta on the night of 
the 1st and morning of the 2d; all our ordnance trains, and a 
large number of cars and some engines had to be destroyed, 
also a considerable quantity of commissary stores, for we had 
left fully 27 days rations in the city tlie night I moved from 
there. 

"The Army is again reunited at or near Jonesboro, .some 20 
miles southeast of Atlanta, which position was held after severe 
fighting on the 2nd and 3rd. I presume we will remain quiet 
now for some time, as the enemy having accomplished the main 
point of the campaign, the capture of .Atlanta, will not repair 
the railroads, but accumulate a large amount of supplies pre- 
paratory to further active movement. 

“The fall of Atlanta will, I fear, prolong war at least an- 
other year. It may have a depressing effect on the people for 
awhile, but I trust we will all soon make another strong effort 
to regain our lost ground. In this connection I will state now, 
what you may say to everyone. That Gen. Hood and the troops 
of his Army, who did their duty, may feel proud of their ef- 
forts, and point with satisfaction in the future, if not now, to 
the facts in the case. He and they have done all that self- 
sacrificing and brave men could do, with the means at hand, 
to save the city of Atlanta, and have lost it with honor and 
glory; not driven from it and no surrender, but after desperate 
and bloody fights with superior numbers, beating them back 
in any attempt to take it, they abandoned the de.solate and 
empty city, in good order in the face of a powerful foe, because 
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their lines of communication and of course subsistence could 
not* be maintained and the city too. 

“These are the facts, and when the public understands them, 
Gen. Hood will receive praise and not condemnation. Atlanta 
really fell when the strong positions more than 40 miles north 
of it were abandoned. I have spoken of conduct of some of the 
troops, that conduct I believe lost us some of the advantages 
expected to be gained in the battle of the 31st of August. A 
portion of the troops from Alabama and Georgia behaved 
badly, straggled so as not to come up in time for the action, 
or positively refused to advance in the enemy’s works. . . . 

‘I wrote you day before yesterday of my narrow escape in 
the collision of that day, the dead were 24 soldiers and 1 lady, 
the wounded nearly 100, some of whom must die. The horrors 
of that scene are constantly before my eyes and in my dreams, 
and can never be forgot. All the terrible scenes of the battle- 
field combined are nothing to that. The lady whom I waited 
on was so badly mangled, was a refugee from Nashville and 
died a few hours after the accident. One of my old regiment 
was badly mangled and recognized me but I could not tell who 
he was. 

“If Ben has not left, you had better send me the two hea \7 
undershirts for winter which I think I left. My letter of the 
2d was mailed at Macon and ought to reach you four days be- 
tore this. I have nothing since that last sweet letter which I had 
to destroy. . . . God bless you, your devoted, j.“ 

Dr. James Comfort Patten of Indiana, was heading for At- 
lanta. “Started at noon and marched back through Jonesboro, 
on to Rough and Ready station where we camped in a field, and 
the inevitable rail was as usual called into requisition, softened 
in my case as usual by the down of the orgia Goose, alias pine 
brush. While I was plucking my goose an order came up to me 
and told me that Col. Buel wished me to see a sick woman in 
a house a little way back. 

“I went of course, and found her very low with typhoid fever, 
of twenty one days standing. Her daughter infonned me that 
they lived in Atlanta bu^ that our shelling iiad driven them out 
and they came there and were itnable to get her back, on ac- 
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count of her sickness. Some Dr. had been attending her, but he 
was now gone. I gave her some medicine but advised the ^irl 
not to promise herself too much as the prospect was by no means 
favorable. I did not see her again.” 

At Lovejoy’s, Hood, still smarting, sent a dispatch to Bragg in 
Richmond: 

“Owing to the wanton neglect of the chief quartermaster of 
this army, a large amount of ammunition and railroad stock had 
to be destroyed at Atlanta. He had more tlian ample time to 
remove the whole and had repeated instructicms. I am reliably 
informed that he is too much addicted to drink of late to attend 
to his duties. Am greatly in want of an officer to take his place. 
Can you not send one?” 

As night approached, Sherman, not many miles from Hood, 
in a mellow, expansive mood, wrote a personal message to Hal- 
leck. 

“My Dear Friend: I owe you a private letter and believe one 
at this time will be acceptable to you. I confess I owe you all I 
now enjoy of fame . . . you alone seemed to be confident and 
opened to us the first avenue of success and hope. . . . 

“George Thomas you know is slow, but as true as steel; Scho- 
field is also slow and leaves too much to others; Howard is a 
Christian, elegant gentleman, and a conscientious soldier. . . . 
Hooker was a fool. Had he staid a couple of weeks he could have 
marched into Atlanta and claimed all the honors. . . . Grant has 
the perseverance of a Scotch terrier. Let him alone and he will 
overcome Lee by untiring and unceasing efforts.” 

Sherman expressed anger wJien someone nominated him for 
the Presidency at the Democratic convention in C'.hicago. “If 
forced to choose between the penitentiary and the White House 
for four years ... I would say the penitentiary, thank you, sir!” 
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SEPTEMBER 5 

Monday arrived, but there was still no sign of General Sherman, 
whom the citizens of Atlanta expected hourly. 

There was little outward defiance of the conqueror, with a 
few piquant exceptions. One young lady was observed climbing 
through the ground-floor window of a house and out the oppo- 
site rather than walk under the United States flag which hung 
from the doorway over the sidewalk. With her lovely auburn 
hair, she became an object of considerable attention of the Fed- 
eral soldiers— who allowed her to display her small contempt for 
Old Glory. 

The food and medical aid brought by the occupying forces 
tended to outweigh inherent disadvantages. Dr. Calhoun, for 
one, continued to improve “very rapidly’’ after the Northern 
surgeons had operated on him. 

On the other hand, there were those who had reason to mor- 
tally fear the Union troops. Among them were those involved 
in the execution of James J. Andrews and seven others of his 
group who two years previously had daringly stolen a locomo- 
tive, The General, at Big Shanty. Andrews, a Union spy, and 
his plain-clothes Federal soldiers hoped to tear up the rails and 
burn bridges as they sped north, severing the main line to Chat- 
tanooga. 

William A. Fuller, the pursuing conductor who not only 
helped capture the “Andrews raiders,’’ but followed Andrews 
to his execution, was in Macon with the equipment he had 
snatched to safety. 

He was high on the list of the vengeance-minded Federal 
troops, especially since three of them had escaped prison and 
marched into Atlanta with Sherman’s Army. 

There was, David Conyngham believed, a “Mr. Jones,’’ the 
executioner of the Andrews’ group. His principal occupation 
was keeping a livery stable “in the rear of the mayor’s.’’ Accord- 
ing to the New York Herald ctnrespondent “he was a devil in- 
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carnate; kept bloodhounds for hunting up men skulking from 
the conscription, or Federal prisoner* trying to make their escape. 
Woe betide the wretch that got into his hands. Like all tyrants 
and ruffians, he was a coward, and bought exemption by his 
valuable services as a spy and dogger. This black-hearted ruffian 
used all his influence to get the poor men executed who at- 
tempted to destroy the bridges and run off with the train on the 
Chattanooga line. 

“He succeeded, and as the poor victims were dragged along 
to the place of execution by the halters on their necks, this foul 
scoundrel followed them, goading them on, and mocking them. 
He was also accompanied by his bloodhounds, as he said, ‘to 
give them a smell of Yankee blood.’ 

“The executioner had to enjoy the exclusive privilege of tying 
up his victims, and then drawing the plank from their feet. As 
their bodies dangled in the air, he swung them round, knocking 
the convulsed breathing frames against one another. All this 
time his bloodhounds barked and jumped at the dangling feet 
of their victims, and as they caught them they swung from them 
until the flesh gave way. 

“Honest men shuddered at such fiendish cruelty, but durst 
not resent it. They dreaded the tyrant’s power. I hope this fel- 
low has met his deserts before this: if not, that all honest men 
will treat him rvith scorn, and society exclude him from its 
circles. Such a fellow is only fit to associate with his brother 
demons.” 

The Rawsons were still without their missing cows. Inquiries 
brought forth no clues and by noon Mary was inclined to give 
up the family’s milk supply “as lost.” Tlic day was cool, quiet, 
and not unpleasant at “The Terraces.” 

A friend, George Zimmerman, arrived “to re(|uest that Father 
would call the next morning to see his mother, and Gen. Sher- 
man had ordered all ladies whose husbands in ‘Rebel Service’ 
as he said, to leave the city in five days.” 

Carrie Berry svas helping her father “tack a mattress.” It blis- 
tered her hands “but it was for my bed and I think I shall sleep 
so nice that it will pay me.” 

The morning passed peacefully at the Berry household and. 
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in Carrie’s words, “we have seen nothing.’’ When she finished 
with* the mattress, Carrie started on another pair of socks. At 
least, she reflected, the enforced confinement in cellars during 
the bombardment had enabled her to knit many socks for the 
family. 

In Decatur, Mary Gay had decided to remove the Confederate 
winter uniforms hidden in her dining room ceiling. With Te- 
litha, who had helped her put the clothing above the 'ath and 
plaster, she started to disinter them. 

“When the darkness of night fully enshrouded the earth, with 
no other light than that which found its way from the campfires 
of the enemy through the latticed shutters, I stepped into the 
chair and thence upon the table, and Telitha followed and drew 
tlie chair up after her. Then with her strong dusky hands she 
seized the wardrobe as if it had been a toy in her hands. I 
steadied the chair by the wardrobe and stepped into it, and an- 
other step landed me on top of the wardrobe. 

“My fingers penetrated the crevice between the slats which 
I wanted to pull off, and to a slight effort they yielded. Lest the 
noise occasioned by dropping them might attract notice, I 
stooped and laid each piece down as I drew it off the joist. When 
the aperture thus made was sufficient, I began to draw from 
their hiding place the precious Confederate overcoats and other 
winter apparel confided to my keeping by soldiers of Gen. Joseph 
E. Jolmston’s army, when they were at Dalton. One by one each 
piece was taken out and dropped down upon the floor. But by 
a lamentable oversight we afterwards found that one article had 
been left— a woolen scarf for the neck, knitted for my brother 
by his loving young wife in Texas. 

“Carefully I descended, and, tvith the aid of the girl, placed 
the chair, the table and the dear old wavarobe (which desers'es 
to be immortalized in song and in story), in less suspicious posi- 
tions, and then proceeded to fold and pack in the sacks, already 
mentioned, the precious articles. The thought occurred to me 
that my mother would like to have a hand in this labor of love, 
and I opened the door bettveen us. I shall never forget her ap- 
pearance as she stood as if riveted to the spot, near a window, 
watching the moving figures without. I approached her and in 
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a cheerful whisper told her that I was now putting the things in 
the sacks, and I knew she would like to have an interest ih the 
job. She tried to respond, but she was too nervous to do so. 
Slowly but surely she was yielding to the pressure upon nerve 
and upon brain. 

“As each sack was filled, a threaded needle securely closed the 
mouth. In a short while a number of these sacks stood in a 
group, as erect as if on parade, and I verily believe that if the 
host of profane. Godless braggarts (with but few exceptions), 
who surrounded the house, could have seen them at that time 
and known their contents, they would have evacuated Decatur 
in mortal fear of the ghosts of ‘Johnnie Rebs.’ 

“This important work having been accomplished without 
discovery, or even a shadow of suspicion, I felt vastly relieved, 
and thanked the Lord with all my heart for the health, strength 
and ingenuity which had enabled me to consummate it. My 
mother and I lay down upon the same bed, and were soon blest 
by the invigorating influence of ‘tired nature’s sweet restorer.’ ’’ 

Meanwhile, other units were moving up from Jonesboro in 
a rainstorm, but Sherman was delaying his own entry. 

Fenwick Hedley, Adjutant with the 32d. Illinois Infantry, 
said of the operations: “The Army of the Cumberland was to 
be grouped in and about Atlanta, the Army of the Tennessee at 
East Point and the Army of the Ohio at Decatur. 

“This movement began September 5th, and proved to be a 
remarkable conclusion to an eventful campaign. It rather re- 
sembled the retreat of a defeated army, than a victorious march 
by conquerors. 

“As the head of the column turned toward Atlanta, Hood’s 
army was but a little distance behind it, and his cavalry was 
particularly active. It was necessary, therefore, that the artillery 
and supply wagons should precede the troops. A heavy rain had 
been falling all day, and, what with the unmeasurable mud in 
the roads, and the unserviceable condition of the animals, con- 
sequent upon long service and ill-feeding, it was 9 o’clock at 
night before the long train was straightened out, and the troops 
began to move. 

“The march was spasmodic and painful. For a few minutes. 
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sometimes for a half-hour, caused by a portion of the wagon- 
train stalling or breaking down. Occasionally, a wagon irretriev- 
ably wrecked, or its team utterly worn out, was thrown to one 
side of the road, and burned. At one moment, startled by such 
a conflagration, the writer’s horse made a sudden leap, and the 
rider, asleep in the saddle through sheer exhaustion, was awak- 
ened by falling into the mud. 

“After a march of six miles, consuming 12 hours’ time, a halt 
was called, and the wearied troops prepared such food and took 
such rest as the weather would permit.” 

William Graham was camped at East Point by late afternoon 
where “D. Reader and the 2 O’Leary boys were quartered in 
an old house opposite the water tank. . . . Corps not arrived 
yet.” 

Dr. James Comfort Patten arrived at the Confederate fortifi- 
cations south of Atlanta. “Here,” he wrote, “I saw the most piti- 
ful sight I have ever witnessed. A young looking woman was at 
work by the roadside skinning a cow that had been killed and a 
little girl some six or seven years old had a piece of the raw 
bloody meat in both hands devouring it with the eagerness of a 
starving dog. I could see the leaders in this thing starve but the 
poor children. . . . 

“We soon came in sight of Atlanta and here all of a sudden 
Col. Buel concluded that we must begin to put on style and 
show off. He began to scold because the men had their coats 
off. He wore a light linen one himself. The men naturally did 
not like it to be abused so unreasonably, when they were not in 
faidt, and so when showing off time came they became very awk- 
ward. One who did not know might have thought them not half 
drilled. 

“The Col. looking along the line had • is anger stirred by the 
sight of a man going through the manual with his gun wrong 
end up. He was almost ready to burst. He fairly boiled over, 
and putting spurs to his horse went for him. When he got there 
he could not tell which man it was for all was right when he 
got there and no one knew anything about him. The Soldiers 
are all know-nothings. He w'as mad but how could he help him- 
self? 
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“I am glad he did not ask me who it was for I would not 
have told him nor would I have denied knowing, and at the 
same time I did not want any fuss with him. We got in order at 
last and the Col. who would be a Brigadier, rode away with his 
staff as proud as a kitten with two tails. He rode straight on 
through the city and the regt. following in such order as pleased 
themselves and the officers could not see it for they sympathized 
with the men in the whole matter. 

“My own opinion is that the Colonel had a canteen of some- 
thing stronger than coffee. 

“The City is about the size of Evansville and is terribly shat- 
tered. I had often heard of the terrors of a bombardment of a 
crowded city but I never realized it before. Houses were shat- 
tered and torn in every shape that can be imagined, some utterly 
destroyed and some but little injured. Some had shell through 
the doors, some places the sliell had burst inside of a house and 
tom it all to pieces. After seeing the destruction I no longer 
wondered at the insane fury with which they charged our works, 
rushing on as they often did with their hats pulled down over 
their eyes so that they could not see the certain destruction that 
awaited them. 

“I am glad that I have taken part in this campaign. I would 
not for a g^eat deal have missed that ride through Atlanta. It 
almost paid me for the whole campaign.” 


SEPTEMBER 0 


Mary Rawson’s breakfast was interrupted as “Grand-father came 
and told us that Aunty (Mrs. Sidney Root, S. P. Richards’ 
friend) had been ordered to leave her beautiful home to give 
place to a Yankee colonel who had given her only half a day 
to move all her property. 
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“O cruel soldier! Could you not be a little more lenient? I 
concluded I would go with Father and see Miss Delia and as 
Grand-pa urged me I would go to Grand-Mas on my return. I 
found Miss Delia indignant at the thought of being driven from 
home. ‘O,’ she said, ‘I would not live among them and if I had 
had any idea of their coming I would have gone 'ere this.’ But 
notwithstanding her anger I had a very pleasant visit. 

“I went according to promise to see Grand-Ma. The house 
was all in confusion, occasioned by the bringing in of Aunty’s 
furniture. Then I went to Aunty’s to see if I could not render 
some assistance and by constant running to and fro we succeeded 
in getting most of her valuables removed. But all this time the 
officers were there dictating as to what should be carried away 
and what should remain and continually repeating the injunc- 
tion of haste, haste, forgetting that haste makes waste. 

“On returning to my home I found Mother in great anxiety, 
caused by the information derived from the guard first and con- 
firmed by Mr. Tenny and Mr. Andrews that all citizens should 
be compelled to vacate the city, though they still had choice of 
which home they would prefer. We could be sent farther down 
in Dixie or wc could attempt the ice and snow of the Northern 
winter. Father did not think the report at all reliable, but went 
to the provost marshal to inquire. On reaching the office the 
door was closed; and a notice tacked on the door, saying that no 
one would be admitted until the next day. He then called on 
Gen. Cieary and asked him concerning the order but he had 
heard nothing of it. So, wearied out by walking and anxiety, he 
returned home without any cheering news. O! these days of sus- 
pense; dark days. May our path of life ne’er be overcast by your 
shadows again.” 

The Neal home, at the corner ol Wa.-lungton and Mitchell 
streets, bustled with activity through the cloudy morning. An 
elderly Irish woman, engaged as housekeeper by General Geary’s 
civil administration staff, was cleaning in preparation for a dis- 
tinguished new occupant— General Sherman. But the woman, 
unimpressed, scowled as she swept away dust and cobwebs from 
the closed rooms and denounced her master-to-be as a “savage.” 
For Sherman, she swore, “the worst fate is none too good.” 
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On the other hand, it was employment. 

Occupants of the block, recalling the death of Andy Neafl not 
more than a month ago, thought the Union commandeering of 
the house a desecration. 

At East Point, Hedley and the Army of the Tennessee dug in 
for an indefinite encampment. There was still corn in the fields 
for soldiers on forage. But livestock and chickens on nearby 
farms— like that of the Perkersons’— were virtually “used up,“ 
as Sherman predicted. 

In Decatur, Mary Gay, as usual, had started the day with the 
sun. “The song of the lark had ceased to be heard in this war 
stricken locality,” wrote Mary. “Chanticleer had long since fur- 
nished a savory meal for camp followers, and the time pieces 
had either been spoiled or stolen; but there was a silent un- 
erring chronometer within that never deviated, and needed no 
alarm attachment to arouse me from slumber. The dawn found 
me up and preparing for the duties, and perhaps the dangers of 
the day. 

“Telitha had become (juite an attraction to a bevy of men 
who occupied soldiers’ quarters, and wore soldiers uniforms, 
and drew pay for doing so, from Uncle Sam’s coffers; and as she 
had been trained to ideas of virtue and morality she often came 
in frowning and mu( h ruffled in temper by their deportment 
towards her. Being almost entirely deaf and dumb, her limited 
vocabulary was inadequate to supply epithets expressive of the 
righteous indignation and contempt which she evidently felt,— 
she could only say, ‘Devil Yank, devil,’ and these words she used 
with telling effect both to the amusement and chagrin of the 
Yankees. This state of affairs convinced me, that for her protec- 
tion she would have to be kept within doors, and I therefore 
assumed the task of drawing the water, and a few other jobs 
indispcnsal)le even in life’s rudest state. On this occasion, when 
I went to the well for a bucket of water, before preparing our 
frugal breakfast, I was asked by early marauders why I did not 
let ‘that young colored lady draw the water.’ I candidly answered 
them, and told them I was going to ask the officers of the en- 
campment to protect her while I was gone, and I also would ask 
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them to report any misdemeanor towards her, that they might 
witness, to headquarters.” 

Mary Gay, in addition to the staples of bread and butter for 
breakfast, enjoyed that “luxurious beverage,” coffee, “furnished 
by one whose heart was in touch with humanity.” Considering 
her outspoken sentiments regarding the Northerners, she hesi- 
tated to speak further of the source of the coffee. 

Later in the morning, Mary finished covering the hoi® in the 
dining room ceiling and putting the “contraband” uniforms in 
sacks. She was now ready, in case she decided to leave Decatur. 

Sherman finally rode into Jonesboro, “and there inspected 
the rebel hospital, full of wounded officers and men left by 
Hardee in his retreat.” 

Colonel Beatty rested at Lovejoy’s, hoping the situation would 
remain static at least “for a short time.” 

“We must nerve ourselves for a desperate struggle,” he wrote. 
“A few more such blows as we have received here and we are 
gone. We lost five locomotives, 81 cars, 25 days rations and a 
large amount of ordnance at Atlanta. Gen. Hood is a failure. 

I think Sherman gave him a great chance to distinguish himself 
but he did not seize it.” 

But Hood, headquartered not far from Taylor Beatty, was 
relieved that the Federal army was withdrawing “from our im- 
mediate front” toward Atlanta. He expressed his feelings in his 
notes. 

“General Sherman published orders stating that his army 
would retire to Fast Point, Decatur and Atlanta, and repose 
after the fatigue of the campaign through which it had passed. 
We were apprised of these instructions soon after their issuance 
—as well as of nigh every important movement of the enemy- 
through the vigilance of our cavalry, spies tnd scouts, and from 
information received through Federal prisoners. Upon this date 
it may be justly considered that the operations round Atlanta 
ceased. We had maintained a defense during 46 days, of an un- 
tenable position, and had battled almost incessantly, day and 
night, with a force of about 15,000 against an army of 106,000 
effectives, flushed with victory upon victor) from Dalton to 
Atlanta.” 
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To Secretary o£ War Seddon, in Richmond, he transmitted 
information of a more official— if less credible— nature: 
“Sherman continues his retreat beyond Jonesboro.” 


SEPTEMBER 7 

Strains of music had brightened the night at East Point. The 
bandsmen of the Army of the Tennessee had blown their lusti- 
est “housewarmings” for several hours. 

“Now that the troops fully recognized the import of their 
brilliant but wearisome and bloody three months’ campaigning,” 
Fenwick Hedley stated, “and learned with what joy the news 
was received at home, they gave way to a protracted jubilee. 
The brass and martial bands, which had been silent all the long 
way from Chattanooga to Atlanta, now played their most exul- 
tant airs; and the men vied with the instruments in making 
noise expressive of great joy. All were happy and smiling, from 
the commander-in-chief to the humblest private in the ranks, 
and even the bray of the half-starved government mule seemed 
mellow and melodious, as it added to the din. 

“Better yet, the ‘cracker-line,’ as the railroad was called, was 
again in repair, after having been greatly disturbed by the 
enemy; and presently the troops enjoyed the novel experience 
of abundant rations and frequent meals.” 

This happiness was not shared by the Cieorgians. Carrie Berry 
wrote of feeling "gloomy” and of how “times get a little worse 
every day.” She was knitting a pair of gloves now, “but I don’t 
know when I will get them done.” She couldn’t even find time 
to visit “Grandma.” 

Their colored girl, Mary, had left, adding to Carrie’s burden. 
“I don’t expect that she will come back any more, but we can 
do very well without her. I will have to go to work and help 
Mama.” 
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While Carrie reviewed her day. General Hood was confronted 
with* a letter from his conqueror: 

“General: I have deemed it to the interest of the United 
States that the citizens now residing in Atlanta should remove, 
those who prefer it to go south, and the rest north. For the latter 
I can provide food and transportation to points of their election 
in Tennessee, Kentucky or farther north. For the former I can 
provide transportation by cars as far as Rough and Rt.idy, and 
also wagons; but, that their removal may be made with as little 
discomfort as possible, it will be necessary for you to help the 
families from Rough and Ready, with all their movable effects, 
viz., clothing, trunks, reasonable furniture, bedding, etc., with 
their servants, white and black, with the proviso that no force 
shall be used toward the blacks, one way or the other. If they 
want to go with their masters or mistresses, they may do so; 
otherwise they will be sent away, unless they be men, when they 
may be employed by our quartermaster. Atlanta is no place for 
families or non-combatants, and I have no desire to send them 
north if you will assist in conveying them south. If this proposi- 
tion meets your views, I will consent to a truce in the neighbor- 
hood of Rough and Ready, stipulating that any wagons, horses, 
animals or persons sent there for the purposes herein stated, 
shall in no manner be harmed or molested; you in your turn 
agreeing that any cars, wagons, or carriages, persons or animals 
sent to the same point, shall not be interfered with. Each of us 
might send a guard of, say, one hundred men, to maintain order, 
and limit the truce to, say, two days after a certain time ap- 
pointed. 

“I have authorized the mayor to choose two citizens to convey 
to you this letter, with such documents as the mayor may for- 
ward in explanation, and shall arvait your reply. I have the 
honor to be your obedient servant. 

W. T. Sherman, Major-General commanding.” 

Hood’s “obedient servant,” however, had not waited— Sher- 
man’s order was already being published in Atlanta. The Raw- 
sons learned of it after breakfast. 

“Father immediately set out for the headquarters of Gen. Slo- 
cum,” Mary wrote, “and afterwards to the provost— afterwards. 
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home again at noon, we gathered around Father to hear Gen. 
Sherman’s order read. During the forenoon he had seen "Gen. 
Geary, Col. Beckworth, Capt. Forbes and Capt. Seymore. These 
had all expressed it as their opinion that the command referred 
to these men who in some way had been in the Confederate 
service and that all others could remain quietly in their home. 

“The question now was: what explanation to give to the 
order? There was also another law written forbidding any per- 
son to sell cotton or tobacco, as such commodities would be im- 
pressed for the government use. Pa was kept constantly moving 
to and fro trying to get authority to dispose of his tobacco for 
some mere pittance though this was finally proved to be imprac- 
ticable, unless a special permit could be obtained from Sher- 
man.” 

Mary Gay reacted to the news with her cliaracteristically pas- 
sionate expressions. 

“After every morsel of food had been taken from the people,” 
she recorded, “and every vestige of nutrition extracted from the 
earth, the following order, in substance, was proclaimed through- 
out the land held by the right of conquest: 

“ ‘All who cannot support themselves without applying to the 
United States Commissary for assistance, must go outside of our 
lines, either North or South, within the period of time men- 
tioned in this order, etc., etc.’ 

“And by this order, and by others even more oppressive and 
diabolical, the Nero of the nineteenth century, alias William 
Tecumseh Sherman, was put upon record as the born leader of 
the most ruthless. Godless band of men ever organized in the 
name of patriotism— a band which, but for a few noble spirits, 
who, by the power of mind over matter, exerted a restraining 
influence, would not have left a Southerner to tell the tale of 
its fiendishness.” 

Joe Semmes was camped near the front lines at Bear Creek 
Station on the Macon Railroad. He had noted the Federal pull- 
back toward Atlanta. 

"We moved after them, reoccupied Jonesboro last night,” he 
wrote, “recapturing our wounded who fell into the enemy’s 
hands at that point, when we retreated. The enemy destroyed 
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the railroad as they fell back, thoroughly. What are their inten- 
tions or wl^ere they will march next no one can tell. I think they 
will rest awhile at or near Atlanta, reorganize their decimated 
ranks, accumulate a large stock of stores, and then advance to- 
ward either Montgomery or Augusta, perhaps both should they 
be able to get up a sufficient amount of reinforcements. 

“The aspect of the future is threatening and will, I fear, dis- 
courage many. I am however confident as ever, and cannot be- 
lieve for one moment that the enemy will succeed in penetrat- 
ing the interior of the country to such an extent as is feared. 

“History is witness against the success of such movements and 
I feel that we are able and ought to prevent it. Nothing but in- 
competence in superiors and cowardice in inferiors, and the 
people, will be cause of the enemies’ success. I fear, however, 
that his possession of Atlanta will enable him, while confronting 
our army with a strong force to hold us in his front, to detach 
strong bodies which will strike us at every undefended point 
and ravage the country. This is their favorite mode of warfare 
and you may rely upon it they will do their worst. 

“The Army post olfice was destroyed at Atlanta, and with it 
some 100,000 letters and I suppose some from me to you; a new 
post office is being prepared, it was on the car and you must 
write as long as you are not cut off from me, directing simply 
to Army of Tenn. 

“No commissary stores were lost at Atlanta or destroyed; 
about 550,000 pounds of meal were distributed to the people, 
but we lost heavily in ordnance stores, engine and cars, 81 cars 
and 5 engines, 25 cars of ammunition, and some quartermasters 
stores. All there should have been brought off and someone is to 
blame. Col. McMieken is blamed and is now having the matter 
investigated by a Court of Inquiry. In the 2nd battle of Jones- 
boro Hardee’s Corps fought the whole Yankee Army, and of 
course was compelled to retreat. We lost several hundred pris- 
oners and 8 guns, the Yankees admit a very heavy loss. I had a 
long chat with Henry Robinson the day I left Atlanta; he is 
looking very well and seems satisfied to wait for his wife, whom 
he describes as very charming and very like Bena. He was very 
much disgusted with Maggie’s match, and the people generally 
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in Washington and Georgetown. He is Loring’s Asst. Adjutant 
Genl. with rank of Major and stands well. By the way Ben is 
not a Captain, he is only commissioned a Lieut, and Genl. Smith 
calls him a Lieut, officially. He is Captain by courtesy only, but if 
he gets the promotion under the new staff now, he will be a 
Major. This is between us, don’t allude to it. 

“I am living very lonesomely, no companions in my tent, and 
am as uncomfortable as possible. My clothes are in the rear, and 
I am not even clean, that is for me. Raph. Semmes book, ‘The 
Cruise of the Sumter and Alabama, from the Private Journal of 
the Captain,’ is published in New York republislied from Eng- 
lish editions. It will sell like wild fire. He is on his way home, 
and if successful in his voyage will be due the last of the month. 

“Goodbye darling and God bless you. . . .’’ 

The tragic story of Atlanta had reached Americus. 

"Atlanta was important on account of its position,” wrote 
Nurse Kate Gumming. “I hear few regret the loss of the city 
itself, not even Georgians, as they say it was the most wicked 
place in the world. 

“A lady writes from Newnan that the wounded arc all doing 
well, and that the ladies are very kind to them. She says Newnan 
is almost entirely deserted— everybody having left for fear of 
the enemy; many of them are here. . . . 

“We have numbers of wounded men, who have been sent 
home on furloughs: while there, their wounds break out again, 
and as there were no experienced surgeons to attend them, they 
are worse than ever. A great deal of mischief is done in this way. 
This is one of the reasons why surgeons are so unwilling to give 
furloughs. 

“The public square opposite to us is filled with tents, which 
are full of gangrene ca.se,s. One lad suffers so much we can hear 
him scream for two squares offl’’ 
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SEPTEMBER 8 


Sherman left his night s bivouac at Rough and Ready and ar- 
rived in Atlanta that Thursday. David Conyngham watched the 
Major General with a feeling of disappointment. 

“His own entry was without parade or ostentation— no beat- 
ing of drums, no flaunting of colors, no firing of salutes, to 
humble the pride of the conquered. 

“Sherman and staff, accompanied by several general officers, 
simply rode through to his headquarters. There was not even a 
shout or huzza to welcome him. 

“The citizens looked out from their doors and windows, eager 
to catch a glance of the man whose name had now become so 
famous. The soldiers lined the sidewalks, quietly looked on, and 
passed their own remarks on ‘Old Billy.’ 

“Officers, mounted on prancing steeds, looked far more con- 
sequential than the great conqueror himself, and cast their eyes 
from window to balcony to see if any fair eyes were admiring 
their gracious selves. 

“The fair eyes had fled, and those remaining would fain 
wither them with their basilisk glances.” 

Sherman’s notes were of a more official cast. 

“I took up my headquarters in the house of Judge Lyons 
which stood opposite one corner of the Court-House Square, 
and at once set about a measure already ordered, of which I had 
thought much and long, viz., to remove the entire civil popu- 
lation, and to deny to all civilians from the rear the expected 
profits of civil trade. Hundreds of sutlers and traders were wait- 
ing at Nashville and Chattanooga, gieedy to reach Atlanta with 
titeir wares and goods, with which to drive a profitable trade 
with the inhabitants. I gave positive oi'ders that none of these 
traders, except three (one for each separate army), should be 
permitted to come nearer than Chattanooga; and, moreover, I 
peremptorily required that all the citizens and families resident 
in Atlanta should go away, giving to each the option to go south 
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or north, as their interests or feelings dictated. I was resolved to 
make Atlanta a pure military garrison or depot, with no*civil 
population to influence military measures. I had seen Memphis, 
Vicksburg, Natchez, and New Orleans, al! captured from the 
enemy, and each at once was garrisoned by a full division of 
troops, if not more; so that success was ictually crippling our 
armies in the field by detachments to guard and protect the in- 
terests of a hostile population. ... 

“I knew, of course, that such a measure would be strongly 
criticized, but made up my mind to do it with the absolute cer- 
tainty of its justness, and that time would sanction its wisdom. 
I knew that the people of the South would read in this measure 
two important conclusions: one, that, we were in earnest; and 
the other, if they were sincere in their common and popular 
clamor ‘to die in the last ditch' that the opportunity would soon 
come." 

Mayor Calhoun published a notice to the citizens of Atlanta: 

"Major-General Sherman instructs me to say to you that you 
must all leave Atlanta, that as many of you as want to go North 
can do so, and that as many as want to go South can do so, and 
that all can take with them their movable property, servants 
included, if they want to go, but that no force is to be used, and 
that he will furnish transportation for persons and property as 
far as Rough and Ready, from whence it is expected General 
Hood will assist in carrying it on. Like transportation will be 
furnished for people and property going North, and it is re- 
quired that all things contemplated by this notice will l)e car- 
ried into execution as soon as possible. 

"All persons are requested to leave their names and number 
in their families with the undersigned as early as possible." 

The intent of Sherman was plain to Mary Rawson, who 
"could not misunderstand it. All those whose husbands were in 
the service were to leave on Monday, while the remainder were 
given fifteen days to pack and leave. Now comes a deliberation 
as to which we should choose. My grandparents, aunt and cousins 
were to leave on Monday for the South; besides I had relations 
and friends down in southwestern Georgia. This would have 
made it much more pleasant for us and in addition to this, the 
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climate was much more congenial in the South. That that would 
have* undcyabtedly have been our choice had not one great bar- 
rier here presented itself. This was that all the men of the Con- 
federacy were conscripted and were compelled to serve in the 
Army. This we knew Father could stand only a short time and 
he had no inclination to enter the Army. But a difficulty equally 
as great debarred us from entering a life in the ‘Yankee land of 
Canaan,* tlie difference- in the currency occasioned thia embar- 
rassment. Father’s property mostly consisted in lands and Con- 
federate money so wc had not means enough to venture North; 
unless Pa could get something for his tobacco. So we were in a 
vacillating condition.” 

Mary Gay, after Sherman’s “pronunciamento,” was swept up 
in general ‘‘bustle and rapid movement in every household 
within the boundaries of usurpation.” 

‘‘Under the strong arm of military power,” she continued, 
“delay was not permitted. Homes were to be abandoned, and 
household goods and household gods to be left for the enemy, 
or destroyed; and liberty under our own vine and fig tree was 
to be a thing of the past, and dependence upon strangers a thing 
of the future. In preparation for this enforced change, much 
that should have been done was left undone, but there was no 
time to correc t mistakes— the armistice was only for ten days. 

“What were we to do, my mother and myself, was a question 
which presented itself with startling seriousness, and had to be 
answered without delay. Our farm in Gordon county had al- 
ready been devastated by the invading army, and every improve- 
ment destroyed, and if we should lose our home in Decatur we 
would be poor indeed. But what \'ere we to do? If \ve left our 
home, wc knew it would share the fate of all other ‘abandoned’ 
property, and furnish material for a bontire for Nero to fiddle 
by; and if we remained, by grace of better men than he. what 
as.xurante had we that by any means within our grasp we could 
obtain even a scanty subsistence, or be protected from personal 
abuse and insult by an alien army whose gentlemen were vastly 
in the minority? 

“We learned that our neighbors and friends, Mrs. Ammi Wil- 
liams and her estimable son, Mr. Frederick Williams (an in- 
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valid from paralysis), whose influence over General Schofield 
prevented my banishment from Decatur the very first night of 
its occupancy by the Federal army— and the venerable Mr. and 
Mrs. Buchanan (the latter a Bostonian and educated in Emer- 
son’s celebrated school for voting ladies), and other families as 
true to the South as the needle to the pole, were going to re- 
main and take their chances within the enemy’s lines, and we 
determined to do so too.” 

The Federal troops were catching up on the mail. Rufus 
Mead wrote again to his “Dear Folks at Home.” 

“Nothing to do till most night I guess— I’ll commence a long 
letter to you. I received your letter of the 25th on the 5th but 
since then we have had no mail. I believe the road is nearly if 
not wholly repaired so we will get news through soon. We hear 
all sorts of rumors from Richmond but don’t fairly believe any 
thing just yet. 

“Sherman issued an order &: had it read off on parade last 
night, that ‘he had accomplished his desire in this campaign- 
now he should make his headquarters in this city, while the 
army went into camp for 30 days to recruit their health, get fed, 
clothed &: paid off, and every preparation made for an active 
winter campaign.’ 

“Our Corps are yet in the city while the others arc outside 
but how long it will be so I don’t know, hvil we rather expect 
to be sent out on the RR or as some think to the army of the 
Potomac, but this is all surmise. 

“The city is scattered over a circle of 4 miles diameter but 
no two houses hardly meet, no street is graded or building lot 
leveled off. It resembles Waterbury somewhat in that respect 
only there is fewer factories and the houses are further apart 
and larger yards. On Whitehall St nearly all the stores are 
situated and all the business done except a rolling mill Sc 
foundry in the S E part of the city near the RR. This mill was 
owned &: carried on by northern men, till within a few weeks 
when the Govt, seized all the machineiy and carried it to 
Augusta, and when the Rebs left the mill was burnt in the 
general conflagation. 

“The Macon Depot is in the centre of the city and has been 
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a good target for all our batteries. I should judge by the way 
things aressplintered up. A large round house capable of hold- 
ing 40 Locomotives with a turntable in the centre is fairly 
riddled both by shells passing through and also by bursting 
inside, while wooden buildings near by are splintered ties 
shivered &: rails broken by them. Shade trees a foot through 
are cut off, fences broken down in short every kind of mischief 
is done by those iron missiles. I dont see how any one ever 
ventured to live there yet some did and escaped too Of course 
every one had his bombproof burrow dug 8c covered over from 
3 to 6 ft with timber and dirt where they ran to in case of danger 
or furious shelling but 100 or so were killed nevertheless. 

“I hope you will never know such horrors in your life. 

“The city is completely void of all dry goods or groceries, but 
there was a few drugstores, as well as hardware tobacco & a few 
liquor shops. Citizens say the Rebs began the work of devasta- 
tion before they left, and for one day our soldiers as well as 
citizens and more especially darkies continued the pillage— till 
the city is nearly empty. We put a guard and patrol on the next 
day and the best of order prevails now. Our boys who use the 
weed laid in large quantities of it, while a few got drunk of 
course but on the whole behaved very well so I hear all the 
citizens alTirin; much better than their owm men. I am now living 
in the dooryard where 3 families live, all strong union or north- 
ern descent quite intelligent, using more of the peculiar south- 
ern expressions and from them I learn many facts, at least I 
credit them as such. There are 2 men here who can talk pretty 
fast, but one young widow can beat them both. I believe she 
would talk a man blind if such a thing is possible. I thought 
her quite pretty & charming— not over ‘^2 or 23 years old at 
first, but when I found that she had 3 children and the oldest 
(me 13 it took away the romance considerably But she is good 
company and well informed nevertheless. She knows all the 
Rebels in the city as well as union and tells of the Ladies union 
meetings which they have held in secret all the while yet. 

“She has seen 17 union men hung at one time for bridge- 
burning, after only a rhock trial with no positive proof at 
all. One man by the names of Barnes formerely of New York 
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was very conspicuous for his zeal in hanging Yankees and one 
time she says she saw him as they were hanging one in particu- 
lar. The frame was so low that the man’s toes touched the 
ground and Barnes took a shovel and dug a hole under him and 
then pulled his feet and kept them over the hole. She said she 
had him spotted but the fellow left with the army. . . . 

“I send a list of prices here before we came, Sugar $20, 
Coffee, $35, Syrup $50, butter, $20, Eggs $12 per dozen. Milk 
$5 per quart, while drygoods were not to be had at any price 
for 6 months past.” 

The Berry family was working “in glad spirits.” Carrie ironed 
and “Mama was buisy regulating things.” Then, “Papa came 
and told us that Gen. Sherman had ordered us to move. It 
broke all into our arrangements.” 

The Massachusetts 2nd and .33rd regiments, both encamped 
on the Court House square, gave a concert that evening. These 
bands were “a source of infinite pleasure” to Sherman, who 
believed them “two of the finest bands of the army.” 

A group of Federal officers sponsored a ball at the Trout 
House and the young ladies of Atlanta attended, in spite of a 
warning ditty: 

Don't flirt with Yankee officers 
Or meet them bright with smiles 
Or allow your tender hearts to be 
Won by their tempting wiles: 

The time will tome when we ll be home 
And ohi flow sad 'twill be 
To hear that you've been captured 
By Yankee subtlety. 
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SEPTEMBER 9 

General Hood replied to General Sherman’s letter. 

“Your letter of yesterday’s date, borne by James M. Ball and 
James R. Crfew, citizens of Atlanta, is received. You say therein, 
‘I deem it to be of the interest of the United States that the 
citizens now residing in Atlanta should remove,’ etc. I do not 
consider that I have any alternative in this matter. I therefore 
accept your proposition to declare a truce of two days, or such 
time as may be necessary to accomplish the purpose mentioned, 
and shall render all assistance in my power to expedite the 
transportation of citizens in this direction. I suggest that a 
staff-officer be appointed by you to superintend the removal 
from the city to Rough and Ready, while I appoint a like 
officer to control their removal farther south; that a guard of 
one hundred men be sent by either party as you propose, to 
maintain order at that place, and that the removal begin on 
Monday next. 

“And now, sir, permit me to say that the unprecedented meas- 
ure you propose transcends, in studied and ingenious cruelty, 
all acts ever before brought to my attention in the dark history 
of war. 

“In the name of God and humanity, I protest, believing that 
yon will find that you are expelling from their homes and fire- 
sides the wives and children of a brave people. I am, general, 
very respectfully, your obedient servant.” 

At 10:00 A.M. Sherman dispaM.cd a message to Halleck in 
Washington. 

“All our troops are now in position, cuinfortable and well. In 
a day or two I will have telegraphic communication with Ros- 
Wi 11 round to Sandtown and can act promptly. A few of the 
enemy’s cavalry followed us as far as Rough and Ready and 
last evening Gen. llocxl sent in a Hag of truce asking to ex- 
change priscjiiers. I have about 2.000 in hand, and will exchange 

if he will make a fair deal weather beautiful, and all things 

seem bright.” 
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It was a bleak Friday in Atlanta. E. E. Rawson, under the 
shadow of evacuation, was still wrestling with the added com- 
plication of selling his tobacco. 

“Ill-fated weed,” deplored Mary, “though much loved and 
longed for by Yankee soldiery, you seem as ever to be only a 
source of trouble to those who possess and use you I No success 
was experienced and evening found us as undecided as in the 
morning.” 

S. P. Richards was preparing for abandoning his bookstore 
and Atlanta. 

*'\Ve have had several days of great excitement as it was 
understood that ‘orders’ had been or were about to be issued 
to the effect that every body not belonging to the army must 
leave the city going North or South as they saw fit, except the 
families of those men who had left the city before the Yankees 
came, and such luust go south** Richards noted. “Mrs. Root 
was the first one to feel the storm as her husband has been quite 
a secessionist and large blockade-runner, two heinous crimes 
in the Federal Calendar, lint as yet no orders have been pub- 
lished specifying anything and we do not know what we have 
to do. W’e have determined upon going to New York if we are 
sent off, as we want to get away from the war and the fighting 
if we can. The news is published today in the Yankee paper 
that Gen. John H. Morgan is killed. 

“The Yankees have not molested us much at the house, they 
have generally behaved pretty well. One unpleasant feature 
of present circumstances is the important airs the negroes put 
on, and their indifference to the wants of their former masters. 
Of course they are all free and the Yankee soldiers don’t fail 
to assure them of that fact. Jabe’s ‘Sally’ has come out of her 
hole now and is as independent as can be. ‘George’ and ‘Clem’ 
are said to be in the city too. So our negro property has all 
vanished into air. 

“Henry’s baby died last night, little Katie, age 15 mos. Mr. 
Bohnefield the undertaker was clever enough to give him a 
plain coffin worth six dollars in greenbacks and Joe and I dug 
a grave under a small oak in Henry’s garden, and Rev. Mr. 
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Freeman the Epis. Minister officiated; and so the little one has 
passed away from the present evil and ‘evil to come.’ 

“Yesterday was Dora’s birthday; she is 10 years old. I wrote 
her a long letter upon the importance to her giving eaiiy at- 
tention to the interests of her soul. Mr, Seymour agreed yester- 
day to let me have |75 in gold out of $250 that he was prudent 
enough to secure in time, so that I shall have enough to get 
to New York with, at any rate, I hope. How I wish I had the 
value of our city lots and negroes in gold at this juncture.’’ 

Maxwell Berry did not intend to dispute Sherman’s order. 

We all commenced this morning to prepare for moving, ” 
Carrie wrote. We don t know how long we will get to stay 
here. We are all in so much trouble.’’ 

There was confusion everywhere. Conyngham observed the 
preparations by Atlanta families who were “merely joining 
their friends." Their plight seemed as nothing compared to “the 
men who had concealed themselves from conscription, who had 
been persecuted by rebel authority, whose friends had been 
shot down or hung up for their Union sentiments, who con- 
cealed our wounded men and fed them, and who screened our 
pri.soners and aided their flight, who longed for us as their 
iriends, (for they) did not well know what to do. They found 
our friendship as destructive as the rebels’ enmity. Some few 
went north; the most of them remained, hoping, like Mr, 
Micawber, that something better would turn up. 

“ ‘Could you tell me who are our friends?’ said an old, re- 
spectable citizen to me. 

“ ‘If you tell me your politics, I will,’ said 1. 

" ‘At the breaking out of the war I owed large sums to 
northern men bants, and I paid them. I ♦’ad neither hand nor 
voice in bringing on this war; I wanted to live under the old 
flag. During the war I gave every assistance in my power to 
relieve Union prisoners, and my only son was caught aiding 
one of them to escape, and shot. The rebels then stripped me 
of my property, and called me a d— d Yank. Only for my age, 
they’d hang me.' 

“ ‘Well, I think you arc a Union man,’ I replied. 

“ ‘I have given proofs enough, at least; and now what’s my 



464 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


reward? You hunt me from my house and place in my old age. 
Do you think but I am suffering for my country? I hav^ the 
alternative of going nortli and starve, or going into the rebel 
lines and being hung.* ’* 

Women like Mary Gay and Lizzie Perkerson had no fear of 
“rebel” wrath. Mary Gay, who had acquired a taste for intrigue 
and danger during the investment of Atlanta and Decatur and 
the see-saw presence of Federal and Confederate cavalry, now 
had another inspiration. She would take advantage of the armi- 
stice to “evacuate*’ to Rough and Ready. But she would have 
the uniforms with her; when she had delivered them, she would 
return home. 

Her friendship with Major Campliell earlier in the sum- 
mer paid further dividends. She received a letter from him in 
Decatur, mailed September 1, 1864. 

“Miss Gay— It was hard for me to reconcile my conscience to 
giving the enclosed recommendation to one whose sentiments 
I cannot approve, but if I have committed an arror it has been 
on the side of mercy, and I hope I’ll be forgiven. Hereafter I 
hope you will not think of Yankees as all being bad, and beyond 
the pale of redemption. 

“Tomorrow I leave for my own home in the Iro/en north,’ 
and when I return it will be to fight for my country, and against 
your friends, so that I suppose I shall not have the pleasure of 
again meeting you. 

Very respectfully, 

J. \V. Campbell.” 

The recommendation she had retjuested had been forwarded 
to General Schofield. The Major hoped her “case” would obtain 
“favorable consideration,” and that “her desires” would be 
granted. 

While Mary Gay was congratulating herself, Lizzie Perkerson 
was having affairs far less her own way, “shut up here in the 
house, hardly able to breathe” because of the Fcderals. 

“On Wednesday the Infantry began to build their works and 
camps.” “And on Thursday,** Lizzie wrote, “they tore down the 
Ginn house, Screws, stables, crib, shuck house, the cook kitchen. 
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the shop, garden and yard palings. I do reckon there was five hun- 
dred her^ knocking, cursing, ripping and staving all day, 
swearing they would tear the house down from over us if we 
didn’t get out of it. They gave us one man to guard us and he 
poked about and whispered and encouraged them until they 
got everything they wanted and then they gave us three men 
every day while they stayed here. They prevented them coming 
into the house. That was all the good they did us. And that 
was a great deal. The house never was plundered by them except 
the ones that came in first. They were for a whole week picking 
up board to build their camps and when they got done you 
never saw a place as nicely cleaned up as ours was. You couldn’t 
have found a board or a piece of plank as large as your hand on 
the place. And Till’s place they didn’t leave a symptom of a 
house or anything else. 

“The breastworks extended from East Point up the railroad 
to Stokes. There they built a large fort across from that right 
through McCool’s yard, the ditch right at the chimney of his 
house and the abattis at the other end over by Uncle Ellis’s 
house and on to the top of the hill this side of the Lee houses, at 
that point towards them. By this you may know how close we 
were to them. Their picket line was at the top of the hill this 
side of Terry’s. So you see we had a full benefit of them. A 
great many of them tried to be very friendly. The house was 
full of the officers day and nigiit, or that is till bedtime. None 
of them boarded with us. They would walk down after supper 
with their shoulder straps shining like new money and their 
black boots and paper collars ever so fine. Think I had like 
to have had a beau in the crowd? 

“He was Capt. Williams of the G8th Ohio Regt. and is the 
hatefullest old scamp that has ever made a track on Georgia 
soil. I want you to look out for him if you ever come in contact 
with Sherman’s army, and lay down your gun and take him by 
the back of the neck and shake him till he hollers and then 
tell him it was done at my request. 

“They didn’t interrupt Pa or Dan in any way. Never asked 
Pa to take the oath at all. Nan and I was no ways particular 
how we talked to them at all. I talked to them of our army and 
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my brothers that was in our army all the time. It would ag- 
gravate some of them, others seemed to think it all right.” • 


SEPTEMBER 10 

Sherman sent a reply to Hood’s letter before breakfast. 

The high ceilings of the Neal home echoed with expletives 
as he dictated his angry rebuttal. The cherubs on the bedroom 
wallpaper all but blushed, while the elderly housekeeper smiled 
as she supervised the cooks in the kitchen. 

“I have the honor,” he commenced, “to acknowledge the 
receipt of your letter of this date, at the hands of Messrs. Ball 
and Crew, consenting to the arrangement I had proposed to 
facilitate the removal South of the people of Atlanta, who pre- 
fer to go in that direction. I enclose you a copy of my orders, 
which will, I am satisfied, accomplish my purpose perfectly. 
You style the measures proposed ‘unprecedented’ and appeal to 
the dark history of war for a parallel, as an act of ’studied and 
ingenious cruelty.’ It is not unprecedented for Gen. {ohnston 
himself, very wisely and properly, removed the families all the 
way from Dalton down, and I see no reason why Atlanta should 
be excepted. 

“Nor is it necessary to appeal to the dark history of war 
when recent and modern examples are so handy. You yourself 
burned dwelling houses along your parapet, and I have seen 
today fifty houses that you have rendered uninhabitable be- 
cause they stood in the way of your forts and men. You defended 
Atlanta on a line so close to town that every cannon shot and 
many musket balls from our lines of investment that overshot 
their mark went into the habitations of women and children. 
Gen. Hardee did the same at Jonesboro, and Gen. Johnston did 
the same last summer at Jackson, Mississippi. I have not accused 
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you of heartless cruelty, but merely instance these cases of very 
recant occurrence, and could go on and enumerate hundreds of 
others, and challenge any fair man to judge which of us has the 
heart of pity for the families of a brave people. 

“I say that it is a kindness to these families of Atlanta to re- 
move them now, at once from the scenes that women and chil- 
dren should not be exposed to, and the ‘brave people’ should 
scorn to commit their wives to the rude barbarians who thus, 
as you say, violate the laws of war, as illustrated in the pages 
of its dark history. 

“In the name of common sense, I ask you not to appeal to 
a just God in such a sacrilegious manner. You, who in the 
midst of peace and prosperity have plunged a nation into war, 
dark and cruel war, who dared and badgered us to battle, in- 
sulted our flag, seized our arsenals and forts that were left in 
the honorable custody of a peaceful ordnance sergeant, and 
seized and made prisoners of war the very garrisons sent to 
protect your people against negroes and Indians. 

“Long before any overt act was committed by the, to you, 
hateful Lincoln Government, you tried to force Kentucky and 
Missouri into the rebellion in spite of themselves, falsified the 
vote of Louisiana, turned loose your pirates to plunder un- 
armed ships, expelled Union families by thousands, burned 
their houses, and declared by act of your Congress the confisca- 
tion of all debts due Northern men for goods had and received. 

“Talk thus to the Marines, but not to me, who have seen 
these things, and who will this day make as much sacrifice for 
the people and honor of the South as the best born Southerner 
among you. If we must be enemies, let us be men, and fight it 
out as we propose to do, and not indulge in such hypocritical 
appeals to God and humanity. God will judge us in due time, 
and He will pronounce whether it will be more humane to 
fight with a town full of women and the families of a brave 
people at our backs, or to remove them in time to places of 
safety among their own friends and people.” 

His housekeeper, far from shocked at the vocabularly of this 
violent, red.-haired general, was now telling her friends he was 
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“the nicest man in the world . . . had been shamefully slan- 
dered.” 

For Mary Rawson it was "another day of continued exertion 
and restless anxiety . . . wasting our precious fifteen days. Another 
appeal was made today to Col. Beckworth and he promised to see 
Gen. Sherman and obtain a written paper allowing us to dis- 
pose of our provisions and tobacco if he could. With this as- 
surance we prepared to spend the approaching Sabbath.” 

To Carrie Berry “every one I see seems sad. The citizens 
all think that it is the most cruel thing to drive us from our 
home but I think it would be so funny to move. Mama seems 
so troubled and she can’t do anything. Papa says he don’t know 
where on earth to go.” 

O. L. Braumuller and his mother decided to go to Nashville, 
where they could hope to be reunited with the senior Brau- 
muller. The boy already had glimpsed the force behind their 
northward migration. “I saw Gen. Sherman at Five Points, 
talking to several officers. ... I was some distance away, but I 
recognized him, and he appeared to be the villain in the play.” 

He noted that his mother speedily realized “we would have 
to leave, and that we would do well to get away with what we 
could. The conquerors promised us transportation out of town, 
and that was about all they would promise. 

“Each family could have a fourth of a box car, they said. 
Freight cars were very small, not much larger than a wagon. 
Mother decided that she would try to save two pianos we had in 
the house, for these would be easier to convert into ready cash 
than the valuable paintings and rugs we had. 

“She told the officers that she would like to have a whole 
car, so that she could move the pianos to Nashville. Thoie was 
no use trying to save the pictures and rugs, she said, but she 
would dearly love to keep the pianos. 

“The officers took the hint and provided the car, sending 
men to help move the bulky music boxes. By letting her go 
with them, the men could help themselves to the other valuables 
without any questions being asked.” 

Trinity Methodist Church was designated a temporary storage 
place for most pianos and other articles of furniture belonging 
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to the dispossessed. The Provost Marshal assigned a guard to 
staild at the front door of this peculiarly inappropriate ware- 
house. 

Mary Gay was now readying for her trip in another direction. 
Never wanting for plans or the physical means for their execu- 
tion, she had obtained a wagon, complete with a span of “fine 
horses,’’ and an Irish driver. 

“Put those sacks into the wagon,’’ she commanded briskly, 
pointing to the bulky containers of the Confederate uniforms. 
“When the last one of them was stored away safely in that mov- 
ing repository, one of those feelings of relief and security came 
over me that had more than once given me courage to brave 
successfully impending danger— and I donned my hat, and bade 
my mother and the faithful girl an almost cheerful ‘Good-bye,* 
and took my seat by the driver, en route for Dixie. 

“I asked him to drive under my direction to the residence 
of my estimable friends, Mr. and Mrs. Posey Maddox, the par- 
ents of the accomplished and erudite, Charles K. Maddox of 
Atlanta. To my great joy I saw wagons in their yard, already 
laden with tlieir household goods, to be carried to the depot 
and turned over to Federal authorities, who assumed the trans- 
portation of them to Jonesboro and the safe delivery of them to 
the Confederate authorities, who in turn assumed the transpor- 
tation and delivery of them to the nearest Confederate station. 
Mr. Maddox had secured the use of an entire freight car, and 
gladly consented to take me and my baggage in with theirs. 

“Curses and imprecations too vile to repeat, and boisterous 
laughter, and vulgar jests resounded through the streets of 
Atlanta. Federal wagons followed in the tracks of Confederate 
wagons, and after a few light articles wc . e placed in the latter 
for Southern destination, the former unblushingly moved up 
to receive pianos and other expensive furniture which found 
its way into every section of the North. And this highway rob- 
bery was permitted by William Tecumseh Sherman, the grand 
Mogul of the Army of the Republic. Truly had the city of At- 
lanta been turned into a veritable pandemonium.” 

Mary would tarry a night or two in Atlanta until the proces- 
sions of human misery got under way. 
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SEPTEMBER 11 


In the North, it was a day of Thanksgiving, which Lincoln had 
proclaimed after the fall of Atlanta. 

In Georgia, it was a Sunday of renewed sorrow and penance. 
The streets were lined with laden wagons ready to move house- 
holds north or south. For the former, their immediate destina- 
tion was no farther than the depot. 

“This morning,” wrote Mary Rawson, “Mother concluded 
that although we had not the slightest idea of our future home, 
we had better commence the task of packing. 

“Scarcely was the work begun when we heard that all those 
who went South would have their trunks searched and all goods 
not ready made be removed. Now came the question as to how 
we could secrete them and so take them with us. We finally pre- 
pared two trunks to go either way by folding pieces of goods 
between ready made clothes and by tearing the cloth into pieces 
of sufficient length to make dress skirts and a great many other 
ways we found of hiding our goods. While we were in the midst 
of our work Aunt Charlotte came over from Grandma’s and told 
us they had already opened Aunty’s trunks twice and came to 
perform the same detestable office again. When Aunty refused 
decidedly to open her baggage any more and Col. Beckworth 
coming in at that moment gave him a sound cudgening. Aunt 
Charlotte expressed her determination to follow her master and 
mistress wherever they go. Dear old Granny may you be well 
protected and carefully nursed during your old age and when 
life is over be laid gently to rest by those wlio can and do ap- 
preciate you. 

“This afternoon on hearing martial music, we looked up 
from the front porch where we were sitting to see the street 
filled with cavalry and infantry pack mules and army wagons 
and cattle crowded promiscuously together, the cavalry and 
infantry ensigns floating in unison together. The musicians all 
riding on white horses. After making the signal for the march 
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to commence they rode silently along until they passed in front 
of Gen. Geary’s headquarters when simultaneously they broke 
into the old soul stirring ‘Hail Columbia’; the suddenness of the 
music startled me. 

“They then, (after finishing this piece) slowly and silently 
marched through the city. A few minutes after this Mother 
went over t6 see my Grandparents and Aunty; and I went to 
have a little talk with Mattie; her father had determiiicd to go 
to the North and so it seemed probable that the friends of seven 
years would be separated. We finally parted, I with a beautiful 
sprig of honeysuckle in my hair, placed there by Mr. Andrews 
who remarked that this would be the last time he would deck 
my hair for me.” 

Joe Semmes was “quite well” though “almost out of doors, 
being located in a miserable hut, all my baggage and comforts 
being in the rear.” His quarters, Semmes added, were located 
near Sam French's. 

“The country is uninviting and made desolate by the troops 
of both armies; consetpiently, I get nothing to eat, but corn 
bread or bacon or beef. Before this reaches you the news will be 
read of the short armistice between the two Armies and the 
cause of it. The fiend Sherman has done what not even the Czar 
of Russia had done in Poland; he is going to transport the en- 
tire population of Atlanta from their homes, to go where they 
can and live as they may. We left them enough to eat for the 
moment at least, but he has taken that and all else they had 
from them and sends them out to starve or do worse. 

“Tomorrow the truce begins and all the wagons of the Army 
go forward this evening to receiv* the unfortunate people. The 
wretch, after raining shell fire among them for 50 days, now 
drives them forth like the people of Isreal were driven from 
Jerusalem. None but niggeis remain, they are the beloved 
equals and fit associates of the debased Yankee. 

“We have no mail as yet but I hope tomorrow to hear from 
you as the Army Post Office will be opened again tomorrow. 
Warfield has gone to the rear with an attack of rheumatism, as 
usual he went off withoOt seeing me, though this time he sent 
me word. Stragglers are being brought to the front at the rate of 
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at least 1,000 a day. Do you wonder that Hood had to give up 
Atlanta. . . . The 30 miles of country which the Yankee occupied 
has been left a perfect desert. The whole population, rich and 
poor, are utterly ruined and they are pouring in to our Chief 
Commissary for their daily food. The Yankees did this thing 
in cold blood, for they were not in want of anything they 
destroyed. 

“The wagons, four and six muleteams, are now collected in 
front of my quarters, to go forward to bring down the unfortu- 
nate people of Atlanta. They will come with nothing but their 
clothing. All their household property and provisions will be 
taken by the enemy. 

“\V^e expect to do nothing during the armistice but wash up 
bodies and clothes and rest. Even the work on the railroad 
which was destroyed by the Yankees must be suspended though 
I have no doubt they will work to repair whatever damages 
they have.” 

Dr. James Comfort Patten attended chinch. 

“Had preacliing by Bryant, who gave us a pretty good dis- 
course,” he wrote afterward. “It is a lovely day ratlier hot but 
still pleasant. I sat in the shade cjn a pine box and listened to 
the discourse as well as I could but somehow I would still 
catch my mind running off to the church in Princeton and then 
the group of blue coats around me would fade away and instead 
of them would come up the familiar faces of the congregation 
at home and I could almost feel Morgan leaning his head on 
my knee to go to sleep. I can’t help wishing many a time that 
I could be back at such times in the old congregation. But then 
I think again this is all wrong. ... If God had intended me to 
stay there he would have left me there instead of sending me out 
here. And so I will try and await patiently the result, but I hope 
that it will not be long delayed and that our next news may 
come to us as good as that which we liave been able to send 
from here. I hope that Grant in his place may have* as good .suc- 
cess as Sherman the cra/y lias liere. 

“He may be very cia/y but I guess the rebs think by tliis 
time that there is almost loo much method in his madness and 
that if he is crazy, save them from the grasp of one who is sane.’* 
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Meanwhile, Mayor Calhoun and councilmen E. E. Rawson 
and*S. C. Wells were writing an eleventh hour plea to Sherman. 

“At first view, it struck us that the measure would involve 
extraordinary hardship and loss but since we have seen the prac- 
tical execution of it so far as it has progressed, and the in- 
dividual condition of the people, and heard their statements 
as to the inconveniences, loss and suffering attending it we are 
satisfied that the amount of it will involve in the aggregate 
consequences appalling and heart-rending. 

“Many poor women are in advanced state of pregnancy, 
others now having young children, and whose husbands for 
the greater part are either in the army, prisoners, or dead. Some 
say, ‘I have such a one sick at my house; who will wait on them 
when I am gone?* 

“Others say, ‘What are we to do? We have no house to go to, 
and no means to buy, build, or rent any; no parents, relatives, 
or friends to go to!’ 

“Another says, ‘I will try and take this or that article of 
property, but such and such things I must leave behind, though 
I need them much.* 

“We reply to them: ‘Gen. Sh.erman will carry your property 
to Rough and Ready, and Gen. Hood will take it thence on. . . . 

“This being so, how is it possible for the people still here 
(mostly women and children) to find any shelter? And how can 
they live through the winter in the woods— no shelter or subsis- 
tence, in the midst of strangers who know them not, and with- 
out the power to assist them much, if they were willing to do 
so? 

“This is but a feeble picture of the consrquences of the meas- 
ure . . . we most earnestly and solemnly petition you to recon- 
sider this order, or modify it, and suffer this unfortunate people 
to remain at home, and enjoy what little means they have.** 

The Reverend Mr. Freeman, minister of St. Philip’s, whose 
church was already being used as a stable, attempted to add 
liis plea on behalf of the people. 

“Fortune of war, sir, fortune of war!** Sherman barked. ‘ I 
want this place for a citadel, and want no white citizens in itl * 
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SEPTEMBER 12 


The evacuation from Atlanta began. 

“On leaving the breakfast table," wrote Mary Rawson, “I 
hastily tied on my hat and veil previous to going to bid my dear 
kindred goodbye, for this was the day appointed for them to go. 
Arriving at the house I found two huge Army wagons and two 
ambulances at the gate and men hurrying to and fro with trunks 
and other baggage. At last they all came out and took their 
places in the ambulance and after a sad adieu they slowly de- 
parted. Then I returned home and all along the street in front 
of Mrs. Zimmermans I noticed many vehicles for taking them 
away and even more sadly than at first if possible I continued 
my walk." 

Conyngham suspected that those moving south “seemed to 
enjoy the thing.” 

“The cars taking them down were loaded with a miscellane- 
ous cargo,” he reported. “In some were crowded together totter- 
ing old age and maidens in their youthful bloom. The former 
fretted very much at being thus rudely torn away, root and 
branch, from the soil on which they grew, and in which they 
hoped soon to rest their wearied hearts. As for their young com- 
panions, they seemed to treat the thing as a kind of sentimental 
journey. I fully understood this when we reached the rebel 
quarters, when I saw with what a warm greeting the rebel of- 
ficers and soldiers received them. Some even carried their 
enthusiasm so far as to welcome them with warm kisses and 
embraces. In addition, the wagons were crowded with a heter- 
ogeneous medley of poodle dogs, tabby cats, asthmatic pianos, 
household furniture, cross old maids, squalling, wondering chil- 
dren, all of which, huddled together, made anything but a 
pleasant travelling party, which I accompained.” 

At the same time, Sherman was replying to Mayor Calhoun. 

“We must have peace, not only in Atlanta, but in all Amer- 
ica. To secure this, we must stop the war that now desolates our 
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once happy and favored country. To stop war, we must defeat the 
rebel armies which are arrayed against the laws and Constitu- 
tion that all must respect and obey. To defeat those armies, we 
must prepare the way to reach them in their recesses, provided 
with the arms and instruments which enable us to accomplish 
our purpose . . . the use of Atlanta for warlike purposes is in- 
consistent with its character as a home for families. . . . Why not 
go now, when all the arrangements are completed for the trans- 
fer, instead of waiting till the plunging shot of contending 
armies will renew the scenes of the past month? . . . 

“You cannot qualify war in harsher terms than I will. War 
is cruelty and you cannot refine it; and those who brought 
war into our country deserve all the curses and maledictions 
a people can pour out. I know I had no hand in making this 
war, and I know I will make more sacrifices today than any of 
you to secure peace. But you cannot have peace and a division 
of our country. . . . 

“You might as well appeal against the thunderstorm as 
against these terrible hardships of war. They are inevitable, 
and the only way the people of Atlanta can hope once more to 
live in peace and quiet at home is to stop the war, which can 
only be done by admitting that it began in error and is per- 
petuated in pride. ... I want peace, and believe it can only be 
reached through union and war, and I will ever conduct war 
with a view to perfect and early success. 

“But, my dear sirs, when peace does come, you may call on 
me for anything. Then will I share with you the last cracker, 
and watch with you to shield your homes and families against 
danger from every quarter. 

“Now you must go, and take with you the old and feeble, 
feed and nurse them, and build for them, in more quiet places, 
proper habitations to shield them against the weather until the 
mad passions of men cool down, and allow the Union and peace 
once more to settle over your old homes at .Atlanta. Yours in 
haste.” 

Mary Gay continued her journey, by boxcar. 

“At length our time came to move in the worse then death- 
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like processions going Southward, and in a short while we were 
at Jonesboro, our destination, so far as Federal aid exteirded. 

“As soon as I stepped from the car I wended my way to the 
Confederate officer of the day, whom I recognized by his regalia, 
and told him of my success in concealing and bringing out of 
Federal lines the winter clothing of our soldiers. He listened 
with polite attention and said it was a wonderfully interesting 
story, but altogether improbable. 

“ ‘Go with me and I will prove to you the truthfulness of it,’ 
I eagerly said. 

“As it was a bleak equinoctial day, and drizzling rain, Mr. 
and Mrs. Maddox had not yet left their car, (by way of paren- 
thesis, I would say that the favors shown to these excellent 
people was in consideration of Mr. Maddox being a very pru- 
dent minister of the gospel) and, when we reached it, I asked 
Mr. Maddox to roll one of my sacks to the door. He did so, and 
I then asked the officer to examine its contents. A blade of a 
pen knife severed the twine with which the edges of the mouth 
had been sewed together, and the loved familiar gray and brass 
buttons, and other articles, verified the truth of my statement. 
He looked amazed, and exhausted his vocabularly of flattering 
encomiums upon me, and, what was more desirable and to the 
point, he asked what he could do in the matter, and assured 
me that there was nothing within the range of his jurisdiction 
that he would not do. I told him that the object of my coming 
to him was to ask that he send me and my precious charge to 
Gen. Granbury’s headquarters, as among other overcoats I had 
one of his in charge, as well as many other things belonging to 
his staff officers. He told me the finest span of Confederate 
horses and the best ambulance on the grounds should be at my 
service as soon as possible. 

“During the interim, I opened wide my eyes and took in the 
situation in all its horrible details. The entire Southern popula- 
tion of Atlanta, with but an occasional exception, and that of 
many miles in its vicinity, were dumped out upon the cold 
gpround without shelter and without any of tiic comforts of 
home, and an autumnal mist of drizzle slowly but surely 
saturating every article of clothing upon them; and pulmonary 
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diseases in all stages admonishing them of the danger of such 
exposure. Aged gprandmother’s tottering upon the verge of the 
grave, and ttnaer maidens in the first bloom of young woman- 
hood, and little babes not three days old in the arms of sick 
mothers, driven from their homes, were all out upon the cold 
charity of the world. . . . 

“When one of the long trains from Atlanta rolled in with 
its living pulsing freight and stopped at the terminus, a queenly 
girl, tall and lithe in figure and willowy in motion, emerged 
from one of the cars, and stood, the embodiment of feminine 
grace, for a moment upon the platform. In less time than it 
takes to chronicle the impression, her Grecian beauty, classic 
expression and nobility of manner, had dageurreotyped them- 
selves upon the tablets of my memory, never to be effaced by 
mortal alchemy. 

“The pretty plain beige dress, trimmed with Confederate 
buttons and corresponding ribbon, all conspired to make her 
appear, even to a casual observer, just what she was— a typical 
Southern girl who gloried in that honor. She stood only a 
moment, and then, as if moved by some divine inspiration, she 
stepped from the car, and falling upon her knees, bent forward 
and kissed the ground. This silent demonstration of affection 
for the land of Dixie touched a vibrating chord, and a score 
or more of beautiful girlish voices blended in sweetest harmony 
while they told in song their love for Dixie. 

“I listened spell bound, and was not the only one thus en- 
chanted. A United States officer listened and was touched to 
tears. Approaching me, he asked if I would do him the favor to 
tell him the name of the young lady who kissed the ground. 

“ ‘I do not think she would approve of my telling you her 
name, and I decline to do so,’ I said in r''ply. 

“Not in the least daunted by this rebuff he responded: 

“ ‘I shall learn it; and if she has not already become the wife 
or the affianced of another, I shall offer her tlte devotion of my 
life.’ 

“The Confederate officer of the day, God forever bless himl 
came for me. The army wagon was ready and standing by Mr. 
Posy Maddox’s car, waiting to receive Us precious freight, and 
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a few minutes, sufficient to transfer it from car t. wagon, and 
after waiting to see the last sack securely placed in the wdgon, 
I too got in, and took my seat by the driver. A long cold drive 
was before us, but I was so robust I had no fear of the result. 

“The driver was a veritable young Jehu, and we got over the 
ground rapidly; but, owing to a mistake in following directions, 
it was a long time before we reached our destination, the course 
of which must have been due west from Jonesboro, and through 
a dense forest. And oh, the beauty of that forest! It will remain 
a living, vivid memory, as long as life endures. Its rich, varied 
and heavy foliage had been but slightly tinged by the frosts 
of autumn, and it was rendered more beautiful by the constant 
dripping of rain drops from every leaf and blossom. As the eve- 
ning came on, dense, impenetrable clouds canopied the earth, 
and shut out every ray of sunlight, and almost every ray of 
hope. At length night came on, dark and weird, and silent, 
and we svere still in the woods without compass or star. 

“Just as my brave heart was about to succumb to despair, 
a vision of delight burst upon me— a beacon light, yea, hun- 
dreds of beacon lights, appeared before me, and filled my soul 
with joy. The camp fires of CJcn. Cleburne’s brave men beck- 
oned us onward, and gave us friendly greetings. Every revolu- 
tion of the wagon wheels brought us perceptibly nearer the 
haven of rest. Sabbath-like quiet reigned throughout the en- 
campment. No boisterous sounds nor profane imprecations 
broke the stillness. But there was a sound that reached my 
ear, filling my soul with joy, unspeakable. 

“A human voice it was. 

“I had heard it before in the slight wail of infancy; in the 
merry prattle of childhood; in the melodious songs of youth; 
in the tender, well-modulated tones of manhood; and now; 
there was no mistaking it— in the solemn, earnest invocation 
to the Lord of Hosts, for the salvation of the world, for the mil- 
lenial dawn, and that ‘peace on earth, and good will to men,’ 
which would never again be broken by the clarion of war, or 
earth’s rude alarms. No sweeter voice ever entered the courts 
of Heaven. 

“My obliging young driver stopped the horses at a favorable 
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distance, and I heard the greater part of that grand prayer, 
and •wept for joy.” 

Conyngham passed the afternoon and evening conversing 
with his erstwhile enemies, noting how “kindly” he was re- 
ceived by Maj. William Clare, in charge of the Confederate 
Guard, and counterpart of Col. Willard Warner, of Sherman’s 
staff. 

“Everything,” reported the Irish soldier-correspondent, “went 
on in the most friendly way— visits paid between Federals and 
Confederates, exchanges made, friendly intercourse kept on. 
One could scarcely realize that these laughing, chatting groups 
%vere deadly enemies, who tomorrow would strive for one an- 
other’s blood.” 

In Atlanta, the remainder of Mary Rawson’s day drifted 
“slowly and sadly by with no certainty of our journey.” 

Life was the same for Carrie Berry, who was helping her 
mother pack. Maxwell Berry had been informed that he might 
remain in Atlanta “if he could get into business.” 

Hood was writing to Sherman once again: 

“You order into exile the whole population of a city; drive 
men, rvomen and children from their homes at the point of the 
bayonet, under the plea that it is to the interest of your gov- 
ernment, and on the claim that it is an act of ‘kindness’ to those 
families of Atlanta! . . . and because I characterize what you 
call a kindness as being real cruelty, you presume to sit in 
judgment between me and my God; and you decide that my 
earnest prayer to the Almighty Father to save our women and 
children from what you tall kindness, is a sacrilegious, hypo- 
critical appeal.’ . . . 

“You say ‘Let us fight it out lii.-j men.’ To this my reply is— 
for myself and I believe for all the true men, ay, and women 
and children, in my country— we will figlit you to the death! 
Better die a thousand deaths than submit to live under you 
or your govirnment and vour negro allies!” 

In the privacy of their diaries or letters, some Union sol- 
diers were inclined to agree with Hood. One of them. Colonel 
|. H. Keatley, wrote: 

“If war simply means killing, and is nothing more than to 
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do the greatest and speediest harm to the enemy, then its 
modem methods are indefensible, and the giving and taJking 
of quarter/ a false refinement. Claverhouse taught the maxim 
that ‘war is war* and invested the story of Glencoe with a tragic 
intent and at which history will never cease to blush. The 
order to depopulate Atlanta was obeyed amid agonies and sor- 
rows indescribable, and the city, but for the presence of the 
soldiers, who had captured it, was as desolate as the ruins of 
Nineveh.** 

The Intelligencer postscripted the subject with its own 
Philippic, “. . .of all the remorseless, hard-hearted, unfeeling 
brutes that Yankeedom has sent forth to waste the South, this 
man is the most remorseless, the most hard-hearted, and the 
most brutal.’* 

The writer was referring to General Sherman, but the Macon 
Telegraph was not in agreement since it found the “refugees 
report generally kind personal treatment from Gen. Sherman 
and his officers. Wliatever exceptions may have occurred have 
been in violation of orders— instances of individual pilfering, 
which cannot always he prevented in an army and in many 
cases have been detected and punished. 

“A friend whose wife was left an invalid in Atlanta and 
came within our lines a day or two since, says that at her re- 
quest Gen. Sherman came to sec her and finding her unable 
to attend to the arrangements of her moveables for transporta- 
tion, had them all bound up nicely and transported to our 
lines, even to her washtubs.*’ 


SEPTEMBER 13 


Mary Gay finally met her brother. Lieutenant rom Stokes, at 
the encampment. He provided her with a “brand new tent,** 
a buffalo robe for mattress, a folded coat for a pillow, and a 
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Union troops destroy railroad tracks in Atlanta. When time i)ermitted, 
Sherman’s soldiers heated the tracks red hot in improvised r)\ens like 
these, then bent them around trees. So fastinated did some of the Union 
generals become with this assignment that they e\en planned the break- 
fast menus (always including a whole chit ken per man) for "rail busting" 
squads, who were then supposedly able to wretk five or six miles of track 
before sundown. (Library of Conf^rns) 
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Railroad wrecking was elevated to a science in Sherman’s army. ' 
lever being used on these tracks was developed especially for his tro 
by his own Engineers. By means of this lever, the rails, which were m 
lighter than those in use today, were pried up as easily as though t 
were lield down by carpet tacks. (Library of Congress) 





The last train to leave Atlanta is piled hi|;h with refugees and their 
household goods (Libiary of Cooji^rrss) 



The Atlanta railroad depot after it was blown up by Federal demolition 
stjiiad.. The Contert Hall in the right background was used as a hospital 
until July ;;8 when all the hospitals in Atlanta were evacuated south. 
(f.ibraiy 0 / ongicw) 


OT1EP10E OF TBAKSPOBTAT^X DEFABTMISNT. 

IT. 8. WUTARI RAOROAft ( ) J/ \ 

'Wm L^i.tL.1 
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A ticket for railroad transportation from Atlanta to Rough &: Ready, dated September 
12, 1861. Federal troops conducted citizens to this tavern stop on the Georgia Railroad 
(five miles south of Atlanta) , where (Confederate forces met them under a Hag of truce. 
(Courtesy Atlanta Historical Society) 



This dispatch to Georgia’s Gov- 
ernor Brown was sent by Major 
General Howell (Cobb in Grilhn 
(forty miles .south of Atlanta on 
November 16, as soon as his 
scouts brought him word that 
Sherman was destroying Atlanta 
and moving his army out of the 
city. (Courtesy University of 
(ieotffia Libraiy) 




View of Atlanta in 1866 showing the railroad crossing between Whitehall and Peachtree Streer... The National Hotel is 
on the left; beyond it is the Norcross Building on the lot where the Fiist National Bank now stands. T jc saloon and 
billiard parlor, the ruins, and Hagan k Co. to the north occupy ground now covered by the Peters Building. (Nation 
al Archives) 




Andy Neal is buried in Oakland Ceme* 
ter)’ beside his brother James, who sur- 
vived him by only seven months. Close 
by is the grave of Carrie Berry. 


After the bloody fighting at Jonesboro 
which preceded the fall of Atlanta by 
only a few hours, hundreds of Confed- 
erate dead could not be identified. 'I'liis 
memorial stone marks their mass grave. 



I'hc National (xmetcry in Marietta where most of the Union soldiers who fell in tlu‘ 
Atlanta (amnaiun are buried. 
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gray blanket for covering. She had slept minus only the skirt 
of her dress ''that it might not be wrinkled.” 

Refreshed from her sleep “under the protecting care of these 
noble men,” she'washed with the aid of a pan of water, a towel 
and *a mirror about the size of a silver dollar.” Even a comb 
and brush had been provided. Her own brother’s voice had 
awakened her: 

“ ‘Get up, sister, or you will not be ready for the roll calll’ ” 

Her breakfast included a “decoction which he called coffee.” 
Afterward, she started for Lovejoy’s, in a wagon train. She 
herself rode in an ambulance, seated opposite two young 
Lieutenants, with Tom next to her. He sang “Auld Lang 
Syne” and reminisced on their childhood. He spoke of his wife 
Mary in Texas and his boy. 

“He took from his vest pocket the impression of the foot 
and hand of his only child, a dear little boy whom he had never 
seen, and kissed them, and then folded them carefully and 
put them back in his pocket and said: 

“ ‘I must hurry back to Texas!’ ” 

At a large, square house, “which appeared to be full of peo- 
ple,” she said goodbye to her half brother. 

“Thomie and I advanced toward it a few steps. Suddenly, as 
if admonished that a soldier’s duties should have precedence 
over everything else, he took me in his arms and kissed me ferv- 
ently once, twice, thrice. I understood for whom they were 
intended. ... I felt iiuuiiively that 1 should never look upon 
his face again.” 

But Sherman was satisfied, now that the potential that would 
“oblige oHicers to listen to everlasting complaints that aren’t 
military” was being removed. 

The trains continued to roll south. On one, sharing space 
with the refugees, or “exiles” as they preferred to call them- 
selves, was Major (George Ward Nichols, aide-de-camp of Sher- 
man, cri route to assist Colonel Warner. 

“Our engineer vas a young man,” he wrote, “who pleas- 
antly informed me »1 n it was not the best policy to jump from 
the engine in the event of an upset. 

“ ‘Always stick to the machine,’ he said, ‘I have been over- 
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turned three times in the course of my experience and never 
was injured beyond a light scratch on the nose. Always stick to 
the machine.' 

“With all respect to your opinion, I thought to myself, I 
shall jump at the first indications of danger; and I proceeded 
to impress upon the mind of Col. Warner the fact of the su- 
perior management of railroads in England and on the Con- 
tinent. ... I was busily engaged in digging the cinders out of 
my eyes, when we turned a sharp curve in the woods, and be- 
held a man by the embankment frantically waving a red flag, 
while a party of men not ten rods distant, who had just taken 
up a rail from the track, were waving their hats and shouting 
for us to stop. 

“Our engine-driver— keen-eyed, alert, and clear-headed— at 
once saw the dangers, reversed the machinery, put the tender- 
brake in operation, and the huge monster in an instant was 
quiet as a sleeping child. 

“ ‘A close rub, sir!’ said my fnend the engineer. ‘Six feet 
more and we should have pitched into the ravine there. . . .’ 

“Twenty minutes of travel carried us over the ten miles 
which intervened between Atlanta and the neutral ground, 
where the banished citizens are handed over to the Rebel ol- 
ficers, and the exchange of prisoners takes place. Rough and 
Ready as completely answers to the first part of its name as one 
could imagine and perhaps to the latter half; for it appears to 
have been getting ready to be a town since its foundation, and 
is likely to remain in that condition for an indelinite length of 
time. Two miserable shanties, the respei live quarters of the 
Federal and Rebel guards, separated for a distance of about 200 
yards, constitute the burgh of Rough and Ready. 

“Dismounting from our engine, we approached the hut near- 
est the Confederate lines. It was a characteristic specimen of 
the habitations of the poor class of whiles at the South. A few 
refuse boards fastened upon an irregular frame; a disjointed 
window in a shattered sill; a battered door swinging upon a sin- 
gle hinge, formed its striking features; while several swords and 
pistols, hanging upon the side of the house, indicated the pres- 
ence of soldiers. The single room was half filled witli smoke, 
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puffing lazily from a fireplace around which were scattered 
sundry dilapidated pots and pans; but we had little time and 
it was not our business to take an inventory of the goods and 
chattels in the establishment. A pale, sickly woman, seated in 
the rickety porch answered our question as to the whereabouts 
of Maj. Clare, a staff officer of Gen. Hood, who represents the 
Rebel party in the truce. 

“ ‘He’s h’yar somewhar, round the corner of the yard, I 
reckon. Say, Betsy, whar’s Maj. Clare?’ 

"We made the circuit of the corner and found the major; 
a handsome, polite gentleman, by the way, who was seated 
near some ladies, in the midst of a collection of baskets and 
household goods. We were presented to the ladies, when the 
two officers stepped aside for the discussion of the business 
which had brought them together, leaving me to attempt the 
somewhat difficult task of entertaining persons who had evi- 
dently just been evicted from their homes in Atlanta. . . . The 
youngest, a lady of refinement, remarked: 

“ ‘It is very hard to be obliged to leave our home. We have 
not felt the war before, except in the cost of the luxuries of 
life. We did not believe your army would ever penetrate so far 
south; but I suppose our removal is one of the necessities of the 
situation, and we would much rather give up our homes than 
live near the Yankees . . . tiiere are not two nations on the face 
of this earth . . . who hate each other more . . . ^ve will never 
live with you again . . . anything rather than become subject to 
the North.’ 

“During this conversation, which I have written out because 
it is a fair picture of the opinions of the Georgians frequently 
expressed to me, a long train of wagons and ambulances from 
Atlanta provided by Gen. Sherman had driven into the space 
between the outposts, and deposited their fuight of women 
and children with their household furniture. These people 
seemed to be almost entirely of the lower class. The wealthier 
citizens removed trom Atlanta when the firing began; those 
only remaining who were willing to take the risk of shot and 
shell, and the possibility of Federal occupation. 

“The dust from our wagons had barely subsided when the 



484 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


sharp crack of the whip and the loud cries of train-master and 
mule-drivers announced the arrival of the Rebel convoy to 
remove the people whom General Sherman had refused to per- 
mit Hood to throw upon him as a burden. Bidding adieu to 
the ladies, and with a kindly grasp of the hand from Maj. 
Clare, we departed from Rough and Ready. . . . The after- 
noon was slowing waning into evening.” 

There were additional problems, including the teamsters 
themselves. Already six Confederate teamsters were suspected 
of deserting to the Union lines, and twelve Federals were sup- 
posedly on their way south. Each truce team promised to re- 
turn the errant horse and mule drivers if found. 

About this time, Mary Gay was reaching Lovejoy's. 

“Here as at Jonesboro,” she wrote, “the face of the earth was 
literally covered with rude tents, and sidetracked cars, which 
were occupied by exiles from liome— defenceless women and 
children, and an otcasional old man tottering on the verge of 
the grave, awaiting their turn to be transported by over-taxed 
railroads farther into the constantly diminishing land of their 
love. During the afternoon I boarded an already well-filled 
southern train and moved about among its occupants as if at 
home. For were we not one people— the mothers, wives and 
sisters of Confederates? The diversity of mind, disposition and 
temper of this long train of representative women and children 
of Atlanta, and of many miles contiguous, who were carrying 
minds and hearts brimful of memories never to be ol)litcrated, 
but rather to harden into asphalt preservation, was illustrated 
in many ways. Some laughed and talked and jested, and infused 
the light and warmth of their own sunny natures into others 
less hopeful; some were morose and churlish and saw no hope 
in the future and were impatient with those who did see the 
silver lining beyond the dark clouds suspended over us; and 
some very plainly indicated that if our cause failed they would 
lose all faith in a prayer-answering God.” 

Mary Gay continued on towards Griswoldsvillc, as part of 
her roundabout route to Decatur. She figured it would be sev- 
eral days before she arrived home. 

Hood was writing “His Excellency Jefferson Davis: 
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“In the Battle of July 20 we failed on account of General 
Hardee . . . our failure of August 31 I am now convinced was 
greatly owing to him. Please confer with Lieutenant-Generals 
Stewart and S. D. Lee as to operations around Atlanta. It is of 
the utmost importance that Hardee should be relieved at once. 
He commands the best troops of this army. I must have an- 
other commander.” 

He then addressed a dispatch to Brigadier General A. R. 
Lawton, Quartermaster General in Richmond. 

“It is very important that funds for the payment of this army 
should be sent without delay to prevent dissatisfaction and de- 
sertion in consequence of the non-payment of the troops.” 

. . . and to Governor Brown in Milledgeville, who had just 
ordered back his own State militia from Hood’s army. 

“The enemy having robbed the people in the vicinity of 
Jonesboro, I have about 1,000 applications daily for rations in 
that quarter. I cannot subsist them. Can you not make arrange- 
ments and send food for them?” 

Sherman, on the other liand, exulting in a relative plenty, 
quipped to a friend, “we prefer Illinois beef, but Georgia mut- 
ton will have to answer in certain contingencies.” 

Mary Rawson, meanwhile, learned that her family would 
sign the pledge of allegiance and migrate north. 

“This morning,” she wrote, “Father concluded to go him- 
self to see Gen. Sherman and ask if he could get a written 
order permitting him to sell his provisions. About 10 o’clock 
he came back bringing the papers signed by the General, then 
came a long conversation with Mother which terminated in 
the resolve to brave the severities of the cold North West. We 
immediately prepared to emigTate to the prairies of Iowa. We 
had no time to spare and now began the work of packing in 
earnest, and from morning till night we were running up and 
down stairs assisting Mother in her work.” 

Maxwell Berry, however, had steered into quite the opposite 
situation. 

“Papa got into business today,” Carrie recorded “and the rest 
of us went to wirk in good earnest thinking that we will get to 



486 


LAST TRAIN FROM ATLANTA 


Stay. I hope that we will get to stay. Mama dislikes to move so 
much.” 

Rufus Mead wrote home again— “Sherman is sending citizens 
each way now as fast as possible. We now feed 2 or 3,000 and 
he says he cant afford it. Sixty wagons went from our Division 
today to carry stuff south to Rough & Ready— twelve miles 
south of here, while as many went from each other Div. He 
intends to hold this as a military base of supplies & cant afford 
to keep either friend or foe unless connected with the army. 
We are now in .camp, and at quiet again, while furloughs are 
granted for 2 out of 40 men in a Co I guess it wont pay me 
to go so far and stay so short time, only 30 days in all and 10 
or 15 on the road most probably. 

“Irad Williams bid me Good Bye today. He intends to go 
via L B Lantons &c so I sent nothing by him. Last Sunday I went 
to water the horse & take a short ride when I heard the church 
bell, so I hurried back, went up there & sure enough the organ 
was playing and on entering I found them singing the first hymn. 

“The chaplain of the 2nd Mass preached an excellent ser- 
mon from the words ‘What wilt thou have me to do?’ It is 
the first sermon Ive heard since April last. It is to be open 
every sabbath while we stay here. It is the 2nd Presbyterian. 
The Methodist & Roman Catliolic are open also. It really did 
me good to go to church once more. 

“This is about all the benefit we get from living in a city. 
We live a little better now than on a campaign, get soft bread 
also can get our victals cooked in better style, but so far I get 
nothing outside from the commissarys. I see a few tomatoes 
peanuts, sweetpotatoes, &c but get none yet. I see figs but they 
are not ripe yet. It is getting late so Good night all. Your ever 
Afft Son & Brother.” 
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Others, along with the Rawsons, had resolved to return to the 
Union. S. P. Richards, sick of the Confederacy, was packing 
for New York, by way of Louisville. The Braumullers, mother 
and son, left for Nashville in a boxcar. “Sitting on the pianos 
. . . the world seemed a dreary place for me just then, but she 
cheered me up. I believe she was the bravest and most compe- 
tent person I ever knew.” 

After they met Mr. Braumuller in Nashville, they hoped to 
continue still farther north, “we had every faith in the Con- 
federacy, but there was no way we could help the cause, so my 
parents decided to go to New York and remain until after the 
war was over.” 

Mrs. Braumuller hoped to realize a few hundred dollars 
from the sale of the pianos. But travel at best was hazardous, 
even under army protection. 

“I wanted myself,” wrote David Conyngham, “to get a poor 
soldier, who was going home to die, inside on one of the cars. 
Though they were full of strapping, healthy negroes, who were 
cither servants to the extortioners, or had the almighty dollars 
to pay their way, I could not gain admittance for the poor fel- 
low. A few dollars in a conductor’s pocket were of more im- 
portance than his comfort or safety. I gave him my blanket and 
oil-cloth, but 1 have since learned he never reached home, for 
when taken off the top of the cars at Chattanooga he was found 
dead. 

“I simply mention these facts as a caution to generals not 
to place too much confidence in employees, unless they are well 
tried and tested.” 

Rufus Mead had been watching the tedious, glum process. 
Each day he had counted one hundred six-mule teams going 
south “as far as Rough & Ready and there they meet the Rebel 
teams. 

“The wagons carry the stuff only, while the citizens walk or 
the women & children ride in Ambulances. It makes an odd 
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looking train when they all get together, ready to start. The 
armistice lasts till 9 p.m. on the 21st Inst. It raises quite a com- 
motion among this community, some are raving mad of course 
for they calculated to stay here and live on the Govmt. while 
they could act as spy or smuggler, &c just as they have done for 
a long time back. But Sherman intends to put a damper on 
such operations in future. There are some families here whose 
husband & father is in the Militia against his will and it seems 
harsh to send them away from home, but they must suffer the 
penalty of poor Tray. Many of them want to go & would have 
done so before if Hood would let them. This makes the Rebel 
officers mad, and they say that Sherman will repent this order 
of his. That is what a few of the rabid ones say but I am told 
most of them are nearly discouraged. 

“Three or four nights ago, our officers 8: theirs had a regular 
jolly time of it and our Brig Q M who had charge of the train 
says they all agreed to come back with him, and would have 
done so if it had not been contrary to the rules of the armistice. 
Some swore they’d desert as soon as it ended at any rate. Our 
teamsters say the same of their teamsters too. 

“Next time you send a paper you may put a lot of matches 
in it. They are scarce and poor out here. Wrap them up so they 
won’t set the mail on fire & so burn up my otlicr letters. I cant 
think of any thing else now. So CJood Bye.” 

Dr. Patten watched troop as well as c ivilian movements. 

“The cars run by us here just in sight of our camp,” he 
noted. “We can sec that they arc swarming with men moving 
to the front. Gen. Sherman is evidently strengthening himself 
for some important movement, but what it is, or where he is 
going to take us is more than w'e can guess. We may go to 
Mobile or Charleston or Richmond. We would like to know, 
and I doubt not that gen Hood would like it better than even 
we would. . . , 

“We have almost daily visits from the women from a good 
many miles round bringing in vegetables to barter for some- 
thing to eat. They will not take money but want bread or flour 
or meat. They say that money would be worthless to them as 
there is no place that they would be able to buy anything with 
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it. They tell some pitiful stories of starving children, and the 
worat is that they are true. I have seen some things that I never 
expected to see and I hope I may see no more such. . . . 

"We still hea? occasionally from home and the news is rather 
more cheerful. Our work here at Atlanta has had a good effect 
on the traitors at home, they begin to think that we will soon 
have the rebellion crushed here, and then for the traitors at 
home. They already begin to shake in their shoes for they feel 
that they have lost the game on which they have staked their 
country and tlie Birthright of their children. And they even 
now begin to feel the weight of that infamy that will ever be a 
traitor’s doom, knowing full well that their names will go 
down to posterity so blackened that Arnold will pass for a pa- 
triot and Iscariot for an honest man by comparison with them.’’ 

But Georgians such as Li/zie Perkerson were too involved 
with urgent concerns, such as health, to evaluate accusations of 
treason. At the “Yankee-inlested Perkerson iarm, Lizzies sister 
Till and a servant Black Jim had been deathly ill with the "bil- 
lions fever.’’ 

"Our chance lor a Dr. was the Yankees. Dr. McCook, a brother 
of the noted (ienl. McCook treated them both. He seemed to 
be a very good physici.in but they boili like to have died. When 
Till was just getting so she could begin to sit up. Nan took 
Typhoid Fewer. She had been sick a week and Ma and Alice 
(another sislei) Itoth took it. When they got sick we were right 
between the two picket lines and we could get a Dr. from nei- 
ther side, so here we were. \Vc .sent after every Dr. that we bad 
any hope of gettitig and could get none. We started Len after 
Dr. Lowen. He met him and he said he could not possibly get 
here under two days and Mother looking like she would die 
every day. Well, we waited two days and he still didti t come so 
we sent for him agaiti and ids family had n<.- seen nor heard 
from Idtti since Len saw hittt and didti’t know what had become 
()[ him. 

"The ne\l day .\unt Flora ..uue to see us, driving an old 
bioken down Yankee horse. I told her if she would stay with 
them and let me have her horse and buggy that I would go 
down below and see if I could get a Dr. So I took Dan soon in 
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the morning and started after Dr, M. Parker who lived at Mor- 
row’s Station this side of Jonesborough. When I got to Rough 
and Ready I found a vidette who said that I could go no further. 
I told him my business and also told him that I was going on. 
Well, he told me to go on some distance and I would find the 
pickets on the road and to tell them to go with me to the Lieut. 
I told them what he said. One of them said they thought from 
my looks I could go to the Lieut, as well without him as with 
him. I told him that I was of the same opinion, so on I went. 

“Directly I came to a camp of some ten or a dozen men. They 
halted me. I told them my business and after asking me a hun- 
dred questions about the Yankees he ordered a man to mount 
and take me to the Capt. who was still further down the road. 
Well, on we went, came to the Capt., answered all the questions 
he could ask, told him what I wanted and where I wanted to go 
and got for an answer ‘You can go no further.’ I told him that 
I could and would go on. Well, he said that he could do no bet- 
ter for me than send a guard with me to headtjuarters near 
Fayetteville. I told him all right and drove on under guard. 

“\Vell, we traveled on faithfully until three o’clock to get to 
Hd Qrs. The Commander after asking all the questions he could 
think of, gave me a pass and dismissed the guard. So there I was. 
My horse tired down, me twelve miles from the Drs. and twenty 
from home and my horse tired down. But I put on a bold front 
and started again. At dark I was at Jonesboro and the horse so 
badly tired that I had to walk from there to Dr. Parker, six 
miles. We got there at ten o’clock. Next day at twelve we got 
home. Dr. Parker thought he had to do something and didn’t 
know what, so he gave Ma a dose of medicine that like to have 
killed her and went off and left her worse than he found her. 
Well, she ju.st remained in that condition five days. When the 
Yankees commenced passing Pa told some of the officers what 
a condition we were in and they sent three Drs. in and they gave 
her medicine that relieved her almost immediately, and she has 
been mending slowly ever since and now she ran begin to sit up 
a little and I think is out of danger. Nan is about well, so is 
Alice. All this while Aunt Flora was down sick and not able to 
do one thing.” 
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General Sam French wrote President Davis in response to a 
request by “several officers” and “in regard to a feeling of de- 
pression more of less apparent in parts of this army.” Although 
at first he had “declined doing so,” he now deemed it advisable: 

. . for your own satisfaction it might be well that you send 
one or two intelligent officers here to visit the different divisions 
and brigades and ascertain if that spirit of confidence so neces- 
sary for success has not been impaired within the past month or 
two. They might further inquire into the cause if they find in 
this army any want of enthusiasm.” 

And Sherman, in smoldering rage, informed Hood that their 
correspondence had been “out of place and profitless. ... I was 
not bound by the laws of war to give notice of the shelling of 
Atlanta, a ‘fortified town, with magazines, arsenals, founderies, 
and public stores;’ you were bound to take notice. See the books. 

“This is the conclusion of our correspondence, which I did 
not begin, and terminate with satisfaction.” 

Hood, deciding not to reply, resumed correspondence with 
Bragg, in Richmond. His mood was optimistic. “I am very much 
gratified at the feeling now existing among the officers of this 
army,” he wrote. “All mortified at their feeble efforts on the 
31st ultimo. I think we will make a better fight the next time 
than we could have done any time since we left Resaca.” 


SEPTEMBER 15 


“All well," Sherman wired Halleck, “and troops in fine, healthy 
camps, and supplies coming forivard finely. Governor Brown has 
disbanded his militia to gather the corn and sorghum of the 
State. I have reason to believe that he and Stephens want to visit 
me, and I have sent them a hearty invitation. I will exchange 
2,000 prisoners with Hood, but no more.” 
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Carrie Berry had been troubled by mosquitoes among other 
annoyances. Yesterday had been tiring since she had washed 
clothes all afternoon and then “got dinner by myself . . . but 
I suppose I will have to learn to wirk.“ 

This morning work continued with “a general cleaning up 
. . . everything seems so clean and T hope that it wquld stay so.“ 
The women traders were still visiting Dr. Patten’s camp. 
“Some of them bring in beans, some chinkapins and musca- 
dines, while some I have reason to believe resort to more ques- 
tionable means of obtaining the desired food. But who shall 
blame them, when their children are starving. Shame on the 
man who will take this advantage. But I have no doubt it is 
done every day, and that too by men whose position should be 
the guarantee of their good conduct. There is wliiskey in camp 
again and such a time as we will have while it lasts. I wish our 
commanding officers could once get it beat into their heads that 
whiskey is an unmitigated nuisance. . . . 

“Our stock is rather short and we will soon have nothing to 
trade. A little girl wanted to sell me some muscadines yesterday. 
I offered her the money for them but she said she could not eat 
money, and as I had nothing else, we did not trade. I shall be 
glad when we get out of this for I am tired of war and all its 
sights and sounds. I don’t think I shall ever want to hear another 
Bugle Call, or to see another six mule team. Some of the men 
are making a little speculation in tobacco. John Clark bought 
a hundred dollars worth yesterday and today sold out for one 
hundred and forty, a pretty good move for one day. Some of the 
others have done equally as well. (Sergeant) John Farmer, I sup- 
pose has made more money out here than he could possibly 
have done at home. . . . 

“Some women are in camp trading. They have a little boy 
about three years old along. As they start out he sings out 
‘goodbye Yankee!’ These natives are known among the soldiers 
by the name of Elm Peelers . . . One of our officers asked one of 
them if there were any rebels near where she lived. 

“ ‘If there were I would not tell you,’ was the reply. 

“They are venomous. We give them not much comfort for we 
don’t like to furnish them with bread and divide with bush- 
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whackers who lie around to pick off our men and I don't see the 
propriety of feeding them while they starve our men in prison." 

Meanwhile, Fannie Beers had been evacuated from Newnan 
to Fort Valley, "a pleasant and very hospitable town, where new 
and excellent hospital buildings had been erected." 

Her husband had been wounded at Jonesboro and for the first 
time in the war was forced "to claim my care.” She took him to 
Fort Valley, where he made a fast recovery and was ordered back 
to his command. 

"The day of his departure,” Mrs. Beers wrote, "was marked 
by hours of intense anguish. . . . The train which stopped at the 
hospital camp to take up men returning to the front was crowded 
wi^li soldiers,— reinforcements. I had scarcely recovered from 
the fit of bitter weeping which followed the parting, when, 
noticing an unusual commotion outside, I went to the door to 
discover the cause. Men were running up the railroad track in 
the direction taken by the train which had just left. A crowd had 
collected near the surgeon’s office, in the midst of which stood 
an almost breathless messenger. His tidings seemed to have the 
effect of sending off succeeding groups of men in the direction 
taken by those I had first seen running up the road. Among 
them I discf)vered several surgeons. Something was wrong! 

"Wild with apprehension, I sped over to the office, and there 
learned that the train of cars loaded and crowded with soldiers 
had been thrown down a steep embankment, about three miles 
up the road, and that many lives were lost. Waiting for nothing, 
I ran bareheaded and frantic up the track, for more than a mile 
never stopping, then hearing the slow approach of an engine, 
sunk down by the side of the track to await its coming. 

“Soon the engine appeared, drawing very slowly a few plat- 
form-and baggage-cars loaded with groaning, shrieking men, car- 
rying, also, many silent forms which would nc\ er again feel pain 
oi sorrow. The surgeons upon the first car upon descrying me 
crouching by the roadside, halted the train and lifted me upon 
the last car, where, among the ‘slightly hurt,’ I found my hus- 
band, terribly bruised and shaken, but in no danger. 

“Arrived at camp, where tents had been hastily pitched, the 
wounded and dying were laid out side by side in some of the 



494 


LAST IKAIN FROM ATLANTA 


largest, while others received the dead. The sights and sounds 
were awful in the extreme. At first I could not muster courage 
(shaken as I had been) to go among them. But it was necessary 
for purposes of identification, so 1 examined every one, dying 
and dead, feeling that certainty, however dreadful, might be bet- 
ter borne by loving hearts than prolonged suspense. 

“Among these dreadful scenes came a minister of God, whose 
youthful face, pale and horror-stricken, yet all alight with heav- 
enly pity and love, I can never forget. Tenderly he bent above 
these dying men, his trembling lips touched by divine inspira- 
tion, whispering words precious to parting souls. Unshrinkingly 
he performed his mission to those who yet lived; then, passing 
among the dead, lovingly composed and prepared for decent 
burial the mutilated bodies.” 

In Fort Valley, two weeks after the end of the fighting at At- 
lanta, the war continued without letup for Nurse Beers, her 
husband, and the hospital staff. 

In Atlanta, the Rawsons were finally about to make a train 
trip of their own. The day had been one of activity, since Gen- 
eral Geary had decided to move his headquarters into the beau- 
tiful “Terraces." Soldiers tvere tramping through the rooms 
with the general's own furniture, w'hile outside there %vas the 
incongruous spectacle of other soldiers sweeping grass lawns 
preparatory to spreading tents. 

Mary spent the afternoon in the garden “among the flowers,” 
then ate supper "in sadness.” Afterward, “everything was in 
confusion. The wagons had arrived and the baggage was being 
rapidly stowed away for transportation. Then came the parting 
from loved home servants and kindly associations. There was 
mammy who had been living with us ever since I can remember. 
Mother used to leave me in her care when I was a wee child and 
her kind ebony face looked down upon me then. There was 
Charlotte with her little ones around her tearfully shook my 
hand. There w’ere many others with whom it proved a hard trial 
to part, and it shall be my earnest prayer that this shall not be 
a lasting separation . . . taking a sad farewell from servants and 
friends, we seated ourselves in the ambulance which slowly 
moved out of the yard. In a few moments we found ourselves on 
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the hill on which stood our school house and from which a fine 
vie^» of our place could be obtained. Never never did this hill 
look so pleasan^ in the setting sun as it now did and now as I 
look upon the groups of oaks and hedges of arboreta I for the 
first time could appreciate the words of the song which offers 
such a beautiful sentiment, ‘the dearest spot of earth to me is 
home sweet home.’ 

“But I must not linger as we passed our old play ground and 
the street along which I used to walk so often on my way to 
meet so many cheerful faces in the singing meetings at the music 
rooms of Mr. and Mrs. Sharpe. Dear dear Atlantal City of hills, 
with your bright blue sky, southern constellations, innumerable 
bright flowers and birds and clear sparkling water, your wells of 
which were never insufficient. When oh when shall I again tread 
your pavement and breathe your exhilarating atmosphere? 

“It seems 50 sad that our beautiful stores and the fine passen- 
ger depot, where so many gay companies of young persons on 
pleasure parties have been accommodated by finding seats under 
the protection of your roof from the heat of summer and where 
so many poor sick soldiers have found shelter and kindness 
should be levelled to the ground. And old churches whose isles 
our feet have so often tra\ersed gladly. May your spires never 
be brought lowl 

“But I must hasten. Now we pass in front of the park and 
here we stop. Father goes right away to see about the car that 
had been promised us but finds the train full and no box re- 
served. He now goes to the manager of the train and complains 
that he did not keep his word. He then said as he said he would 
provide one tonight he will have one brought directly. 

“We waited some half hour when we received the intelligence 
that the box was made fast to the train and .hey were storing 
the baggage in the two ends of it. Then we left the ambulance 
and Walked under the shed . . . the last time that we will ever 
stand under its broad arch. 

“The word was finally given for us to get on board and one 
by one we were placed in our rough, temporary home. There 
were ten of us, then came Mi. Andrew's family of six and lastly 
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a little pet dog, 16 refugees in a box as Mr. Andrews said on 
getting in. We were scarcely seated when the shrill whistte of 
the engine told us we were about leaving. Then in a few seconds 
we received a sudden jerk that nearly seated us on the floor, then 
we went dashing and clattering along, and soon Atlanta— and 
with it home— was not distinguishable in the distance. 

“After we were well on the way we had sufficient leisure to 
inspect our novel abode. The roof of whicfi was draped in hand- 
some sable hangings (I will not say cob-webs) that swayed to and 
fro in the breeze. The two ends of our house were blocked up 
with baggage and as it became dark had it not been for the rapid 
return of the cars wc might have been taken for a band of 
gypsies. 

“From dusk the darkness gathers until, as Milton says ‘no 
light but rather darkness visible* caused a deliberation as to 
how we could better our condition. Mr. Andrews handed each a 
lantern which after some parley they concluded to suspend by a 
nail over our heads. This answered our purpose linely for a time 
but the motion of the cars made the lanterns swing back and 
forth, while its constant click-click kept time \vith the noise of 
the wheels as they rumbled along the iron rail. 

“We had not been riding long when the little ones became 
sleepy, when came the tugging at the mattresses until we had a 
very comfortable bed. The children now tumbled down to sleep 
and Mother and Mrs. Andrews had a nice nap too, while Mattie 
and I sat in the door watching the dark shadows as they swiftly 
passed us and talking of bygones. We sat here until we became 
unable to resist the effects of the varied motions and much 
fatigue wc rested our sleepy heads on a corner of the bed and 
slept soundly until 1 was startled by a crash— and raising my 
head could not distinguish from wliat cause the sound pro- 
ceeded until I heard Mrs. Andrews ask, ‘did it hurt you Laura?* 
And sis Laura said, 

“ It fell right on my head.* 

‘ Then I knew that our lantern had fallen suddenly, and 
when WT again found the light we saw the remains of it scattered 
on the floor.” 
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The engine whistled with testy persistence. The car clattered 
and "swayed. The Rawsons and fellow refugees were borne 
through the niglit, northward, farther and farther from a way 
of life they would never, never know again. 

Much more than a city had fallen. 




1864 




AUTUMN 


The leaves brittled on the oaks of Atlanta. Chinkapins were fall- 
ing. The winds whistled through the countryside at night with 
a chill presentiment. The midday haze and the sun’s drenching 
heat were gone. For autumn was coming, unmistakably, to 
Georgia. 

Exhausted from summer’s armagcddon, men and women 
shared the opinion of an editorial writer "a strange calm is 
mantling the land.” They were glad that it was. 

Sherman claimed he was “perfectly at home,” serenaded by 
nightly band concerts and sometimes entertained by theatrical 
performances. Though he confided to no one, his heart ached 
with a loneliness and sorrow that could not be readily miti- 
gated. His seventh child, Charles Celestine, born in the Gen- 
eral’s absence in May, was ailing, and doctors could not promise 
that he would live out the year. Willy, his nine-year-old name- 
sake, had died of typhoid shortly after the fall of Vicksburg— 
Willy whom Sherman's associates well remembered, dressed in 
a boy’s uniform, witli sergeant’s stripes, walking beside his father 
at dress parade. 

The gruffly ebullient Slierman had been despondent for weeks 
afterward. He had castigated himself for bringing his family to 
the Mississippi swamp country. Eight and song had for the mo- 
ment been extinguished in Tecumseh s life, and his friends 
wished with a namele.ss inipotency that they c'^ .ld comfort this 
distant, hard-bitten man. 

Now, facing the loss of perhaps another son, Sherman was 
nonetheless able to chronicle the daily events with objectivity. 

“Gen. Thomas occupied a house on Marietta Street, svliich 
had a veranda with high pillars. We were sitting there one eve- 
ning, talking about things generally, when Gen. 1 homas asked 
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leave to send his trains back to Chattanooga for the convenience 
and economy of forage. ... I insisted on his retaining all trains, 
and on keeping all his divisions ready to move at a moment’s 
warning. All the army, officers and men, seemed to relax more 
or less, and sink into a condition of idleness. . . . 

“The telegraph and railroads were repaired, and we had un- 
interrupted communications to the rear. The trains arrived 
with regularity and dispatch, and brought us ample supplies. 
Gen. Wheeler had been driven out of Middle Tennessee, escap- 
ing south across the Tennessee River at Bainbridge; and things 
looked as though we were to have a period of repose. 

“One day, two citizens, Messrs. Hill and Nelson, came into 
our lines at Decatur, and were sent to my headquarters. They 
represented themselves as former members of Congress, and 
particular friends of my brother John Sherman; that Mr. Hill 
had a son killed in the rebel army as it fell back before us some- 
where near Cassville, and they wanted to obtain the body, hav- 
ing learned from a comrade where it was buried. I gave them 
permission to go by rail to the rear, with a note to the com- 
manding officer, Gen. John E. Smith, at Cartersville, requiring 
him to furnish them an escort and an ambulance for the pur- 
pose. I invited them to take dinner with our mess, and we natu- 
rally ran into a general conversation about politics and the 
devastation and ruin caused by the war. They had seen a part 
of the country over which the army had passed, and could easily 
apply its measure of desolation to the remainder of the State, if 
necessity should compel us to go ahead. 

“Mr. Hill resided at Madison, on the main road to Augusta, 
and seemed to realize fully the danger; said that further resist- 
ance on the part of the South was madness, that he hoped Gov. 
Brown, of Georgia, would so proclaim it, and withdraw his 
people from the rebellion, in pursuance of what was known as 
the policy of ‘separate State action.’ 

“I told him, if he .saw Gov. Brown, to describe to him fully 
what he had seen, and to say that if he remained inert, I would 
be compelled to go ahead, devastating the State in its whole 
length and breadth; that there was no adequate force to stop 
us, etc.; but if he would issue his proclamation withdrawing his 
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troops from the armies of the Confederacy, I would spare the 
Stat^, and in our passage across it confine the troops to the main 
roads, and would, moreover, pay for all the corn and food we 
needed. I also toM Mr. Hill that he might, in my name, invite 
Gov. Brown to visit Atlanta; that I would give him a safeguard, 
and that if he wanted to make a speech, I would guarantee him 
as full and respectable an audience as any he had ever spoken 
to.” 

Senator Joshua Hill later wrote to James R. Crew in West 
Point (one of the messengers for the Sherman-Hood exchange 
and with whom Hill had corresponded in June and July rela- 
tive to locating the body of his son): “I saw a great deal of 
Atlanta— houses and people. There had been no wanton destruc- 
tion of property to any extent beyond fencing and outbuildings 
which in some parts of the city had suffered. If I could see you 
I could tell you much more than I can undertake to write. I can 
say of a truth that Gen. Sherman was right in his arbitrary order. 
Those who remained were generally in a pitiable condition— 
with small available means and no market they were faring 
badly. ... I was treated with marked kindness wherever I went. 

I spent a week nearly about Cartersville & Kingston and several 
days at Rome. From Kingston to Atlanta the country as far as 
the eye can reach is one prolonged scene of ilesolation. The 
silence that reigns is only broken by the sound c F moving. . . . 
men, teams of wagons, squadrons of cavalry and c casionally a 
railway train. I wish it could be seen by every war man in 
Georgia. But I doubt if it would do any good— so visionary and 
fanatical have they grown.” 

Sherman received a growing list of callers, including men of 
less political stature than Hill. One day. General Howard re- 
called, a ‘ courteous gentleman” presented Old Tecumseh with 
a “superb” box of cigars. 

“ To each army commander,” Howard continued, “he pre- 
sented something, my share being some table furniture. 

“Sherman was gieatly pleased and expressed his gratitude in 
unusual terms. 

“ ‘You could not liave pleased me more,’ he said. 

“Two days afterwards the same gentleman visued Sherman 
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again at his Atlanta home and asked for a permit to bring sut 
lers’ stores from Nashville to the front. Several officers v^ere 
present. Sherman then displayed the terrible anger that was in 
him, 

“ ‘Leave, sir! Leave at once, you scoundrel! Would you bribe 
me?’ he said. 

“The trader did not wait for a blow but rushed out in hot 
haste.” 

Another caller was Bishop Henry C. Lay, of Arkansas. The 
clergyman, who had baptized Hood in August, had been visiting 
with his close friend General Hardee, in Jonesboro. He now 
wished to cross Federal lines “to visit an old lady who has been 
as a mother to him,” as Hardee himself wrote in his request to 
Sherman. Bisliop Lay started out with a group of Federal pris- 
oners about to be exchanged. 

“W^e carried 149 Federal ollicers, not under guard, and most 
of them on foot. In the ambulance with me was ("apt. Bucl, who 
informed me that he was a nephew of Bishop Wilmer’s. He is 
also a relative (brother-in-law, I l)elieve) of (ten. Adams of our 
cavalry. 

“Reaching Rough and Ready at midday, we hung out our 
white flag. Preseir ly the train from Atlanta c ame down, the flag 
bearer seated o i the cowcatcher of the engine. 'The officers, 
headed by Co’. Henry on our side and Col. W’arner on the 
enemy’s, met and saluted. The exchange occupied some hours. 
We gave 149 officers and received 47.‘i privates, with IG surgeons 
and 4 chaplains threnvn in without ecjuivalent. 

“After the prisoners had been transferred, some time was 
occupied by the officers in .settling up their accounts. Some sick 
soldiers came for shelter into the pore h of a deserted house where 
I was sitting. I said to them, 

“ ‘We hear .s(>me of your Georgians have deserted in Atlanta.’ 

“One of them replied that they were men from Georgia regi- 
ments, but not all (iecjrgians. They were urged to take the oath 
of allegiaiue, with permission to gci North and reside during 
the war. Many had yielded. But this was not the worst. Not a 
few had enlisted, receiving a bounty of as mudi as $1000 each. 
A Georgia battalion had been formed of such. . . . 
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“At length the signal was given for departure. Col. Warner 
introduced me into the 'caboose* car provided for the officers 
and told me that >|ie. would take charge of me and convey me 
to Gen. Sherman. 

“After proceeding a mile or so, there was a cry, and an excite- 
ment. The train stopped and many hands were extended to help 
in a sheepish-looking deserter. A little further, we reached the 
camps; a fine band mounted on the roof of the cars and played 
the ‘Star Spangled Banner.’ The men rushed out and lined the 
road, cheering, and we entered Atlanta in a jubilee. 

“I was entirely overlooked, Col. Warner formed the prisoners 
into line, with the band, and marched them up to headquarters. 

1 shouldered my saddlebags and followed in the distance. I could 
perceive that Gen. Sherman was making a speech which was 
received with enthusiasm. 

“When all this was over, I approached and inquired of Col. 
Warner to whom I should report. He apologized for his neglect 
and carried me at once to Gen. Sherman. 

“I found him most comfortably established in a fine house 
near the City Hall. The furniture seemed to be that of the 
owners. There was a parlor handsomely furnished, and opening 
into this another used as an office. 

“Gen. Sherman greeted me very c ordially. He was in slippers 
and easy in manner. He has that military sort of courtesy which 
puts one at case. He read a private letter from Gen. Hardee with 
much satisfaciic^ii and asked if I proposed to write to him. When 
I assented, he said that it was perhaps not well to extend the cor- 
respondence further; but to say to Gen. Hardee that he was 
gratified by his letter, and should always be happy in any mat- 
ter— such as my own, foi instance— to exteiid to him any ct:)urtcsy 
consistent with his duty. 

“He carried me into a piivate loom and prev. dec! water. My 
attire needed apology, for I was in homespun and unshaven, but 
he cut short my apology, saying everyone knew I was just off a 
march. I was introduced to Gen. Stanley, an old acquaintance at 
Fort Smith before the war, and gave him a private letter from 
Gen. Hardee. 

“About six he invited me down to dinner. Mrs. General Rous- 
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seau and a married daughter and sundry of the staff were at 
table. We had pea soup in tin plates, some roast beef and 'Vege- 
tables afterwards; no drinkables. Gen. Sherman did the talking, 
which was mostly addressed to me. It was so casual that I can- 
not recollect much of it. Something was said about McPherson, 
and I remarked that he was considered in the South the kindest 
of their Generals. He assented, but said he made people behave 
themselves; for instance, he expelled certain women from Vicks- 
burg for interrupting divine service by leaving church when the 
prayer for the President of the United States was used. He 
branched off here to say that he was for letting people pray as 
they chose, but could not see why people could not pray for 
Lincoln or ‘even for me.’ 

“I replied that there was no objection to praying for any indi- 
vidual, but the use of the prayer in question was the acknowl- 
edgment of a political fact. 

“To this he rejoined with some vague declamation about the 
clergy handling politics, which I thought not quite civil, and to 
which I made no reply. He spoke presently of the excess of offi- 
cers in the armies, remarking that it was greater in our armies 
than in theirs. He complained that we had many officers without 
employment who had become guerillas, and declared his pur- 
pose to hang all such officers whom he found engaged in parti- 
san warfare without commands suited to their rank; whereat the 
ladies seemed highly pleased. 

“Dinner over, he invited me out on the piazza and offered me 
a cigar. His conversation for an hour or two was very interesting, 
and he assumed a tone which led me to speak quite openly on 
some points. 

“He complained that Gen. Hood had treated him ungener- 
ously in their late correspondence. It was Hood’s part to refer 
it to his government and they could publish it if they chose; in 
sending it to the papers there was an effort to excite unreason- 
able prejudice against him. 

“ ‘To be sure, I have made war vindictively; war is war, and 
you can make nothing else of it; but Hood knows as well as 
anyone I am not brutal or inhuman. . . .’ 

“As to the shelling of Atlanta, he denied that this was in- 
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tended. He threw no shot at private dwellings. It was our fault 
in piAting our lines close to the city. He was shelling the lines 
and the depot. After, all, there was no damage in this part of 
the city (near the City Hall). I reminded him that I was in At- 
lanta all through the siege; the shells fell everywhere; the hot- 
test fire I had been in was at private houses; shells struck St. 
Philip’s Church near by and passed over the city. . . . 

“I mentioned that we at Gen. Hood’s headquarters thought 
he had a special grudge against us. He said no; he knew th^ 
house was on Whitehall street, but not in what part of it. 

“On the second point, the exiling of the citizens, he said that 
it was the most merciful thing he could do. He held Atlanta as 
a fortress in the enemy’s country. . . . 

“Presently he began to speak of the campaign which had just 
ended in the capture of Atlanta. I remarked that General John- 
s(t)on was reported to have said that his move upon Jonesboro 
was the only mistake he had committed in all his advance; al- 
though he gained Atlanta, he could have been struck while in 
motion. 

“To this Gen. Sherman answered: ‘If I could talk with John- 
s(t)on after the war is over with the map between us, I could 
show him I did not risk too much. But I was very anxious all 
of the first day. When night came, however, and I found Hood 
had not divined my movement, I said to General Thomas, I 
have Atlanta as certainly as if it were in my hand.’’ ’ 

“I told him that he was criticized freely by military men for 
allowing our army to escape intact when its corps were so widely 
separated. ‘Ah,’ said he, ‘if I had known what that explosion in 
Atlanta meant, I would have fallen on you. I heard it and went 
out to look, but I thought that Slocum whom I had left to 
watch you, had become impatient and made an assault. I ought 

to have taken Hardee’s corps.’ . . . 

“He passed hence to speak of the war in general. He observed 
that it was an artificial war brought about by the ambition of 
individual men; that it was impossible for two nations to exist 
side by side on the continent. The case was like the effeiyescence 
of a soda powder; agitation could be ended only by union. . . 

“He went on to say, ‘Your people had much the advantage in 
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the beginning of this war. You were a military people, respected 
the profession of arms and cultivated military educatiorf. If I 
went to New York and was introduced as Capt. or Maj. Sher- 
man, U. S. A., the people passed me by as a useless man; but if 
I went to Charleston, my profession was a passport into society 
and caused my acquaintance to besought. You took to arms nat- 
urally and easily; we had to acquire the military profession 
against our tastes. 

“ ‘But you made a great mistake in organizing a Confederacy. 
Had you clung to the Union and claimed to be legitimate ex- 
ponents of the American ideas, the true representatives of the 
American Constitution, you would have had better success. As 
it w^as, you surrendered at once into our hands the most valu- 
able of the common property— the memories and traditions, the 
flags and emblems, the songs and national airs. These are in- 
valuable in sustaining the popular enthusiasm. 

“ ‘This war ought to be arrested. It is intensifying the greatest 
fault and danger in our social system. It daily increases the in- 
fluence of the masses, already too great for safely. The man of 
intelligence and education is depressed in value lar below the 
man of mere physical strength. These common soldiers will feel 
their value and seek to control affairs hereafter to the prejudice 
of the intelligent classes.* 

“1 asked him just here it he believed it possible to have a 
stable government in which property was not represented in the 
legislature. He replied no, emphatically, but added that the 
North had always recognized that principle, espec iaily in giving 
the South a representation in Congress for slave property. The 
rage for universal suffrage prevailed in the South far more than 
in the Nc^rth. 

“I told him that thinking people in the South were very gen- 
erally convinced of the necessity cjf introducing some conserva- 
tive features into our system of government; for my own part, I 
regarded the present as a crisis in the great American experi- 
ment, and believed changes would be developed, approximating 
our condition more nearly to that of PLuropean powers. I men- 
tioned an article from one of the English reviews which in its 
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title well described our future: Resurrection through Dissolu- 
tion.' 

As I rose to take tny leave, Gen. Sherman apologized for not 
having a bed to offer me. He said he would forward me to-mor- 
row under Gen. Thomas’s protection, and he would see to it 
that I should^ return within our lines without inconvenience. 
He then sent a staff officer with me to the hotel with directions 
to see that I was comfortably accommodated. 

“In person, Gen. Sherman is spare and of good height. Hia 
hair is (not unpleasantly) red; his forehead very fine, his eye 
clear and restless. He impressed me as a man of active temper, 
who must needs be doing. His face is somewhat dyspeptic in its 
expression. He would be accounted ordinarily a kind-hearted 
man; but when aroused, severe and utterly unrelenting. His 
manner is very frank and outspoken. He does not seem to keep 
a large staff about him, and told me that he threw the business 
of the army into the staff of the corps, so that he keeps himself 
unembarrassed with details. At Gen. Hardee’s headquarters the 
officers had been much amused by a sarcastic lettei of his in 
reply to a Confederate chaplain who had lost a horse and claimed 
indemnity. It was in Gen. Sherman’s own handwriting, two 
pages long. I judge him to be forty-five or forty-six years old.” 

Sherman was the object of attention and interest by all in 
Atlanta, even his soldiers. Rufus Mead penned many a word 
about the great victor. 

“Have you seen Cienl Shermans letter in reply to the Mayor 
Jt others asking him to i evoke his order sending the citizens out 
of the city? It is a capital thing, a little of the best of the kind 
I have seen yet In short we begin to think Genl Sherman is a 
little ahead of any body in the U S not excepting Grant now. 
You ought to see him as he rides along, most always alone, and 
never faster than a walk. He reminds you of a Lircuit preacher 
so sober & thoughtful, apparently not noting any body or thing 
He is the least pretending of any of our Generals. . . . 

“Everything in camp goes on in its usual routine day after 
day just the same unvaried duty. The paymaster still keeps away 
much to the sorrow of very many, in fact I dont see why it is so. 
Many families sorely need the money and mucii grumbling 
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would be stopped if the Govmt would pay. I cant think it is for 
want of funds, if it is how do they expect to carry on the war 2 
years longer as they may have to, though. I hope not. For my 
own part I am unconcerned for I have plenty yet &: my ex- 
penses are light I went to Church last Sunday again, so I have 
one privilege as long as we lay here They have evening meet- 
ings but it is nearly 2 miles off so I dont go now, when the moon 
shines evenings I guess 111 try & attend sometimes. Yesterday I 
took a ride out to the S W of the city to see the works of the 
Rebs. It is astonishing to see what fortifications they had every 
side of the city, but all in vain for them, but quite convenient 
now for us.” 

Churches such as the one Rufus Mead attended were dimin- 
ishing in number with respect to spiritual functions. A slaugh- 
ter house was now operating in the basement of the Central 
Presbyterian. A portion of Father O’Reilly’s Immaculate Con- 
ception had been converted to hospital wards. But this usage 
the cleric from Drumcora County, Ireland, could not protest. 

Atlanta passed into the fall of 1864 with but a sprinkling of 
her original inhabitants. Residents had been leaving all sum- 
mer. The September evacuation had witnessed the exit of 446 
more families, consisting of 705 adults and 860 children, accom- 
panied by 79 Negro servants. A trickling northward continued 
on the daily trains to Chattanooga. 

Progress of those who had already departed for Tennessee was 
occasionally attended by continuing misfortune and peril. The 
Braumullers, reunited, lingered in Chattanooga several weeks 
before boarding another train for Louisville. They had found 
Mr. Braumuller in “poor health,” but he was heartened by the 
sale of his Tennessee bonds and the pianos for $2,000. 

“As we approached Bowling Green, Kentucky,” wrote O. L. 
Braumuller, “we were startled by a fusillade of shots outside the 
windows. The train came to a stop and the shots continued, so 
we knew we were being held up by a band of guerillas, fighting 
men who aided neither side, but preyed upon everybody. 

“The bandits set fire to the train and yelled for everybody to 
get out or be burned up. It was raining hard, and the blazing 
train was standing in a deep cut. We had to climb up the 
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muddy bank unaided. Then the guerillas took the $2,000 out 
of father’s clothes, and accepted $25 from Mother’s purse. 

“However, they^did not leave us totally stranded. Mother had 
$800 hidden in her clothes. When the war started she showed a 
peculiar attachment for gold. Her faith in the Confederacy had 
never dwindled, but she said she preferred gold, and every time 
she got hold of a gold piece she put it away. Father was a little 
angry, and often chided her about it. He said it showed poor 
faith to prefer gold to Confederate money. 

“However, their playful quarrel was settled by the robbery. 
Mother had won, but she never mentioned it again. 

“After we had climbed up the bank, everybody lined up to 
be robbed. Then we stood or sat on the wet ground. Father was 
seated on a stone, and was wearing an old-fashioned shawl, 
when a ruffian came along and took the garment from him. 
My blood boiled, for I feared Father might catch his death of 
cold, but there was nothing an eleven-year-old boy could do. 

“After the guerrillas left we went to a farmhouse where we 
were fed. We had to wait there a couple of days until the rail- 
road was built back. The heat from the burning train had 
buckled the tracks. 

“Another train took us to Louisville. Then father said that 
we were not in any liuriy, and that we might as well get what 
enjoyment we could out of the trip. \Ve went to Cincinnati on 
a river boat, and then got passage on another boat to Pittsburgh. 
It seemed wonderfully peaceful chugging up the quiet river on 
a steamer, with green hills on either side, and no shells or bul- 
lets to dodge. It was also more comfortable to sleep in a state- 
room than on a seat on a day coach, or on a piano in the box 
car. 

“From Pittsburgh we proceeded to New York by train. We 
were considered curiosities all along the line, foi we wore clothes 
that had been made before the war, and they were now four 
years out of style. New styles hadn’t penetrated into the Con- 
federacy.’’ 

Dwellings, such as those vacated by tire Braumullers, were 
now “home’’ to P'ederal officers, settled in as though they had 
ylways lived in them. 
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“Judge Erskine s residence and other fine houses/’ reported 
Wallace Reed, “were torn down, and the lumber was used in 
building cabins for the troops. 

“Thus were the people of Atlanta driven from their homes 
into exile. Their city was turned into a vast camp, occupied by 
80,000 soldiers, and a new line of fortifications was erected to 
defend it from a possible Confederate siege. Atlanta’s fame as 
one of the historic cities of the continent will grow as time rolls 
on, and future generations wdll pronounce her heroic defense in 
a siege of forty days, one of the most glorious chapters in the 
history of the war. To those generations must be left tlie task 
of raising monuments on our battlefields, and on the spots where 
our heroes fell; and to their historians must be left the work of 
writing the complete story of the bloody struggle for the Gate 
City.” 

While the Union armies rested and prepared for their winter 
campaign by salting great quantities of beef and accumulating 
stores of ammunition, the people gradually pic ked up the threads 
of their former lives. Some composed poems to assuage their 
heavy hearts: 

l ake O take back Atlanta, now marred by shells 
Of the Foe who possess and destroy; 

O we then shall be free midst the ringing ol bells, 

We will sound loud oui proud nation’s joy. 

The song became popular in the pri\acy of Southern parlors 
and by late fall had multiplied into uncounted stanzas. Music 
among the negroes, however, had not c hanged. Those who had 
not shuffled north or south c oedd still be heard humming: 

Rabbit take his pipe to smoke 
’Coon eat turkey hash; 

I*ossum try to crack a joke, 

But wolf run off wid cle cash. 

President Jefferson Davis paid a visii to Macon and later 
Hood’s headcjuarters at Palmetto. Major Ilubrier, of Illinois, 
was shocked at some soldiers, “almost mutinous,” lefusing to 
listen to speeches as they cried: 
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“We don’t want any talk, give us back old Joe!“ 

Sherman, who followed the daily developments in the camps 
of his enemy thrgugh spy reports and by the accounts in the 
Southern newspapers, commented: 

“Davis seemed to be perfectly upset by the fall of Atlanta and 
to have lost all sense and reason. ... He denounced Gen. John- 
ston and Gov. Brown as traitors and the cause of all the trouble, 
and prophesied that the Yankee army was doomed to a retreat 
worse than that of Napoleon from Moscow.” 

The Southern press felt much the same way. The Montgomery 
Mail sniffed at the “rambling, desultory character” of Davis* 
remarks and added, relative to his “meddling” in the selection 
of generals, “The President is again on his travels to ‘confer 
with the generals.* May God deliver us this time from that dis- 
pensation which the past teaches us to anticipate.” 

Fall drew to a close and the days shortened. Troops huddled 
around campfires at night. Heavy coats and blankets were issued 
by quartermasters. 

Winter was coming. 

Outside of Atlanta, the refugees wondered whether to con- 
tinue south or belatedly accept the Federal offer of transporta- 
tion north. Georgia newspapers printed appeals for food and 
clothing. Relatives of the homeless could barely subsist them- 
sehes. They could not help. 

Sherman received Hood’s permission to attempt to alleviate 
another problem of humanity— the infested prison camp at An- 
dersonville. The Conlederatc General agreed to allow a train 
of food and medical supplies to pass through his lines. 

However, Hc^od himself was swinging back onto the march, 
moving ponderously toward Tennessee, and harassing the W. A. 
railroad to Chattanooga. At Allatoona. Brigadier General John 
M. Corse made history Avith his defense of the important stores 
( enter and railroad switch point. 

Sherman, wlio had been obliged to quit his comfortable 
Atlanta head(]uarters and take to the field, piositioned himself 
atop Kennesaw Mountain. From its heights, he obser\Td the 
cannon smoke puffing upward from distant Allatoona, noAv sur- 
lounded by French’s troops. 
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‘'Hold the fort, for I am coming!" Sherman signaled. 

At a bloody price the fort was held and General Sam French 
was forced to record yet another frustration. Sherman, when he 
saw his haggard commander, face scarred by a Minie ball, re- 
marked, "Corse they came damn near missing you didn’t they?" 

The incident was too obvious an inspiration for P. P. Bliss, 
the evangelist, to resist. Soon he was lustily singing his own com- 
position: 

Ho! my comrades see the signal 
Waving in the sky, 

Reinforcements now appearing 
Victory is nigh. . . . 

Hold the fort, for I am coming 
Jesus signals still! 

Wave the answer back to heaven 
By the grace we will! 

The Allatoona fight also added furtlier documentations to 
Sherman’s growing reputation for invincibility and foresight. 
Two Confederate pickets were overhead discussing the blasting 
of a tunnel further along tlie railroad, near Dalton. 

"Now the Yanks will have to git or starve," opined one. 

"Oh, hell," replied his companion, "old Sherman carried a 
duplicate tunnel along." 

In Jonesboro, an elderly widow, Mrs. Allie McPeek, had com- 
pleted a claim against the United States Ciovernmcnt— for ex- 
actly six hundred dollars. She had nursed wounded soldiers of 
both sides during the bloody fighting, and had so touched Gen- 
eral Schofield’s heart that he wrote approval in advance of what- 
ever bill she might later fonvard to Washington. She was un- 
able to explain how she had arrived at the exact figure. 

In Atlanta, the Mas.sa( husetts 33rcl Infantry band was making 
civic history by its concerts and theatrical benefits— mostly to 
raise money for Mrs. Rebecca S. Welch, formerly of Columbus, 
whose husband and son both had fallen in Virginia. With two 
other children in addition to four young ones of her recently 
deceased sister, Mrs. Welch was living at the home of a friend. 
Colonel George Adair. 

The season had opened in late September with a vocal and 
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instrumental concert in the long-empty Athenaeum. Admission 
was one dollar. Mrs. Welch herself, entering into the spirit, 
offered a piano solo, sang Then You’ll Remember Me, and 
joined in a quartet, which included her daughter. Miss S. Welch, 
to render Come Where My Love Lies Dreaming. 

Heartened by the night’s receipts of two hundred dollars, the 
band climbed into their horse hacks the next morning for the 
short ride and started practicing for a repeat performance. Mrs. 
Welch was in accord, having unexpectedly acquired a taste for 
footlights. However, a twenty-one-year-old pianist from Stone- 
ham, Massachusetts, A. P. Hazard, decided to embellish his 
band’s usual repertoire. He initiated a series of plays and dra- 
matic sketches, himself serving as actor, manager, bill-poster, 
printer and property man. Superintending the overall project 
was Colonel William G. Le Due, quartermaster of the 20th 
Corps. 

Printing his programs on the back of old discharge papers, 
he arranged such ambitious presentations as The Cobbler’s 
Frolic, which he labeled as a “laughable pantomime.’’ Mrs. 
Welch and her daughter joined the cast, and asked Musician 
Hazard for a part in the next scheduled production. The Lover’s 
Serenade. 

The Athanacum was packed for seventeen nights. Privates, 
whose pay was thirteen dollars a month, sat next to officers and 
the well-dressed, theater-minded men and women of Atlanta. 
Mrs. Welch was presented with two thousand dollars, and the 
band at least “cleared expenses.’’ 

Atlanta’s impromptu fall theater season was a success. 

But otherwise, life during the occupation was uneventful. 
Carrie Berry was “lonesom” with no school, at times she was 
sick and shivered through the cold, rainy days of October. She 
hemmed towels and sheets, knitted socks and sweaters. One day 
she reported, “I made me an apron . . . and my doll a dress.’ 

Cow’s brains became a delicacy, dumplings a staple. Once a 
pig was bought from a country friend and slaughtered by “Papa. 
Aunt Healey finally left for Chattanooga, and almost broke Car- 
rie’s heart . . . "everything seems so quiet.’’ 
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The Union forces, too, had a surfeit of inactivity, and of chill 
fall weather. 

“It rains about half the time,** Rufus M.ead wrote, “and that 
together with the suspense makes it lonesome enough. Meat is 
scarce so they cut down on meat but we have any (jiiantity of 
hardbread, coffee and sugar and tomorrow I hear we get more 
hardbread to make up deficiency in meat.” But the weather, 
even more than food, dominated the thoughts of the troops. 

“The wind began to blow about midnight from the N W and 
blew harder Sc harder till noon than a regular gale till night,” 
Rufus continued. “It reminded me of a day in Conn 4 or 5 years 
ago when the wind blew so and not a cloud to be seen all day. 
No further news yet. Every one is kept busy on the forts yet. 
The plan is to build a line of forts just around the very center 
of the city so as to make that almost impregnable. Sherman 
means to make this his base of supplies and goes to work as if 
he thought the war might last for years yet . . . Very cold night 
but too windy for frost. We had to fix our t 'iit over put a stove 
in it to keep comfortable. No work on the lorts today. Officers 
had to register all their colored servants otherwise they would 
be taken up and sent to work at digging. All other negroes in 
the city are to be employed in that way. I guess Slocum is of the 
opinion that negroes must do something to earn their freedom 
that Uncle Abe gives. One of the finest & most prominent build- 
ings in the city is a Female Seminary, situated on a very high 
hill about ^ of a mile from the Depot. It is built of brick about 
60 X 100 feet, 3 stories high and about 20 feet to a story. From 
the cupola is the prettiest sight in the city. The country for 
miles in every direction is as plain as can be. It seems a pity to 
destroy such buildings but such a commanding position cannot 
be overlooked in war times, so down comes the Seminary and 
soon the sword will rule over where the pen held the sceptre of 
power, although in consideration of the adage, that the pen is 
mightier than the sword. The boys arc tearing up floors and 
carrying off windows to build shanties for themselves. I felt 
quite angry at first to sec the destruction of such valuable prop- 
erty and public property too, but when I learned why it was 
done I acquiesced at once. Property is dear to us but life is much 
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more so. Monday ... A very cold night and a heavy frost this 
morning. Heard lots of cheering and hurrahing in camp long 
before light, & oi\ getting out found that Slocum had notice 
from Sherman that Richmond is ours. We have no communica- 
tion yet to Chattanooga either by rail or telegraph, but they sig- 
nal from one point to another so we gets news after a while. 

“This neWs has been told so many times that we hardly 
credit it yet, so dont let off half the enthusiasm we would if 
we knew it to be true. In fact not over half believe a lot of ic 
and even they have many doubts. We fixed up our tent &c 
just the same as if no such news had come, still we keep think- 
ing, ‘Oh if it true’ and how earnestly we long for further par- 
ticulars. Tom & I had to draw rations, get li^ pounds bread & 
1/2 lb. beef yet, but a guard is going to Marietta after cattle to- 
morrow. Chattahoochee bridge repaired so trains run over that 
now. Rumor says the road will be done to Chattanooga by 
I'hursday, then will get a mail &: newspaper. We miss them 
wonderfully.” 

The couiurysiclc around Atlanta presented an ever more 
poignant s( ene of des(3lation. 

“Many trees had fallen by the army-woodman’s ax,” as 
y(3ung Noble \Villiains saw it, “and those left standing were 
but the shattered remnants of their former selves, for cannon- 
ball, shell and Minie had vied with each other in their attempts 
at relieving the mighty oaks and pines of their limbs and 
trunks. The wootls and fields were strewn with the carcasses 
of dead and decaying animals, most of which had performed 
valuable service, but becoming disabled were shot or left to 
die of starvation, and the sickening stench of their dead bodies 
attiac ted numbers of buzzards which fatu ned on the dead and 
decaying remnants of war. Many hungry and half wild dogs 
made night hideous with their howling, and hightened the 
women and children greatly, as they could be seen at almost 
any hour daily running wildly about the streets, seemingly seek- 
ing whom they miglit devour.” 

As Nc^veinber approached, wc^rd reached Atlanta that Gen- 
eral G. T. Beauregard, supplanting Hood in executive favor, 
was actually giving orders to the Army of Tennessee. According 
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to De B. Randolph Keim, a correspondent for the New York 
Herald, “the new commander opened his campaign in a procla- 
matory denunciation of everything in sight, sparing no terms 
in chastisement of the invaders and spending the balance of his 
effort in an appeal to honor stimulated by horrors of all kinds, 
including rape, arson and other sorts in stock to reignite the 
slumbering enthusiasm of the southern people.” ' 

Sherman, unimpressed by oratory, was endeavoring to con- 
vince Grant at City Point, Vii^inia, of the necessity for ravag- 
ing Georgia by a march to the sea: 

“Until we can repopulate Georgia, it is useless to occupy 
it, but the utter destruction of its roads, houses and people will 
cripple their military resources.” 

Lizzie Perkerson had obtained vicarious satisfaction at 
Hood’s escape to the north. The Yankees were “the maddest 
set when they found that Hood was in their rear and they had 
to leave you ever saw, I reckon,” she wrote to her brother. 

“They thought that Hood had moved to Macon until he 
was clean across the river. They moved off then, all except the 
garrison at Atlanta and we saw but few afterward. They didn’t 
bother us any more. The picket line was at the Loften place. 
We knew nothing more what they were doing until they left 
for good. We kept hoping that they would leave and when we 
failed to hear their drum for a day or two we would think they 
were gone but to our sorrow we would hear it again. After they 
had been in town about six weeks one night someone called 
Pa up and when he went out he found that it was some south- 
ern soldiers and they told him that the Yankees were leaving 
and they were going into Atlanta. 

“Next morning early a woman that is living in Jim McCool’s 
house sent for some of us to come over, that her child was 
dying. I went and when I got there she wanted me to go up 
after Mrs. Sylvie, so I put out and directly heard cannonading 
in the direction of town and when I got up in sight of the Hol- 
land crossing I could see the guns. Our soldiers were Bring 
from the hill at Sally Whits place. So I began to feel sort of 
squeamish but I ran up to the house and while I was there 
they began to bring out our wounded to Sylvie’s to dress their 
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wounds. The fight continued for two hours. But finding the 
Yankees in strong force, our men withdrew. But not until they 
had driven them iji the works round the city. We lost three 
killed and eleven wounded. Two of our men were buried in 
Loften’s yard. The Yankees lost three killed and twenty 
wounded. Our men then went back to Fayetteville and settled 
down. Findifig that they were mistaken, they concluded to let 
the Yankees have their way.” 

Lizzie also noted the inevitable and widespread Negro prob- 
lem. “Ed Taliaferro went down into Henry County and all his 
negro men ran away from him and ... the Yankees got all his 
horses and mules and destroyed pretty near all his household 
goods and came so near getting him they shot him in the back. 
But he says he escaped by good running. . . . Every Negro 
Terry had went but Kit and he was with Taliaferro and they 
caught him in this last trip but Kit got away from them and 
came back. . . . Ours are all at home and they are all the negroes 
in the neighborhood. Stokes left old Bess up here to take care 
of his place and he moved into town before the Yankees got 
here. When Dan went to leave he marched up to the door and 
made a polite bow and said ‘I now bid adieu to you and slav- 
ery’ and off he went. He came to the kitchen once after he left 
but he tryed to slip around the house to keep any of us from 
seeing him. . . . 

“Dr. William Gilbert moved down in Henry and about time 
the Yankees tame in here he went to South Carolina and got 
him a place to move to and started and the second day after 
he started he fell off his horse dead in the road. His family 
buried him by the road side and went on. Some of his negroes 
left. I saw old Reese go by. You can’t imagine how it would 
take the Yankees down to see a whole gang of negroes and 
children go straggling along. We would tell them to look out 
yonder is some more of Sherman’s reinforcements. Some of 
them would cuss, others would laugh, but they all acknowledge 
that the Georgians had played off on them by sending off all 
their negroes that were valuable and leaving those that were 
nothing but an expense. . . . 

“The Yankees burned Will’s houses and took all the stock. 
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They are all well. Grandma says Indeed she gave one of them 
three very good licks. He was taking the wheat out of the wheat 
house and the paddling stick was close by and she just put it 
to him. They took pretty well all the grain Grandma had. 
Uncle Will looks a little cross but I think he will live and do 
well yet. Aunt Lizzie Hearn was here yesterday. They never 
got to her house at all. She seems to be getting on 'finely. Uncle 
Ang was here last week. They burned his mills and workshop 
but he says he will build them again and will probably be able 
to make some improvements on the old plan. He says that they 
treated Aunt Mary pretty badly. They tore up her black silk 
dress and in fact pretty near all her clothes. John and Jim 
both went North. The last news Jim was in Ky and John in 
Indiana. Don’t you reckon John will make a fortune up north 
where people all work for what they get? The last I heard from 
Ben Brewster he was well and fixing to go back to his com- 
mand.” 

The Perkersons started November with a meager barnyard- 
one hog, four chickens, two “old Yankee mules,” and ten dogs. 
This was, Lizzie commented ruefully, “the sum total of our 
livestock.” 

Soldiers in Atlanta received a flood of mail following the 
repair of the tracks temporarily torn up by the Confederate 
raiders, and “many thousand hearts beat quicker, happier” at 
the spate of family news. To Rufus Mead, hastening to reply 
to his “dear folks at home” in Redding, Connecticut, it ap- 
p>eared as though he would spend (Jhristmas in Cieorgia. 

“We had orders to prepare winter quarters which looks as if 
we might stay here some time, but of course no one knows. My 
winter quarters are built now yet I can get ready to move in 
half an hour any time. Our beef cattle got through safe so to 
morrow we get full rations of beef again. The greatest want 
now is forage for the mules, & horses, that are dying off fast 
from actual starvation. In our Brigade about 10 a day for the 
past week have died. They got some forage out in the country 
south here today, and tomorrow they expect a train from Chat- 
tanooga so we will fare much better I hope. 

“It seems so pitiful to see a fine large mule worth .$200, lie 
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down and die just because he is too weak from starvation to 
stand up, but it was far worse at Chattanooga last fall. 

Some of our prisoners excaped from Macon say our pris- 
oners there are living on an ear of corn a day. It dont seem 
hardly possible yet I fear it is so. . . . 

The paymasters were just too late to get here before the 
R R was torn up but expect them on soon now. 

“I have but little doubt now of Uncle Abes election, but yet 
one cant help feeling a little anxious about it, especially as sol- 
diers who have so much at stake. My second sheet is full so I 
will wait till next time close now. As ever your Afft Son & 
Brother.’' 

By the first week in November, trainloads of conscripts were 
pouring into Atlanta to strengthen an army weakened by the 
expiration of thousands of enlistments. Dr. Patten, for one, 
found the new soldiers (A better quality than he had antici- 
pated. 

“Some of our conscripts are coming in daily and I think 
before long they will all be here/’ he reported. “They are as a 
general rule a better set of men than we looked for and look 
well. There is one old fellow among them who is over age but 
some time back he wanted to get a young wife, and repre- 
sented himself as being several years younger than he really 
was. This did very well then but when the draft came he did 
not find it (piite so funny for the authorities took him at his 
own valuation, and sent him down here to meditate at his lei- 
sure on the benefits of misrepresentation and the other con- 
scripts are having more fun out of him than if he was a circus.” 

Sherman watched trains “whirling by” in the opposite di- 
rection, their engineers waving him “ai: affectionate adieu.” 
They were laden with “an immense amount of stores which 
had accumulated at Atlanta” and the sick, the wounded, the 
over-age, and even the weary soldiers— all of whom had been 
lumped together by the commanding general as “trash.” They 
had no place in his fast materializing plans. 

Sherman started for .\tlanta Ironi field headquarters in Kings- 
ton. “It was surely a strange event— two hostile armies march- 
ing in opposite directions, each in the full belief that it was 
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achieving a final and conclusive result in a great war; and I 
was strongly inspired with the feeling that the movement on 
our part was a direct attack upon the rebel army and the rebel 
capital at Richmond, and that, for better or worse, it would 
end the war.” 

Old Tecumseh was convined that, at the very least, he could 
“make Georgia howl!” 


NOVEMBER 12 

From his field headquarters at Kingston, General Sherman 
wired Thomas shortly before 8:00 a.m.: 

‘‘The trains are well up and I will start this morning. Tele- 
graph me at Allatoona tonight.” 

It had been a day of menace and violence in .Atlanta. 

‘‘We were fritened almost to death,” wrote Carrie Berry. 
“Some mean soldiers set several houses on fire in different parts 
of the town. I could not go to sleep for fear that they would 
set our house on fire. We all dred the next few days to come for 
they said that they would set the last hou.sc on fire if they had 
to leave this place.” 

Sherman was perturbed at the premature attempt to fire 
the city. The plan, David Conyngham reported, was to destroy 
Atlanta by the rear-guard of the army once in motion toward 
the Atlantic Ocean: 

“The first fire burst out on the night of Friday, the 11th of 
November, in a block of wooden tenements on Decatur Street, 
where eight buildings were destroyed,” he continued. 

“Soon after, fires burst out in other parts of the city. These 
certainly were the works of some of the soldiers, who expected 
to get some booty under cover of the fires. 

“The fire engines were about being shipped for Chatta- 
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nooga, but were soon brought in, and brought to bear on the 
burning districts. 

"The patrol guavds were doubled, and orders issued to shoot 
down any person seen firing buildings. Very little e£Eort had 
been made to rescue the city from the devouring elements, for 
they knew that the fiat had gone forth consigning it to destruc- 
tion. Over twenty houses were burned that night, and a dense 
cloud of smoke, like a funeral pall, hung over the ruins next 
morning. 

“Gen. Slocum offered a reward of five hundred dollars for 
the apprehension of any soldier caught in the act of incen- 
diarism. Though Slocum knew that the city was doomed, ac- 
cording to his just notions of things it should be done officially. 
No officer or soldier had a right to fire it without orders. 

“It was hard to restrain the soldiers from burning it down. 
With that licentiousness that characterizes an army, they wanted 
a bonfire.” 

During the night, Major General Henry W. Slocum, from his 
suite in the Trout House, had scribbled a letter to his wife 
Clara in Syracuse. A little, pinched man with an incongruously 
large mustache, Slocum was, like his more famous Command- 
ing General, a confusing synthesis of brusque, hard-bitten sol- 
dier and soft-hearted emotionalist. 

He had shut the balcony door and windows against the city 
din: the shouts from Decatur Street below and the military 
comings and goings from the long-since commandeered Ma- 
sonic Hall next door. 

“The last train for the north leaves here tomorrow morn- 
ing,” Slocum scrawled in the yellow glow from the oil lamp. 
“Our soldiers are scattered along the railroad a hundred miles 
north, and as soon as that train passes, the work of destruction 
will commence. The railroad will be completely destroyed and 
every bridge burned. Then both armies (the armies of the Ten- 
nessee and Georgia) will assemble here, and after destroying 
the city will comence the march. I fear their track will be one 
of desolation. 

“I have been to the railroad depot for the past three days 
several times and have witnessed many sad and some ludicrous 
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scenes. All citizens (white and black) begin to apprehend that 
something is about to happen. The few white people remaining 
after their families were sent away are alarmed and many are 
leaving the city, giving up horses, lands, furniture, negroes and 
all. The black want to go North, and the Car House is sur- 
rounded by them. Hundreds of cars are literally packed with 
them and their dirty bundles, inside and outside. Old toothless 
hags, little pickaninnies, fat wenches of all shades, from light 
brown to jet black, are piled up together with their old bags, 
bundles, broken chairs, etc. Some are gnawing old bones, some 
squatted by the cars making hoecakes, some crying for food 
which we cannot supply. Many of the white people are as 
anxious to get north as the darks, and gladly accept a place in 
a car reeking with the odor peculiar to the ‘American of Afri- 
can descent.' It is a sad sight and I anticipate seeing many such 
before spring. 

“I wish for humanity’s sake that this sad war could be 
brought to a close. While laboring to make it successful 1 shall 
do all in my power to mitigate its horrors.” 

The burning of those parts of Atlanta which might have mil- 
itary significance had been blueprinted by Sherman. On Fri- 
day morning he had infonned his Chiet of Kngineers, Captain 
Orlando M. Poe, that he “may commence the work of destruc- 
tion at once, but don’t use fire until toward the last moment.” 

For more than a week, Lieutenant Colonel C^harles F. 
Morse, twenty-five-year-old Boston architect attached to the At- 
lanta post headquarters, had been planning lor the massive 
demolition. His .squads had inspected hoicses, undermined walls 
and chimneys of buildings earmarked for destruction, and had 
even planted powder bags. 

By the time Poe arrived to take over the project. Colonel 
Morse could report that he had destroyed one small hou.se suc- 
cessfully as an “experiment.” Inwardly he fumed that he could 
not continue with his task, and told his associates of his disap- 
pointment. 

Late that Saturday afternoon, the scenes Slocum had viewed 
at the pas.senger depot came to an end. "I'he last train from At- 
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lanta chugged northward, through pitted, red clay streets, past 
skeletons of buildings and grotesque rubble heaps. 

It carried the military as well as the “exiles." Fenwick Hed- 
ley watched its progress past Big Shanty. Soldiers whose service 
had expired sat or stood beside officers who had resigned. 

“Large sums of money," wrote Hedley, “were committed to 
them by their comrades, for delivery to families or friends at 
home. One, a surgeon, had not less than $12,000 in his valise en- 
closed in ordinary envelopes. . . . hearty cheers and ‘God Bless 
you!’ came from scores of the homeward bound; as hearty 
cheers and fervent ‘good-byes* from those left behind.” 

“By midnight a glare of light reached from Atlanta as far 
northward as the eye could reach,” Hedley added. 

It was the burning of Sherman’s lifeline to Chattanooga as 
lie prepared to cut loose for Savannah. “For miles back of At- 
lanta. . . . the track of destruction was marked by day by a line 
of curling smoke and by night by a broad streak of light that 
seemed like the Aurora Borealis.” 

These southern skies commenced to flame as red, seemingly, 
as Georgia earth. 


NOVEMBER 13 

In the wake of Sherman’s scourging return to Atlanta, depots, 
bridges, public buildings, stores, barns, in fact r-^en the major 
sections of cities and towns, lay smoldering. 

Rome, Kingston, and already-mauled Marietta were burned 
and broken. Federal officers lost no chance to remind Georgia 
that these latter day Carthages were a portent for whatever or 
whomsoever obstructed this invincible of armies. 

“An immense amount of government property, wrote Con- 
yngham, “which we could not transport to the rear, or carry 
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along with us, had been destroyed at the different depots. Cof* 
fee sacks, cracker boxes, sugar and pork barrels, bales of ’blan- 
kets and boxes of clothing, were burst open and strewn about 
and burned. Soldiers were loaded with blankets and supplies, 
which they got tired of before night, and flung away. It is said 
that about three million of dollars worth of property had been 
destroyed in this way. . . . 

“The Michigan engineers had been detailed to destroy the 
depots and public buildings in Atlanta. Everything in the way 
of destruction was now considered legalized. The workmen 
tore up the rails and piled them on the smoking fires. Winship’s 
iron foundry and machine shops were early set on fire. This 
valuable property was calculated to be worth about half a mil- 
lion of dollars. 

“An oil refinery near by next got on fire, and was soon in a 
fierce blaze. Next followed a freight warehouse, in which were 
stored several bales of cotton. The depot, turning-tables, freight 
sheds, and stores around, were soon a fiery mass. The heart was 
burning out of beautiful Atlanta. 

The few people that had remained in the city fled, scared by 
the conflagration and the dread of violence.” 

Major Ward Nichols, Sherman’s aide-de-camp, was in agree- 
ment: “Atlanta is entirely deserted by human beings, excepting 
a few soldiers here and there,” he wrote. “The houses are va- 
cant; there is no trade or traffic or any kind; the streets are 
empty. Beautiful roses bloom in the gardens of fine houses, but 
a terrible stillness and solitude cover all, depressing the hearts 
even of those who are glad to destroy it. In the peaceful homes 
at the North there can be no conception how these people have 
suffered for their crimes.” 

Yet, Nichols was not wholly correct about the desertion of 
Atlanta. For even as he took pen in hand, Carrie Berry, one of 
those “human beings,” was writing: “The Federal soldiers have 
ben coming today and burning houses and I have ben looking 
at them come in nearly all day.” 

Outside of the city, “human beings” like Lizzie Perkerson 
clung tenaciously to their parcels of earth. 

“They all fear that I am taking the Fever now but I hope 
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not,” she continued in her letter to her brother Angus. "I feel 
very badly but I have gone through enough to make a stouter 
person than me fetl badly. I haven’t undressed to go to bed 
in a month until last night. But I am taking medicine and 
hope that I will not get down. I don’t want you to be uneasy 
about mother for I think she will be up in another week. There 
has been a great deal of sickness in this country since the army 
came in here. But I don’t think strange of it. The whole coun- 
try is full of dead horses and mules and the ditches standing 
full of stagnant water, enough to kill anything.” 

It was Sunday. 

After Mass, Father O’Reilly, apprehensive about the 
churches, considered another visit to Federal headquarters. 
Must he, the thought bore in, again threaten higher interven- 
tion? He decided to wait one more day. 

Major Henry Hitchcock, thirty-five-year-old St. Louis lawyer 
and Sherman’s Assistant Adjutant General of volunteers, ar- 
rived in the city. He went to judge Lyon’s “fine house— large, 
double brick, very handsome.” There he met Colonel Amos 
Beckwith, “Plain, very rough, vigorous, indefatigable— largely 
entitled to credit of Atlanta campaign as to commissary sup- 
plies. Army of 120,000 never on half rations! B. gave us lunch, 
very welcome. 

“Met also (ieneral F.aston, C. Q. M., and Capt. O. M. Poe, 
Ch. Eng.” he continued. “Poe this a.m. rammed down big 
stone and brick depot, no fire or powder applied. N. B. Saw at 
Kingston joint letter of E. and B. to General, recommending 
that the destruction here be specially in Poe’s charge— to pre- 
vent irregularities, he having reliable men under him. So or- 
dered at once by telegraph. 

■Rotle by the depot ruins in entering town: 'r -rfect smash. 
Fhe big Railroad bridge— very fine, on several stone piers over 
the Chattahoochee— was destroyed early today, before we got 
there: we crossed on Poe’s truss biidgc. 

“Haven’t seen fifteen citizens here — all soldiers, and plenty 
of them. Even part of an army of 120,000 men makes a big 
show: some corps arc outside of the city, some b<‘low, some 
above, camped or arriving. 
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"Discussion at lunch about destruction, retaliation, etc. Even 
McCoy was warmed up, and Col. E. boiled over in recalling the 
summons of the reb. commander to our men at Resaca, and at 
Dalton, and at Tilton, ‘to surrender, or no prisoners would be 
taken.* None were taken, nor those places either. But I don’t 
wonder that such things infuriate our men." 

At 6:30 P.M., a military telegraph operator in Nashville 
flashed the telltale news to Washington: “Ceased to communi- 
cate with Sherman yesterday. . . . rivers still swelling but rain 
stopped." 

In Tennessee, Bishop Lay, impeded by the same torrential 
downfalls, washed out bridges, train wrecks, and a Pandora’s 
warborn assortment, was struggling to reach Chattanooga. 

"I telegraphed and wrote to Gen. Tliomas at Nashville,” he 
wrote, "and each time received in reply an assurance that the 
way would be open in three or four days to Atlanta. 

".■\t last, on the 7th of November, I set out again and reached 
Chattanooga on the 8th. 

“It rained dismally; the streets were a sea of mud and filth; 
the hotel was so crowded that a bed or a meal had to be almost 
fought for; interminable trains of cars covered the ira( ks. Eor 
two days I splashed through the mire from one office to an- 
other. It now became revealed that Atlanta and the roads leatl- 
ing to it were to be abandoned. Sherman was about to advance 
into the interior of Georgia; it was doubtful whether any train 
would go to the front. 

“On the morning of the 10th oi .November 1 found myself in 
a freight car laden with bags of oats. One door was torn off so 
that the car could not be closed, and as a special favtir three 
officers and myself were allowed lo ride inside. We spent two 
days and two nights in this car, making 70 miles.” 
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NOVEMBER 14 

Dr. James Comfort Patten “started on the grand raid. We were 
astir early in the morning, packed up what we intended to carry 
along and left tlic rest in our huts. We then set fire to them and 
at 12 all our houses, shops and stables were in ashes." 

C:aptain George W. Pepper of Zanesville, Ohio, with the 15th 
(.orps, was passing through Atlanta while Dr. Patten's regiment 
had skirted the southern fringes of the city. 

“Here arc luxurious homes now the scenes of no domestic 
joys," Pepper reported, “stately warehouses where no wealthy 
merchants congregate; beautiful temples where resound no 
more the organ’s swell or the notes of praise. All is solemnly 
desolate. The destruction caused by bombardment was great. 
Whole buildings were shattered by artillery. Clouds of smoke, as 
we passed through, were bursting from several princely mansions. 
Kvery house ol importance was burned on Whitehall street. 
Railroad depots, rebel factories, foundries and mills were de- 
stroyed. Tliis is the penalty of iel)ellion. Heaven and earth both 
agree in decreeing a terrible punishment to those perfidious 
wretches who concocted this wasting and desolating war. 

“ rhere is one spot of sacred interest, the cemetery a lovely 
( ity <^f the dead. Here nature has her trees, her verdant slopes. 
.Vrt has added beauty to the already beautiful walks of nature. 
Ah! how many brave sons of the Union sleep here . . . and so, 
with sorrow and pity we pass the Gate City, breathing a prayer 
that the all-powerful will grant forgiveness to the miserable in- 
grates, whose love ol slavery inaugurated this terrible rebellion. 
Once more the march. We adapt ourselves to ^ : 'cumstances, 
our baggage consisting of a towel, a cracker, a Testament and a 
late Southern paper announcing Sherman s retreat from Hood. 

Carrie, in terror, did not stray far from her yard. She observed 
the continuing destruction. “They came burning Atlanta today. 
We all dread it because they say that they will burn the last 
Iiouse before they stop. We will dread it. 

Sherman arrived at his headquarters in mid-afternoon, giati- 
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fied that “all preparations had been made.” Colonel lleckwith 
was ready with his report: 1,200,000 rations had been distrib- 
uted to the sixty thousand troops, enough for a twenty days’ 
march even assuming the countryside did not provide its own 
nourishment; there was a “good supply” of beef cattle, to be 
driven on the hoof, although an exact count was lacking; forty 
rounds of ammunition per man; tvv'enty-five hundred wagons, 
each drawn by six mules, and six hundred ambulances would 
make up the caravan, now beginning to leave the Atlanta stag- 
ing area. It would wind eastward over the Georgia countryside, 
a procession at least five miles long. 

Federal spies reported that corn had been stored in cribs by 
Governor Brown’s militia, in such convenient locations and in 
such quantity that Sherman concluded it was "seemingly for our 
use." 

Before supper, the Conimanding (General watched Poe’s sci- 
entific destruction. 

“He had a large force at work," Sherman recorded, “had lev- 
eled the great depot, round-house and the machine shops of the 
Georgia Railroad, and had applied fire to the wreck. One of 
these machine shops had been used by the rel)els as an arsenal, 
and in it svere stored piles of shot and shell, some of which 
proved to be loaded, and that night was made hideous by the 
bursting of shells, whose fragments came uncomfortably near 
Judge Lyon’s house, in which I was (juartered. The lire also 
reached the block of stores near the depot, and the heart of the 
city was in flames all night, but the lire did not reach the parts 
of Atlanta where the court-house was, or the great mass of dwell- 
ing-houses.” 

Even from the outskirts of Atlanta, the spectacle ol destruc- 
tion was vivid. Lizzie Perkerson watched, and concluded great 
operations were in the making. “We were sure they were going 
to leave . . . The fires continued until Monday night and we 
discovered several large fires in the country. Till and I were on 
the porch looking at the fires when we heard the clanking of 
swords and spurs coming up the road. Well, if I had seen thcni 
ouilding the fire to this house, I would never have felt more 
certain that we were gone up. But they came up to tlie poplar 
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tree and turned out in this road and stood a few minutes and 
went? back. In about two hours we heard them coming again. 
This time they rodfe up in front of the house and hallowed. Till 
went to the door. They asked her what them dogs was makin g 
such a fuss about. She told them that she didn’t know, but sup- 
posed from what she had heard herself that they were barking 
at soldiers that was riding around here, so they turned and went 
off and we soon discovered that they were on picket on top of 
the hill and next morning by sun-up the whole road was full of 
them and we found they were leaving sure enough but going 
down the country instead of up. Well, they were passing all day 
and until eleven o’clock next day, and since then I have felt free 
as a bird turned out of a cage. They didn’t bother us much in 
passing. They sent in a guard without being asked for it. They 
told us they were going to play smash with the Confederacy, 
just going to sweep it out at one lick.” 

Colonel Adin Underwood, of the Massachusetts 33rd Infantry 
Regiment, believed the night “was one to be remembered.” 

"No darkness— in place of it a great glare of light from acres 
of burning buildings. This strange light, and the roaring of the 
flames that licked up everything habitable, the intermittent ex- 
plosions of pcjwder, stored ammo, and projectiles, streams of fire 
that shot up here and there from heaps of cotton bales and oil 
factories, the crash of falling buildings, and the change, as if by 
a turn of the kaleidoscope, of strong walls and proud structures 
into heaps of desolation; all this made a dreadful picture of the 
havoc of war, and of its unrelenting horrors. 

“As the band was playing in the theater that night, the flam- 
ing red light from the approaching fire which flooded the build- 
ing, the roar of the flames and the noises of the intermittent 
explosions added scenic effects which were not dov . in the bills, 
and will never be forgotten. And when later in the night it 
serenaded Sherman and played in the light of the flames John 
Browns Soul Goes Marching On the members must have ap- 
peared to the crest-fallen civilians like so many Neroes fiddling 
with delight at the burning of Rome. It seemed like a demoniacal 
triumph over the fate of the city that had so long d< fled Sher- 
man’s armies.” 
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Dr. Patten, by now ten miles east of the city with his regi- 
ment, looked at his watch and found that the glow from the 
burning buildings even at such a distance enabled him to “sec 
the time very plainly.** 

But he had little opportunity for reflections: “the trains kept 
halting and starting and Gen. Ward being in liquor and out of 
patience, came and abused C'.ol. Moore lor stopping.” 

Dr. Patten wondered if they would ever pause for breakfast. 


NOVFMBFR IT) 


Atlantans awoke ‘ to ga/e upon the most awful and sickening 
sights it had ever been their misfortune to witness.” 

As Noble Williams was to note: “their own beloved city was 
enveloped on all sides in a seething mass of smoke and flame, 
madly curling upward to the blue skies al>o\e, and leaving be- 
hind only blackened ruins and heaps ol ashes, (ien. Sherman’s 
men had applied the match, and the flames completed the work 
which it had begun; but not until it had brought many inncj- 
cent owners of property to the veiy verge of, and in many cases 
absolute poverty. 

“Unfortunately for the dcK:tor, his entire stock of drugs, notes, 
accounts and valuable papers ail went up in smoke. Just oppo- 
site the doctor’s residence stood the handsome home of Mr. H., 
which was one among the very last to be fired. Some l^nion sol- 
diers had been observed as they left the building, and a few 
moments later the house was one solid sheet ol flame. Hie heat 
from the fire was so intense that it diew the rosin from Doctor 
C.’s front door. His family were living in the center of a circle, 
the edges of which were emitting flame, smoke and heat, as one 
of the wicked incidents of war. Dc-scriptivc power is almost in- 
adequate to vividly portray the real horrors of such a conflagra- 
tion.” 
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By 7:00 a.m., Capt. Poe’s staff estimated that 37 per cent of 
the city was already in ashes. The fires had spread impersonally 
beyond military Objectives, consuming most of the churches. 
These included ill-starred St. Luke’s which had seen so few serv- 
ices since its consecration. 

Furiously, Father O’Reilly demanded that the Federal troops 
give protection to the houses of worship. Thus aroused, their 
bucket brigades saved the Central Presbyterian Church and ad 
joining Second Baptist Church, the Trinity Methodist and St. 
Philip’s churches, in addition to the Immaculate Conception. 
Father O’Reilly believed that his intervention saved, as well, the 
City Hall, though a resident nearby, Mrs. Holcombe, insisted it 
was her plea wliich reprieved the municipal structure. 

Major Hitchcock, tlie St. Louis lawyer and Sherman’s staff 
assistant, breathed the cinder-laden air and observed “clouds of 
heavy smoke rise and hang like pall over doomed city.” 

To Carrie Berry the day was especially “dreadful. . . . things 
have been burning all around us.’ She feared the appioaching 
night 'because \\c do not knoAv tvhat nionient that they will set 


our house on lire ’ 

By inid-altei noon, tlie city was a luriiace. No citizens ventured 
outside ol their houses. Most were back in the basements or 
bonilipniols wlbch liacl alfordecl refuse from shells. Some read 
those portions ol the bihle which predicted a fiery end of the 
world, rcrtain that the ptophecy w.as close to realization. 

“ rhe air was resonant svith explosions ” Conyngham reported. 
• while flames were mountino ,o the sky from burning depots 
and factories all oser the citv. ... men w^re cheering and sing- 
ing patriotic st)ngs. and lairly revelling m the excitement an 


novelty of the situation. 

\l dusk Maiur Waid Ni.liols, aidc-decamp ot Sherman, 
ivau hed a ’ b'-""' beautiful city now 

ill names. The heaven is "He expanse ot lurid fire; the air is 
Idled Willi Ilyins. bniniiiK cinders: buildings covering two hun- 
dred acres arc in ruins or in names: ever, inslant fere .. he 

sharp den. nalion .11 die sniolheied UmmniR sound oC^ 

shells and poude. ......ealed in .he liiiddinss. and .hen .he 
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sparks and flame shoot away up into the black red roof, scatter- 
ing cinders far and wide.” 

Yet Carrie Berry was comforted since the provost marshal had 
sent a guard to their property “a little while after dinner and 
we felt a little more protected.” 

Captain J. C. Van Duzer, having acquainted his town of Car- 
linville, Illinois, with the war’s opening days as telegraph oper- 
ator, now believed he was witnessing its closing counterparts. 
He watched the smashing of the depot across the street from his 
office in fascination. 

“The implement used for this purpose,” he wrote to his fam- 
ily, “was the battering ram, a large sawhorse about 10 feet high, 
a chain swinging down from the center with a 21 -foot bar of rail- 
road iron poised with the chain in its center, has caused more 
destruction in one day than I ever heard of before. . . . The 
stone depot had been previously mined and packages of powder 
buried under its walls. The object I suppose is to set the wood- 
work on fire as soon as we leave and let the powder do what we 
left undone. This afternoon ‘BN’ office and buildings all around 
it were set on fire. .And now while I am writing you the Trout 
House, our office and the whole of the business portion of 
Whitehall street is in a perfect blaze, many private residences 
have also been destroyed but this is more an accident than in- 
tention. . . . 

“Gen. Howard with the Army of Tennessee pa.ssed through 
town yesterday and this morning moved forward taking the 
Jonesboro Road. Gen. Slocum also pulled out this morning on 
the Augusta Road with a portion of the ’.Army of Georgia,’ leav- 
ing Gen. Jeff C. Davis to bring up the rear. I am now at Gen. 
Sherman’s Headquarters and tomorrow' morning early we start.” 

Major Hitchcock, also at Sherman’s headquarters, reported 
the holocaust from the vantage point of high ground; “on paral- 
lel ridge, say 200 yards north, valley between, runs ’Whitehall 
St.' (principal busine.ss street) with fine blocks of warehouses, 
etc. running E to and by R.R. depots, etc. From our rear and 
E. window's, \/^ of horizon shows immcn.se and raging fires, light- 
ing up whole heavens— probably, says Sherman, visible at Grif- 
fin, fifty miles off. First bursts of smoke, dense, black volumes. 
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then tongues of flame, then huge waves of fire roll up into the 
sky: .presently the skeletons of great warehouses stand out in 
relief against and amidst sheets of roaring, blazing, furious 
flames, -then the angry waves roll less high, and are of deeper 
color, then sink and cease, and only the fierce glow from the 
bare and blackened walls, etc. 

Now and then are heavy explosions, and as one fire sinks 
another rises, further along the horizon, till for say 1/3 of the 
circle, N. E. and E. of us, and some on the N. W., it is a line 
of fire and smoke, lurid, angry, dreadful to look upon. Went 
down to the corner and looked out over where the R..R.. depots 
were all covered with smoking and still blazing ruins. But was 
rejoiced to find on the way that sentries were posted in front of 
the two churches near our Headquarters, with orders so strict 
that on returning with other officers he would not let us go by it 
on the sidewalk, but ordered us out into the street: and soon 
after did same to two or three others going down cross street 
along west side of church. This is right. 1 note these and preced- 
ing facts because Gen. S. will hereafter be charged with indis- 
criminate burning, which is not true. His orders are to destroy 
only such buildings as are used or useful for war purposes, 
whether for producing, storing, or transporting materials, etc. 
of war: but all others are to be spared, and no dwelling touched. 
He talked to me again today about this, apparently because of 
the evidently painful impression 1 received at Marietta. Said noth- 
ing like excuse, but simply explained the facts. At table he re- 
marked— ‘this city has done and contributed probably more to 
t arry on and sustain the war than any other, save perhaps Rich- 
mond. We have been fighting Atlanta all the time, in the past: 
have been capturing guns, wagons, etc., etc., marked “Atlanta” 
and made here, all the time: and now since they ha-e been doing 
so much to destroy us and our Government we have to destroy 
them, at least enough to prevent any more of that.’ . . . 

“Saw Poe’s men at work yesterday with his new contrivance 
for quickly tearing up R.R.'d tracks: simply a large iron hook, 
hung on a chain whose other end has a ring to insert a crowbar 
or other lever. ... 

“As I write, 11:. SO p.m., the fires are pretty much burnt out. 
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and from my 2d story (S. ^V.) window I can no longer sec the 
glare in the sky. No dwelling has been touched, nor the Court 
House, nor any church. The Masonic Hall is spared. The only 
danger yet is from stragglers and teamsters, after the guards arc 
withdrawn, which they must be tomoiTow. I sec plainly how 
true it is that ‘those are the men who do these things.’ 

“Quite a feature tonight was a serenade (early) by the splen- 
did band formerly of 33d Mass. \ ols.— now a brigade band. Al- 
ways will the Miserere in TrovatorccTirry me back to this night’s 
scenes and sounds. This band is celebrated, as al^so that of the 
2d Mass., now kept up by the oflicers. 

“We start tomorrow at 0:30 a.m. for the seasliore. The move- 
ment commenced today— XV, X\'II. and XX, Howard south and 
K(ilpatrick) dashing ahead. Perhaps the rel)s will be pu//led to 
guess where the blow will fall. 

“This campaign will be no joke in any point of view— but if 
successful, as we believe and expect, a splendid one now and 
hereafter. Doubtless it will be death to those of us uho may 
fall into their hands— but if so, twill cost them dear.” 

Conyngham objecti\ely kept count, with a reporter’s eye, of 
the buildings consumed during the height of the conllagration. 
In some respects, he felt, it was like butter pats melting on a 
summer’s day. 

“The Atlanta Hotel,” he wrote, “W’ashington Hall and all 
the square around the railroad depot were soon in one sheet of 
flame. 

“Drug stores, dry goods stores, hotels, negro marls, theatres, 
and grog shops were all now feeding iht‘ fiery element. Worn- 
out wagons and camp e(|ui[)age were piled u|) in the depot, and 
added to the fury of the flames. 

“.A stone warelioiise was blown up by a mine. Quartermasters 
ran away, leaving large stores behind. The men plunged into 
the houses, broke windows and doors with their muskets, drag- 
ging out arnduls of clr)thes, tobacco, and whiskey, which was 
more welcome than all the lest. The men dressed themselves in 
new clothes, and tlten flung the rest into the lire. 

“The streets were now in one fierce sheet of flame; houses 
were falling on all sides, and fiery flakes of c inders were whirled 
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about. Occasionally shells exploded, and excited men rushed 
through the choking atmosphere, and hurried away from the 
city of ruins. 

^‘Dr. Peter Paul Noel D'Alvigny, the only Confederate army 
surgeon left in Atlanta, barely saved his Medical College. He 
found, according to some reports, Federal soldiers stacking 
straw and broken furniture in the entrance hall. They had al- 
ready ignited the pyre before he proved there were still sick 
and wounded soldiers in one rear ward. 

“Look!” he shouted, throwing open the door. There were too 
many to be moved, and the troops extinguished the blaze, aided 
by Dr. D’Alvigny. His hands were scorched, his shirt blackened, 
but he saved the Medical College. 

Even though the zenith was passed by midnight and individ- 
ual fires burned with less intensity, the terror was unabated for 
those who lived through it. 

“Oh what a night!” Carrie Berry said. “They came burning 
the store house. ... it looked like the whole town was on fire. 
Wc all set up all night. If we had not set up our house would 
have ben burnt up for the fire was very near and the soldiers 
were going around setting houses on fire where they were not 
watched. 1 hey behaved very badly. . . . nobody knows what we 
Iiave suffered!” 


NOVENfBtR lb 


At 3:00 AM. Major Ward Nichols. Sheiman’s aide-de-camp, was 
with his ogiment. erramped east of the city. Ringing in his 
mind were the strains jOiiu Brown. . . . that bands had played 
late into the night, even as the funeral flames for Atlanta leapt 
skyward and crackled. The music had sounded “so grand, so 
solemn, so inspiring.” 
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He believed, when he left the downtown section, tliat White- 
hall and Alabama streets were in ruins, and not many buildings 
were standing on Pryor, Hunter, Mitchell and Loyd streets. 
Marietta Street was a ghastly ‘‘wasteland.*’ He did not relish 
thinking about this onetime artery for a prosperous city. 

He had heard it estimated that five thousand buildings had 
been consumed in two days, including every school. It made 
him agree that “General Sheiman is kind of careless with fire.” 

Minutes past three o’clock, Nichols gazed upon watch-fires 
“burning dimly,” and listened to “the occasional neighing of 
horses.” Strangely, after the doomsday pandemonium of the 
night, “all is so silent that it is difficult to imagine that 20,000 
men are within a radius of a few miles. The ripple of the brook 
can be distinctly heard as it breaks over the pebbles, or winds 
petulantly about the gnarled roots. 

“The wind sweeping gently througli the tall pines overhead 
only serves to lull to deeper repose the slumbering soldier who 
in his tent is dreaming of his far-off Nonliern home. 

“But in an instant it is all changed. From .some commanding 
elevation the clear-toned bugle sounds out the reveille and an- 
other and another responds, until the startled echoes double 
and treble the clarion calls. Intermingled with this comes the 
beating of drums, often rattling and jarring on unwilling ears. 
In a few minutes the peateful quiet is replaced by noise and 
tumult, arising from hill and dale, from field and lorest. Camp 
fires, hitherto extinct or smouldering in dull gray ashes, awaken 
to new life and brilliancy, and send forth their sparks high into 
the morning air. . . . 

“The potatoes are frying nicely in the well-laided pan, the 
(liicken is roasting delicately on the red-hot toals, and grateful 
fumes from steaming coffee-pots delight the nostrils. . . . 

“Knapsacks arc strapped, men seize their trusty weapons, and 
as again the bugles sound the note of command, the soldiers fall 
into line and file out upon the road.” 

.As the eastern sky lightened, wagon trains and marching men 
were already snaking eastward out of Atlanta. It was an army of 
“little devils,” in .Sherman's own words. The older men had 
gone home to rest, now it could be lonsidered an army of boys. 
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many not old enough to vote, many regimental commanders 
not .30.” 

David ConyngRam was marching out with them. “At a dis- 
tance the city seemed overshadowed by a cloud of black smoke, 
through which, now and then, darted a gushing flame of fire, or 
projectiles hurled from the burning ruin. 

“The suii looked, through the hazy cloud, like a blood-red 
ball of fire; and the air, for miles around, felt oppressive and 
intolerable. The Tyre of the south was laid in ashes, and the 
‘Gate City’ was a thing of the past.” 

Major Hitchcock checked his watch. It was 7:00 a.m. when the 
soldiers began to file eastward through the streets. “Weather 
fine for marching,” he wrote, “cloudy but not threatening, air 
hardly cool. Going out of town, passed through burnt district, 
still smoking. Saw no dwelling destroyed, and outside of central 
business part of town comparatively little damage. Should say 
1/^ of area of town destroyed, but this the largest and best built 
business part. 

“Passed through and along . . . struck with fine appearance 
and elastic step and bearing of the troops. At head of one bri- 
gade the old 79th Pa. band was playing same quick step as at 
Kingston serenade. One fellow very drunk, sitting on ground 
as we passed troops at a rest or halt. Cursed General loudly, evi- 
dently for drunken brag. General (Sherman) rode quietly by 
him, not 10 feet off— heard all— no notice.” 

Several soldiers called to their commanding general, “Uncle 
Billy, I guess Grant is waiting for us at Richmond!” 

It was a “devil may care” feeling in his array that Sherman 
contemplated with mixed reactions. Responsibility weighed 
heavily on his lean shoulders "for success ’.could be accepted as 
a matter of course, whereas, should we fail, this ‘march’ would 
be adjudged the wild adventure of a crazy fool. ” 

Men and wagons of the 14th Corps clogged the narrow, 
wooded Decatur Ro.:d, along which Sherman guided his own 
horse. He jogged pa,', me wasteland left by the explosion of 
Hood’s ammunition train, past the tombstones of Oakland Cem- 
etery on the other side of the twisted tracks until, shortly, as he 
was to chronicle, “reaching the hill, just outside of the old rebel 
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works, we naturally paused to look back upon the scenes of our 
past battles. 

‘'We stood upon the very ground whereon was fought the 
bloody battle of July 22d, and could see the copse of wood 
where McPherson fell. Behind us lay Atlanta, smouldering and 
in ruins, the black smoke rising Iiigli in air, and hanging like a 
pall over the ruined city. Away oft in the distance/ on the M('- 
Donough road, was the rear of Howard’s column, the gun- 
barrels glistening in the sun. the white-topped wagons stretching 
away to the south; and right before us the Fourteenth Corps, 
marching steadily and rapidly, with a cheery look and swinging 
pace, that made light of the thousand miles that lay between us 
and Richmond. Some band, by accident, struck up the anthem 
of John Brown's soul goe5 inarching on; the men caught up the 
strain and never before or since have I heard the chorus of 
Gloi'y, glory hallelujah! done with more spit it. or in better hai- 
mony of time and place. 

“Then we turned our horses’ head to the east; Atlanta was 
soon lost behind the screen of trees, and became a thing of the 
past. Around it clings many a thought of desperate battle, of 
hope and fear, and now seem like the memory of a dream.” 
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The vines grow up the walls of the li/^-story wooden structure 
at 524 Marshall Street, Decatur, Georgia. Beside the front walk 
a tree stump hints of the shade it furnished on a distant yester- 
day, and of those it amply shaded. In back, a smokehouse tilts 
in crumbling abandonment. 

And on the porch the lady smiles as she rocks back and forth, 
back and forth. 

“Yes,” she affirms, “yes, indeed. Miss Gay lived here. Why, 
many folks in Decatur remember Mary Ann Harris Gay.” 

The street turns a corner, past a fdling station. Three blocks 
farther on, half-hidden in a grove of maples is another old house. 
In the parlor sits one of those who remember. 

“Miss Gay was small,” Wesley Hamilton Weeks recalls halt- 
ingly, “she was tiny. She wore black. . . . always.” And then a 
pause w4iile his daughter tucks his blanket about his legs. “I d 
see her, w^alking towards the city hall, or to the Williams place, 
or, or . . . ?“ He looks for help at his daughter. 

“Maybe to the railroad station?” she linishes. 

He nods and then grows cpiiet, this immensely weary man of 
ninety-eight years. Memory, or the poTver to translate it, has 
dimmed again, and the momentary sparkle has faded from his 
eyes. 

Gibers, somewhat younger, piece together the tragedy of Mary 
Cray’s 1. ter years-a story of war-strain and human malice. While 
the South was humiliated in its defeat, Mary was meted an espe- 
1 ial Calvary. She had been too “friendly” with the Yankees. Her 
neighbors shunned her. 

T he years moved on. 1 he little woman, well into her middle 
years, found leluge in poetry after completing her antobiog- 

:VM 
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raphy Life in Dixie During the War. Her mother was dead, and 
she lived alone in the frame house— except for infrequent visits 
from her early-widowed sister-in-law, Missouri Stokes. 

Mary, by this time possessed with certainty only her memo- 
ries, and to these she retreated with increasing compulsion. The 
components of her past, whether of her doing or undoing, were 
combining to crush the fragile Mary Gay, yet, the vindictiveness 
of the toivnspeople persisted with a smoldering fury. 

She ventured out of the house, market basket in hand, only 
for necessary errands. She rvas aging, stooped, a heart-breaking 
spectacle. 

But she did not break any hearts of the women of postwar 
Decatur, who had sat in tlieir terrible judgment. It was as 
though they obtained satisfaction from her gradual disintegra- 
tion. 

At night, the past swept before her in a wild, uncontrollable 
flood until she screamed in terror. Neighbors awoke and re- 
marked, in the darkness of their bedrooms: “It’s that Gay woman 
again.” 

By now, another generation, not present at the condemnation 
of Mary Gay, was appearing. One man in particular would 
hurry into his bedroom slippers and bathrobe and run down 
the street to her house. There he would sit beside the frightened 
little figure, hold her bony, shaking hand. 

“Everything’s going to be all right. Miss Gay,” he would 
soothe. 

Finally, she would grow calm and push back the tangle of hair 
from her face. Sometimes, she would sit and stare, with a nos- 
talgia deep in her eyes, at the ceilings— especially at a bulbous 
patch in the plaster above the dining table. 

But Mary could not go back. The light-heartedness which had 
buoyed her through the War Between the States could not be 
resummoned any more than the ghosts of the men who had 
fallen in it. She lived in a haunted solitude. 

Mary Gay endured into another century, even after her ac- 
cusers were gone. She survived like an anachronism. 

Mary lived through the greatest war the world had ever 
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known. Then, just after she had turned ninety, everything, per- 
haps belatedly, did become “all right.” The year Wcis 1918. 

Next to her mother and Missouri, Mary Gay is at peace in 
old Decatur Cemetery. Never again will she have to hide Gen. 
Granbury’s uniform or wheedle a bag of coffee or a pass from 
Federal officers— or worry about what the neighbors are whis- 
pering. Song and beauty have come back, forever. 

Through the somnolent back streets of Decatur, past City 
Hall, past Ammi Williams’ house and the railroad station, the 
old road winds eastward through Covington, as it did that morn- 
ing Sherman’s army tramped over it, to Savannah. Six miles in 
the opposite direction, on the eastern fringes of Atlanta, is a 
sprawling textile plant, where once stood Markham and Scho- 
field’s rolling mill. And a few hundred yards beyond that is 
Oakland Cemetery. 

Beneath its gnarled trees rest many who shared the prelude 
to a type of terror that was to become commonplace to succeed- 
ing generations. Here lie* the mortal remains of Mrs. William 
M. Crumley, wlio wrote a diary under the name, “Carrie Berry,” 
of Mary Rawson, and Andy Neal, S. P. Richards. ... in fact, 
almost enougli souls to populate the old city of Atlanta, 

“S. P.” returned to resurrect his book and stationery business, 
which endures to this day. He had earned his remaining years 
of calm and prosperity, years in which neither fires, shells, nor 
the duties of a deputy militiaman interfered with the ordered 
tenor of his way. His grandchildren enjoyed several summers 
with the gentlemanly, solemn old man and his voice rang out in 
glory of his Lord in Sunday choir almost until the day that the 
Lord decided to answer him. 

Braumuller and his father did what they had sworn they never 
would, as they journeyed back to Atlanta and reopened the 
music store. But for the wartime adjunct to his business there 
was no longer a market — drum manufacture. No one in the 
South evCn cared to hear a drum, rvith its connotations of pain, 
misery, defeat. , . . 

Lizzie Perkerson took leave of the world at ninety-seven (in 
the old house which still stands). In spite of all the harsh words 
she had aimed at the Yankees, she married one. The sheriffs 
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daiiglitcr from Fulton County who excelled in baking corn 
bread became Mrs. Sumner Butler of Ne\r York soon after the 
fighting ended. 

In Memphis, Benedict Joseph Semmrs had attained seventy- 
eight when a parish edict threatened to deny him and his ''be- 
loved Eo” the burial plot he had so long contemplated. Barely 
in time, “Joe’’ Semmes moved to another apartment and thereby 
satisfied church boundary recjuirements. 

The front pew in St. Peter’s he had occupied for the better 
part of seventy-five years had lost one of its ivorslupers. 

But Eo was not ready. At ninety-eight, still active and healthy, 
she tripped over a lawn sprinkler at the start of what was to 
have been another busy day in her garden. After a score of years, 
she had gone to join Joe, Joe who had consumed the war era in 
worry for lier and their children’s well-being. 

As a matter of fact, his only survi\ing child, Tom, now livc*s 
in New York, is past ninety and robust. A number ol his grand- 
children fought with distinction in World War II. 

Fannie Beers, Kate Cumming, and Grandma Smith returned 
to the lives they had left to nurse the soldiers. But some did not 
enjoy the peace that had so belatedly arrived. Mrs. F. E. Cieorge, 
of Fort Wayne, who had survived the shelling at Jonesboro, suc- 
cumbed a few months later at Wilmington, North C^arolina, to 
typhoid fever. She was accorded a hero’s funeral in her Indiana 
community, perhaps the first woman to be buried in Fort Wayne 
with military honors. 

Rufus Mead gazed again over the Connecticut hills. He had 
a great deal to tell his “dear folks at hc^me’’ about what happened 
in Georgia when he helped Old Teciimseh save the Union. 
Soon, he was awarded a Government contract to survey Bridge- 
port harbor and blueprint what is today’s Seaside Park. 

Later, Rufus forsook his native state for Orange, New Jersey. 
There he is remembered by a dwindling few as the kindly Sun- 
day School teacher of the First Presbyterian Church. He was 
eighty-six years old when, one morning in 1922, the sexton 
draped the school room in black and prepared for a funeral. 

The Reverend Quintard carried sad memories of his St. 
Luke’s Church in Atlanta. Never again was a house of worship 
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raised out of its ashes. Never again would a Nellie Peters drop 
her pocket handkerchief at her brother’s— or sister’s— funeral. 
Business structures took over the site, as they did Carrie Berry’s 
home nearliy. 

Yet others needed (’harles r<Kld Qtiintard as much as had 
the Confederacy. The Stamford-born surgeon-minister served 
the Union in postwar Nashville in his familiar capacities: doc- 
tor and chaplain. Later he became Bishop of Tennessee and pre- 
sided over the growth of the University of the South, at Sewanee. 

Many in the Episcopal Church speak of the versatile Dr. 
Quintard as though he were still m their midst— and leave any 
burden of proof, thereby, to the doubters. 

General Pat Cleburne never found the horse for which he had 
advertised that July. Before the year was out, he was killed in 
the battle of E'ranklin, Tennessee. Gen. Granbury and Lieu- 
tenant Tom Stokes both perished in the same sanguinary action 
—wearing, presumably, the overcoats Mary Gay had so carefully 
guarded. 

People like David Conyngham and Wallace Reed continued 
careers as writers, Tom Key, as a publisher, and Henry Watter- 
son as an editor. Never losing his inherent belligerence, the 
latter was the “Marse Henry” in 1915 who thumped editorially 
that perhaps it was time for the United States to consider an- 
other war. 

People . . . soldiers like Sergeant Graham, or Private Alonzo 
.Miller, or ,-\ndy Rose . . . returned to the limbo whence they 
had sprung. They were never heard from again, these ephemeral 
punctuations in the book of time. 

Many more, who had left not even as much record behind 
them as Graham, or Miller, or Rose, did not go home. In the 
National Cemetery, Marietta, for one, there are 10,158 graves. 
Here lie the boys from the North who in their wildest fancies 
would never have contemplated eternity at places like Buzzard’s 
Roost, Pumpkin Vine Creek, Culp’s Farm, Ezra Church, Rough 
and Ready, or along a dusty path called the Lick Skillet Road, 
or on the banks of a muddy, tepid stream with the improbable 
name of Ulcofauhatchee. 
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Shortly after the war. Major W. H. Chamberlin visited Mari- 
etta and noted the 3,100 graves marked “Unknown.” 

“Who can tell,” he speculated, “how many of these nameless 
heroes met death on the skirmish lines? There is a world of 
pathos in their lost identity, and in the picture of the broken 
home-circles it suggests ... if their voice could be heard it would 
say: ‘we are content, for over us, and over the whole country, 
floats today, and forever, the flag of a preserved, united Nation!’ ” 

Yet, the passions and bitterness persist in the nation, “United.” 
Where, in Marietta, can the stranger find a sign pointing to the 
meticulously-tended National Cemetery, an Arlington in pro- 
portion? But, several blocks to the South the Confederate dead 
sleep in their own well-directed, placarded cemetery. 

Perhaps the dead in Blue and Gray could wonder for what 
they perished? 

Visitors come to look, but never more to weep, in either ceme- 
tery. There remain tears for the lathers, husbands, or sons who 
fell at the Marne, or Normandy Beach, Tarawa, or near the 
Yalu River, but rvho is there to remember the soldier who was 
killed nearly one hundred years ago? 

Who can recall the little marks of personality, the nuances of 
voice, step, or even the smell of a rank but familiar cigar which 
can evoke the warmth of memory, the anguish of loss? 

The past, too, is all but erased from Atlanta, as though the 
summer of 1864, as well as the fears of its inhabitants, had never 
existed but in the fancy of historians. The golf course which 
roams over the battleground of Peachtree Creek is itself sym- 
bolic of the transformation of the “Gate City of the Confed- 
eracy.” It neither smells, feels, or looks the same. 

The horses which once so pungently stamped the city have 
been replaced by gasoline-powered vehicles. The myriad attend- 
ant odors of masonry, pavements, sidewalks, and even of people 
themselves dominate a pulsing city which a third of a million 
call home— and a beautiful home. 

The snowball bushes in lovingly-tended front yards, which to 
the slaves “looked like a week’s wash hung out,” have long since 
been swallowed in a sea of asphalt. “The Terraces” of Mary 
Rawson, on Pryor Street, or the home of Lucy Harvie Hull, on 
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Peachtree, where “Mommy made beat biscuits by the wheel- 
barrow full, have given way to business structures, and to utili- 
tarian drabness. 

The scent of magnolia blossoms is no more in downtown 
Atlanta, for the residential district has pushed far beyond its 
hdens of yesterday, all the way to the banks of the Chattahoochee. 
If the common well could be found at Five Points, under a 
matted jungle of steel, concrete, brick, piping, and electrical 
conduits, some citizens would still have to walk nine or ten 
miles from the city limits to reach it. 

A new hotel rose on the site of the Atlanta. With elevators 
(of a sort) and running water (here and there) it was a show- 
place of the South. But the evil star which shone above its prede- 
cessor lingered at the Kimball House’s own fated zenith. In a few 
years, the ornate hostelry, too, burned to the ground. 

Reconstructed on a less pretentious scale, the second Kimball 
stands today on the corner of Pryor and Decatur streets, defying 
age, wear, and a changing clientele. Its clerks look with incre- 
dulity upon those who inquire about the old Atlanta, an almost 
legendary hotel whose sole surviving legacy is a billiard room 
and a persisting reek of tobacco. 

That wounded officers could have lain bleeding in corridors 
and bedrooms above this same parcel of earth seems almost be- 
yond the realm of comprehension. 

But it happened, once. 

At Ivy and Ellis streets the traffic shoulders noisily across the 
Intersection, like a mechanized, miasmic avalanche. Who, how- 
ever, has time to think about the little girl who was killed there 
on a Wednesday noontime by the first shell tv: crash onto Atlanta? 

In the city rush, who has time to think? 

The sumptuous Ponder estate is gone. The abodes which have 
mushroomed in its stead are something other than elegant. The 
project might cause Sam french to be even more anxious for 
relief from Atlanta duty. 

In this same area, where Sherman’s gunners kept hot shell bat- 
teries sizzling, heat of another sort continues. Hot music wails 
through the night, melding with fiery liquor and sweating bod- 
ies which rock and roll into the dawn. 
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Who, in the sweep of time, has heard of Lorenai Who can 
recall when an army marched out of the city, chorusing tlie 
melancholy verses? Or, who can care? 

Dr. d'Alvigny’s Medical College has fared better with respect 
to memory and significance. The old structure was torn down, 
but the giound remains sacred for its original purpose. One of 
the buildings of the large Grady Hospital occupies the original 
acreage. 

The gas Hame burns in the lamp post beside which Sol Luckic 
the barber was killed; the shell hole in its base has never been 
repaired. Perliaps beneath the asphalt of Forsyth’s Alley (now 
Street) remains the wreckage of the two thousand sewing ma- 
chines W. B. Young could not sell. 

Atlanta University now furnishes higher education for Ne- 
groes on the site of Federal Fort No. 7. There, one morning, 
General Sherman, immaculately uniformed for the first time in 
months, posed for an army photographer. 

Beyond Atlanta’s city limits, communities such as Jonesboro, 
Newnan, Covington, and Oxford have not changed measurably. 
Many of the old houses survive along narrow, shaded streets 
which have witnessed little further excitement since the summer 
of 1864. In some the scars of shells or Minie balls are lovingly 
preserved. 

In Cx^vington, the pews are back in tlie First Methodist 
Church which (Grandma Smith knew only as a hospital ward. 
The rear windows of the chapel at Oxford (belonging to Fmory 
University) have been little altered, even to paint, since Waltet 
Clark watched patients escaping through them to the sanctuary 
of adjacent woods. 

In many an unmarked, shallow grave in those woods lies the 
dust of soldiers of both sides, l>iiried and forgotten in the haste 
of skirmishing and fear of more cavalry raids. 

At Social Carcle, the railroad station has been replaced, but 
the trains operate with an infie(|ueiu y reminiscent of (rrandma 
Smith’s tedious wait. 

At Macon, the picnic, grounds behind the Wesleyan College, 
where General Iverson was to have been feted, will entertain 
no one or ring with no voic es other than those ol c ustomers in 
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the shopping center which has been built upon them. The wom- 
an’s college itself has moved to a new campus six miles west of 
Macon. 

In other sections of the United States, the Atlanta campaign, 
obviously, is etched less acutely. Here and there a monument, 
a plaque, a statue recalls a battle, a regiment, or a leader, Joe 
Hooker, astride his horse, grimly guards the State House, in 
boston. Sherman himself rides triumphantly on the greens of 
several cities. 

At 75 West 71st Street, in New York City, weathered stone 
lions still flank the front door of the house in which the revered 
Tdcumseh died that St. Valentine’s Day, 1891. Editorial writers 
eulogized him as “the saviour of the Republic,’’ 

The greater portion of the United States was plunged into 
deep ofiiciar mourning. 

"Sherman?’’ a.sks the frowsy woman, pausing before one of 
the apartments of the converted dwelling. "Sherman?” 

There is a look ot defensive contempt in her eyes. 

"Well, ain’t that somethin’? .\in’t that somethin’. . . !” With 
a cackle of disbelief, she slams the door. 

Yet, the present was resummoned, suddenly, cruelly. 

His once handsome house, the generation, the cause General 
Sherman personified, and all tlie "little people” whose lives he 
involuntarily affected now seemed, even as Atlanta had to him, 
“the memory of a dream.” 
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University of North Carolina: Benedict Joseph Semmes let- 
ters (herewith published for the first time); the Mrs. George 
Johnson Baldwin collection (Lucy Harvie Hull); Benjamin Yan- 
cey collection (“Gussie’s’* letter); Colonel Taylor Beatty diary; 
Elizabeth S. Wiggins letter, the Bishop Lay papers. 

Emory University: the Andrew Jackson Neal letters; (pub- 
lished for the first time) Georgia s Confederate Hospitals, thesis 
of Mildred Jordan: Evan P. Howell letter: J. J. Miles letter; 
Henry Richards’ letters. 

Duke University: Andrew K. Rose collection. William CFraham 
letters. 

Princeton University: Andre deCoppet Collection, for John 
C. \'an Duzer letter. 

The University of the South, Sewanee: Quiiitard papers. 

These historical societies: 

Atlanta Historical Society— specifically Ic^r the Carrie Berry 
diary, the Mary Rawson diary, S. P. Ric hards diary, the James 
R. Crew collection, the Alonzo Miller letters, Colonel Barnett’s 
and Hosea Garrett’s and Colin Dunlop’s letters, Mary Rushton’s 
notes. Major Charles Hubner’s recollections, Sarah Huff’s poem 
and the song Lorena. Innumerable rare photographs, as cred- 
ited elsewhere in the book, were furnished by the Atlanta His- 
torical Society. Other hints, leads, and innumerable aids— in- 
cluding a night key to the society’s headquarters and working 
room at the desk where Margaret Mitchell wrote much of Gone 
With the Wind— were willingly and without (|uestion gener- 
ously provided the author thiough “N(‘d ” Julian, the .society’s 
able director and eminent 1801-0.5 historian. 

Western Reserve Historical Society— microfilm prints of two 
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invaluahlc newspapers of the summer of ’64, The Daily Infelli- 
i;€ncor, of Atlanta, Jhe Sentinel of Richmond, 

Georgia Historical Society— from various issues of its His- 
torical (hiartcrly, the Rufus Mead letters, the Lizzie Perkerson 
letters. 

Mississippi Historical Society (Journal of Mississippi History) 
—the letters ol Matthew Andrew Dunn and Thomas Jefferson 
Newberry. 

Southern Historical Society— Colonel Roy’s comments on 
Hardee. 

Indiana Magazine of History~\)r. James Comfort Patten’s 
let'ters. 

New Jersey Historical Society— the diary of Major Stephen 
Pierson. 

Iowa Journal of History— Samuel Mahon quote. 

Virginia State Historical Society, Massachusetts State His- 
torical Society, Southern Historical Society, and the Pioneer 
Citizens’ Society of Atlanta {Pioneer History of Atlanta), 

A debt is owned many contemporary newspapers including 
The Atlanta Journal and Constitution for permission to quote 
freely from any of their excellently researched articles on the 
siege of Atlanta which have appeared this century; The Neiu 
Yo)k Times, the New York Herald, the New York Tribune, 
the Boston Transcript , and any number, such as the Commercial 
Appeal of Memphis, with a lineage dating back to the Civil War 
(or War Between the States). 

Many inaga/ines, past and present, were helpful in the prepa- 
ration of Last Tiain from Atlanta— inchiding Frank Leslies 
Illustrated Weekly. Harpe) ’.v.and the A tlantn Monthly, to whom 
many thanks are owed for special permission to quote from the 
Bishop Lay recoiled ions of his visit to General Slierman. 

Because of the exhaustive research necessary, the author could 
not keep note of every single source consulted, nor even of all 
the business enterprises and organizations (such as the Associ- 
ation of Amerii an Railroads or even the Coca-Cola Cornpany) 
which were helpful in one way or another. However, these books 
and pamphlets seem to have lurnished a particularly valuable 
amount of “paydirt”: 
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